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My  Journey  —  A  New  Year 
Meditation 

By  BERTA  HART  NANCE 

My  path  has  lain  across  green  levels,  bright  with  the  dew  of  morning  and 
jeweled  with  the  bright  eyes  of  countless  spring  flowers. 

I  have  rested  beside  twilight  pools,  in  whose  depths  the  gold  and  amber 
of  sunsets  lay  in  molten  folds,  and  on  whose  surface  floated  the  first  stars. 

I  have  passed  by  streams,  with  crumbling,  reddish  banks  and  billows  the 
color  of  raw  chocolate,  whirling  their  way  relentlessly  to  the  great  ocean. 
And  more  than  once  a  comrade,  advancing  too  near  the  treacherous  current, 
has  plunged  forward,  to  sink  into  depths  from  which  never  mortal  man  has 
risen.  And  still  I  pursued  my  way. 

I  have  passed  through  stretches  of  sandy  waste  land,  where  nothing  grows 
except  dark-green  desert  plants,  armed  with  glistening  spikes,  and  no  sound 
is  heard  except  the  incessant  moaning  of  the  wind  among  the  sand  dumes. 

My  path  has  lain  along  the  silver-sanded  beach  of  a  summer  sea,  from 
which  the  mists  smoked  in  a  thousand  fantastic  shapes,  and  where  the 
glassy  swells  swung  dreamily  under  the  ranging  stars. 

I  have  passed  by  sullen  castles,  within  whose  stone  walls,  mottled  with 
black  weather-stain,  and  half  concealed  by  the  green  of  poison  ivy,  lay  men 
and  women,  once  my  light-hearted  companions  upon  the  flower-strewn 
prairie,  but  now  rotting  in  moldering  cells  of  nameless  horror,  their  faces 
the  color  of  fungus,  their  pale  hands  picking  at  straws  aimlessly.  And  I  have 
wondered  that  it  was  permitted  me  to  escape  such  a  fate. 

d  in  the  desert,  where  acres  of  grapevines,  spring- 
ier of  rust,  where  laden  with  clusters  of  tender- 
one  in  the  desert  sun,  under  the  intense   blue  of 

nder  great  green  trees,  whose  interlocked  branch- 


peace  of  many  a  quiet  year, 


— Selected. 
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"Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:105 
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^he  Editors    ^Message 


Alda  B.  Harrison,  Editor 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

We  feel  a  great  responsibility  as  we  en- 
deavor to  give  you  some  thoughts  that 
will  inspire  you  through  the  New  Year. 
The  New  Year  message  we  gave  you  last 
year  seems  but  such  a  short  way  back,  ;.i 
fact  only  yesterday,  and  this  one  we  are 
facing  now  will  soon  be  gone  and  another 
will  be  at  our  door,  and  so  they  come  and 
go- 
It  seems  but  yesterday  since  I  was  a 
little  girl  playing  at  my  mother's  knee. 
On  down  a  little  further  in  life  I  was 
facing  problems  just  like  you  are  facing. 
Only  this  morning  I  was  thinking  and 
talking  about  some  of  the  narrow  escapes 
1  had  of  taking  the  wrong  road  at  the 
parting  of  the  ways.  But  Jesus  held  my 
hand.  He  knew  that  way  down  through 
the  years  He  would  use  my  experiences 
to  help  you.  As  I  write  I  am  asking  God 
to  inspire  me  to  help  you  at  the  cross- 
roads. Some  of  you  are  there  now.  Which 
way  will  you  take?  We  are  going  to  try 
to  help  you  to  launch  out  into  the  new 
year  with  a  real  desire  to  please  God  and 
make  your  life  count  for  Him.  First,  I 
want  to  give  you  a  poem  asking  you  to 
study  it  closely. 
I  hurried  through  life's  daily  paths,  some 

longed.- for  goal  to  gain; 
The  little  joys  of  everyday  all  beckoned 

me  in  vain. 
My   neighbor  loitered  on  his  way;   I   saw 

with  scornful  eye. 
He  paused  at  all  the  pleasant  spots  I'd 

passed  unheeding  by. 

'Though  flowers  grew  beside  the  path,   1 
slackened  not  my  speed; 
Friends  sought  to  travel  at  my  side,   '. 


paid   them  little  heed. 
My  neighbor's  smile  and  greeting  gave  to 

all  he  chanced  to  meet; 
He   noted      every      sunset      bright,      and 

gathered   blossoms   sweet. 

At  last  with  weary  feet  I  reached  the  goal 
of  which  I'd  dreamed, 
But  to  my  lonely,  joyless  heart  scarce 
worth  the  price  it  seemed. 
My  neighbor  then  came  romping  in,  with 
song  and  laughter  gay. 
I  wish  I  had  been  wise  as  he  and  lived 
along  my  way. 

First,  my  dear  ones,  let  us  live  along 
the  way.  Let  us  make  up  our  minds  that 
we  will  think  of  others  this  year.  It  is 
so  easy  to  get  our  thoughts  centered  on 
self  and  pass  by  all  the  beauties  of  life 
while  thinking  of  our  own  selfish  desires. 
Many  times  it  is  not  altogether  selfish- 
ness but  is  merely  thoughtlessness,  but  let 
us  wake  up  and  live  along  the  way.  What 
shall  we  have  to  show  that  we  have  passed 
this  way  at  the  end^of  193  8?  It  would  be 
wonderful  if  we  could  always  live  so  as 
to  make  life  easier  for  others. 

We  have  recently  read  a  fine  story  of 
an  old  umbrella  mender  who  came  to  the 
back  door  of  a  home  to  repair  a  broken 
umbrella.  He  examined  everything  so 
carefully  and  did  his  work  so  neatly  and 
well  that  the  gentleman  of  the  house 
said,  "Why  are  you  so  careful  about  ev- 
erything you  do?  Do  you  ever  expect  to 
come  this  way  again?"  The  old  man 
paused  in  his  work  and  looked  up  into 
the  face  of  the  gentleman  with  a  smile 
and  said,  "No,  I  do  not  expect  ever  to 
come  this  way  again,  but  somebody  else 
will,  and  ask  to  mend  your  umbrellas,  and 
I  want  to  make  it  easier  for  you  to  trust 
him,  and  easier  for  him  to  get  work." 

Another  very  important  thing  is 
prayer.  We  can't  live  very  long  spirit- 
ually without  prayer.  Perhaps  you  have 
heard  this  little  story  of  the  praying  foot- 
ball team.  This  might  give  us  an  idea 
how   to  pray. 

A  number  of  years  ago  the  footba'1 
team  of  Center  College,  Ky.  was  called, 
"The  Praying  Colonels."  The  team  that 
particular  year  had  won  the  conference 
championship  and  had  defeated  Harvard. 
Football  coaches  all  over  the  country 
were  interested  in  knowing  how  the  team 
prayed.  "Did  the  players  ask  to  win  by 
a  certain  score,  or  just  what  course  did 
they  follow?"  The  answer  was  this:  "We 
do  not  pray  to  win  by  a  certain  score, 
but  ask  that  we  may  live  clean  lives,  to 
be  given  wisdom  to  play  a  clean  game, 
without  any  mistakes.  To  play  honestly 
and  fearlessly,  free  from  prejudices,  ha- 
tred and  ill   temper." 


God  can  answer  our  prayers  only  as 
we  arc  willing  to  do  our  part  in  the  ful- 
filling of  the  answer. 

Of  course,  we  all  want  to  win  in  any 
game  we  play  or  in  any  thing  we  under- 
take, but  the  best  way  we  can  win  is  to 
live  clean,  beautiful  lives.  To  play  hon- 
estly, fearlessly,  free  from  prejudice,  ha- 
tred and  ill  temper  and  leave  results  with 
God.  He  will  help  us  to  win. 

Another  thing  we  can  do  more  of  this 
year  is  smile  for  Jesus.  Smile  at  the  peo- 
ple you  come  in  contact  with.  They  may 
be  sad  and  discouraged  and  be  ready  to 
give  up  and  your  smile  only  will  help 
them  press  on.  You  say  I  can't  speak  and 
I  can't  sing,  but  you  can  smile.  Every- 
body  can  smile. 

A  little  girl  was  once  asked  why  she 
liked  a  certain  woman  so  well.  Immedi- 
ately she  said,  "Because  her  eyes  twinkle 
just  as  though  she  were  laughing  down 
inside  of  her  all  the  time." 

How  many  times  we  see  Christians 
whose  mouths  continually  turn  down  in- 
stead of  up  and  whose  eyes  never  a':e 
lighted  by  a  smile.  We  usually  find  thit 
they  are  the  ones  who  talk  of  nothing 
but   their  aches  and  troubles. 

Christianity  is  not  a  sorrowful  re- 
ligion. It  is  one  of  victory,  gladness  and 
praise.  The  Lord  gives  us  injunctions  like 
these:  "Sing  unto  the  Lord,"  "Rejoice  :n 
the  Lord,"  "Shout  for  joy,"  and  eight 
hundred  others  in  His  Word.  Surely  He 
wanted  us  to  show  our  happiness  if  He 
told  us  that  many  times.  Let  our  faces 
show   others  our  joy. 

Often  in  testimonies  people  say  th.it 
they  did  not  want  to  become  Christians 
because  they  thought  it  meant  putting  on 
a  solemn  face.  Who  srave  them  that  im- 


pression?     The      Christians      th 


ey 


had 


watched. 

Should  we,  who  have  been  redef.V.-*' 
by  His  precious  blood  and  who  have  the 
real  reason  for  joy,  allow  ourselves  to  be 
so  L.ownhearted  and  discouraged  that  the 
world  can  see  it  in  our  faces?  Has  not 
Christ  promised  to  be  with  us  always 
(Matt.  2  8:20),  to  supply  all  our  need 
(Phil.  4:19),  and  to  care  for  us  (1 
Peter  5:7)?  Do  we  need  anything  else 
than  His   promises? 

Our  Lord  and  Master  wants  us  to  be 
joyful.  "These  things  have  I  spoken  un- 
to you,  that  my  joy  might  remain  in  you, 
and  that  your  joy  might  be  full"  (John 
15:11).  "Rejoice  in  the  Lord  alway:  and 
again  I  say.  Rejoice"    (Phil.  4:4). 

Then,    oh    then,    dear   ones,    let    us    be 

careful  what  we  say  this  year.  It's  so  hard 

to  live   in   this  heartless  world.   So  many 

troubled   hearts,  hearts  that   are   bleeding 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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MINNIE  E.  LUDWIG 

Used  by  Permission   of  Nazarene  Publishing  House 
(Continued   from   last  issue) 


SYNOPSIS 

Charles  Ludlow,  after  having  been  reared'  in  a 
Christian  home  in  a  beautiful  little  Illinois  city, 
reaches  early  manhood  without  having  accepted 
Christ.  He  is  keeping  company  in  high  school  with 
Viana  Harvey,   a   discreet  Christian  girl. 

One  night  he  accompanies  his  history  class  to 
the  theatre.  The  suggestive  picture  shown  starts 
him  on  the  downward  path.  A  dissipated  life  fol- 
lows. After  many  vain  efforts  to  reform  him, 
Viana  tells  him  their  close  friendship  must  cease. 
Brokenhearted,  he  leaves  that  night  for  Chicago. 
Writing  a  letter  of  explanation  to  his  family  on 
the  train,  he  gave  it  to  the  mail  clerk  so  it  will 
bear    no   postmark. 

Back  at  home  a  frantic  search  is  being  made 
for  Charles  by  authorities  when  his  explanatory 
letter  arrives,  bringing  a  measure  of  consolation 
to    the    grief-stricken    family. 

Reaching  Chicago,  Charles  loses  an  opportunity 
for  a  responsible  position  when  he  admits  that 
he  drinks  and  smokes.  Almost  despairing,  he  sud- 
denly obtains  work  as  a  grocery  clerk,  and  re- 
forms for  awhile,  but  is  soon  back  in  the  whirl 
of    sin. 

One  evening  he  meets  Judith  Delver,  who  is 
more  beautiful  in  body  than  of  soul.  After  ?. 
whirlwind    courtship    they    are    married. 

Then  housekeeping  begins.  Judith  proves  10 
be  slothful,  selfish,  and  extravagant.  Charles  cooks 
his  own  breakfast,  buys  his  lunch  and  dines  out 
with  her  each  evening.  He  soon  becomes  manager 
of  the  small  grocery  store.  A  year  passes  and  on 
Charles'  twenty-first  birthday  a  son  is  born  into 
the 'home.  Judith  ignores  the  baby.  Charles  names 
him  Stephen,  after  his  own  father  and  the  New 
Testament    hero   of   that   name. 

To  Charles'  disappointment  Judith  soon  begins 
leaving  the  infant  in  a  day  nursery  near-by, 
Charles  caring  for  him  each  night  while  she  at- 
tends  gay   social    functions. 

Three  years  elapse.  As  soon  as  Judith  discovers 
that  Charles  has  finished  paying  for  the  furni- 
ture, she  purchases  a  car;  which,  Charles  in- 
forms her,  he  will  not  pay  for,  nor  teach  her  I  o 
drive.  She  stubbornly  keeps  the  car,  the  salesman 
teaches  her  to  drive,  and  coming  home  from  work, 
Charles  barely  sees  her  each  evening  as  she  pre- 
pares to  ■'-a;ive  to  the  hotel  where  she  dines.  One 
evening  'fter  working  late  on  his  books,  as  he 
arriv-"  at  the  house  he  is  surprised  to  see  the  car 
still  parked  in  the  driveway.  On  entering  he  sees 
Judith  tossing  in  agony  and  pain.  A  physician  is 
summoned,  who  tells  Charles  she  will  1  kely  never 
recover.  An  operation  is  performed,  and  Judith's 
life  is  spared  for  a  season.  She  is  urged  to  make 
peace  with  God  but  she  insists  that  such  talk 
makes  her  nervous.  Her  parents  are  notified  of 
her  grave  condition;  but  they  appear  unconcerned 
until  her  father  calls  on  the  telephone  one  day 
to  ask  about  her.  He  is  informed  that  they  must 
come  at  once  if  they  see  their  daughter  alive. 
Judith  is  dying  as  they  enter  and  after  saying, 
"All  is  lost,"  she  points  an  accusing  finger  at  them; 
then  whispers,  "Oh,  it  is  so  dark,"  as  she  goes 
to  meet   her  God. 

Charles  was  saddened,  his  past  life  of  sin  haunt- 
ed him,  and  he  felt  that  had  he  only  known 
God,  Judith  might  have  been  spared  or  saved 
through    his    prayers. 

After  the  funeral,  the  unfriendly  mother-in-law 
coolly  advised  Charles  to  place  Stephen  in  an  or- 
phanage,  which   he  has   already  decided   not   to  do. 

Six  years  had  passed  since  Charles  left  his  home 
in  Elm  Point.  His  sister,  Elizabeth,  had  finished 
college  and   married  Viana   Harvey's   brother,  The- 


odore. Their  home  was  blessed  with  a  sweet  little 
daughter,  Grace.  Viana  had  also  met  a  young 
ministerial  student  in  college.  Finally  they  were 
married,  and  to  them  was  born  a  little  girl,  Joy 
Louisa,  who  was  the  image  of  her  mother.  Charles' 
parents  were  always  busy  doing  deeds  of  kindness 
and  charity,  and  longing  to  hear  from  their 
prodigal    son,    hoping   some   day    he   would    return. 

Charles  knew  nothing  of  the  changes  back 
at  home.  But  his  heart  yearned  to  take  his  son 
and  return  to  his  mother  and  father  and  the 
friends  of  his  childhood.  Contemplating  this  he 
soon  saves  three  hundred  dollars.  Suddenly  little 
Stephen  becomes  ill  and  is  rushed  to  the  hospital. 
After  hanging  for  three  months  between  life  and 
death,  he  recovers.  However  the  savings  are  spent 
and  Charles  is  in  debt,  though  overjoyed  at  his 
son's    recovery. 

Having  fully  decided  to  return  to  his  father's 
home,  where  little  Stephen,  who  has  no  recollec- 
tions of  his  own  mother,  may  have  the  loving  care 
of  his  grandmother,  Charles  remembers  that  in 
his  only  letter  written  home  since  leaving,  he 
promised  to  become  a  Christian  before  returning. 
He  begins  taking  Stephen  to  Sunday  School  and 
church,  where  one  evening  he  is  wonderfully  con- 
verted at  an  old-fashioned  altar  after  a  touching 
sermon.  The  next  day,  alone  with  God  amidst 
boxes  and  barrels  in  the  store,  he  was  gloriously 
sanctified  At  home  that  evening  he  reads  a 
Bible  story  to  little  Stephen,  telling  him  of  his 
own  mistake  in  not  accepting  Christ  in  his 
childhood.  Stephen  retires  and  Charles  prepares  to 
write  a  letter  home,  preparatory  to  leaving  for 
there  one  week  later. 

It  was  not  an  easy  task  to  write  a  let- 
ter such  as  Charles  was  about  to  write. 
There  had  been  eight  years  of  silence  and 
he  had  no  assurance  tnat  his  parents  were 
yet  living.  However,  he  was  now  a 
Christian,  of  this  he  knew  they  would  be 
glad.  He  gripped  his  pen  firmly  and  rap- 
idly wrote  page  after  page.  He  again 
asked  their  forgiveness  for  his  past  way- 
ward life,  and  then  informed  them  of  the 
glad  news  of  his  recent  conversion  and 
sanctification.  He  told  them  of  his  hasty 
marriage  to  Judith  and  of  her  death,  and 
that  he  had  a  dear  little  boy,  now  seven 
years  of  age.  Then  with  glad  heart  he  in- 
formed them  that  he  and  Stephen  were 
planning  to  come  home,  and  that  if  pos- 
sible, he  would  like  to  get  employment  in 
his  father's  store  and  he  and  Stephen  live 
with  them  in  the  dear  old  home. 

Char  es  finished  the  letter,  addressed  it 
and  was  about  to  go  to  the  street  corner 
and  drop  in  into  a  mail  box,  but  with  his 
hand  on  the  doorknob  he  stood  in  medi- 
tation for  a  moment;  then  turning  around 
said  audibly,  "No,  I  shall  not  mail  it  un- 
til Friday,  for  I  do  not  want  them  to  re- 
ceive it  until  about  two  days  before  we 
arrive,  or  they  will  be  held  in  suspense  too 
long."  He  dropped  the  letter  into  the  old 
suitcase  which  he  had  already  begun  to 
pack  for  his  journey. 

The    following    evening    Stephen    hast- 


ened home  from  school — was  not  this  the 
day  when  he  and  his  papa  would  once 
more  go  to  the  beautiful  place  at  the 
lake  shore?  He  had  wondered  all  di/ 
what  it  was  that  his  papa  had  promised 
to  tell  him  that  evening.  When  Charles 
arrived  Stephen  had,  to  the  best  of  his 
ability,  made  preparations  for  the  evening 
meal. 

They  lived  four  blocks  from  the  car 
line  and  while  hastening  to  catch  the  six 
o'clock  car,  a  large  automobile,  operated 
by  a  "boot-legger"  who  was  intoxicated 
and  speeding  to  evade  the  officers,  struck 
Charles  and  threw  him  thirty  feet. 
Stephen  who  was  walking  by  his  side,  was 
not  injured.  The  driver,  fearing  arrest, 
hastened  away  and  was  never  appre- 
hended. 

Stephen  hastened  to  his  father's  side, 
crying,  "Papa,  Papa,  are  you  hurt?  Papa 
speak  to  me,  are  you  hurt?" 

People  who  were  sitting  on  their  front 
porches  hastened  to  the  scene;  the  police 
were  caded  and  soon  arrived.  At  first 
everyone  thought  that  Charles  had  been 
instantly  killed,  however,  in  a  few  mo- 
ments he  showed  signs  of  life  and  re- 
gained consciousness,  asked  for  Stephen. 
Stephen  knelt  by  his  side,  again  asking. 
"Papa,  are  you  hurt?" 

"Yes,  Sonnie,"  he  answered,  his  breath 
growing  shorter,  "I  believe  Jesus  is  go- 
ing to  take  me  to  heaven — I — I — am 
sorry  to  leave  you — but — but — I  am  so 
happy   in   Jesus." 

For  a  time  he  was  again  unconscious, 
but  only  for  a  moment.  Again  his  eyes 
opened.  He  looked  at  Stephen  smiling  and 
with  great  effort  spoke  a  few  words  say- 
ing, "Sonnie,  you  go  to  Grandfather's 
they  will  love  you — open  the  suitcase — 
the  suitcase,  the  lining  in  the  suitcase." 
Then  again  there  was  a  pause,  his  breath 
was  growing  very  short. 

"What  is  it,  Papa?"  Stephen  said  weep- 
ing, as  he  bent  over  him. 

Those  standing  near  said  he  was  de- 
lirious. But  one  more  effort — he  spoke 
again  as  he  drew  Stephen  near  and  kissed 
him.  "Be  sure  and  tell  Grandfather  and 
Grandmother — tell  them  I  got  saved  and 
I  am — going  to  heaven."  After  another 
moment  of  silence  he  looked  at  Stephen 
again  and  whispered,  "Elm  Point,  Elm 
Point,  Stephen  dear,  meet  Papa  in  heav- 
en, good-bye,"  and  with  a  beautiful  smile 
on  his  face  he  passed  away. 

Stephen  was  now  weeping  bitterly  and 
would  not  be  comforted.  The  news  of  the 
accident  had  reached  the  near  neighbors 
of  the  Ludlows  and  among  those  who 
seernea  to  show  some  interest  was  an 
aged  man,  whom  the  neighbors  all  knew 
as  "Old  Tim."  Stephen  addressed  him  as 
Grandpa. 

Old  Tim  lived  in  a  little,  one-room 
shack  in  the  alley  in  filth  and  sin,  but  in 
(Continued  on  page  8) 
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Children's  Bible  Lesson 
THE  WIDOW'S  SON 

Locate  on  map,  and  describe  the  village 
of  Nain.  If  you  can  show  picture  from 
Bible  geography  or  dictionary,  good. 

Jesus  visited  Nain  only  once  (illus- 
trate by  visit  to  your  place  of  some 
great  man),  met  a  funeral,  broke  it  up. 
Would  you  like  to  know  how? 

It  was  the  only  son  of  a  widow,  who 
was  dead.  Describe  the  procession,  body 
wrapped  in  cloth  lying  on  a  bier,  weeping 
women,  heartbroken  mother.  Jesus 
stopped  them,  said,  "Youn^  man,  I  say 
unto  thee,  arise!"  Tell  how  the  dead 
arose,  and  how  Jesus  gave  him  to  his 
mother,  alive  and  well.  Jesus  is  the  Life- 
giver.  No  one  ever  died  in  His  presence. 

There  are  other  dear  friends,  only  sons, 
dear  children,  whose  bodies  arc  dead  now 
in  sad  homes  waiting  to  be  carried  out  to 
burial.  Jesus  sees  that  it  is  not  best  to 
raise  the  bodies  of  all  our  friends,  for 
death  is  the  "door  to  heaven"  to  a  soul 
that  loves  Jesus.  But  worse  than  that, 
there  are  dead  souls  all  around  vis,  "dead 
in  sin."  Illustrate — explain.  Jesus'  great 
work  is  to  give  life  to  these  dead  souls. 
He  has  given  life  to  some  of  us.  Oh,  let 
us  tell  about  Him  to  every  one.  And  if 
there  is  one  here  who  has  not  been  made 
alive  and  well  by  Jesus,  why  not  come 
to  Him  today?  He  wants  us  to  come. 
One  of  His  saddest  complaints  was  "Ye 
will  not  come  unto  me,  that  ye  may  have 
life." 

He  made  the  widow's  son  well. 

He  will  make  us  well. 

He  gave  him  back  to  his  mother. 

He  will  give  us  back  to  God,  "without 
spot  or  blemish." 

The  Judgment 

Who  will  be  Judge  at  the  great  trial? 
2   Tim.  4:1. 

Who  will  be  judged?  Rev.  20:12-13. 

Who  will  be  the  officers?  Matt.  13:49. 

What  will  be  the  capital  offense?  John 
5:40. 

What  will  be  the  decision  of  the 
Judge?  Matt.  2  5:35-41. 

Will  there  be  any  chance  of  having 
that    sentence    reversed?    Eccl.    11:35-41. 

Study  through  reference  and  be  able  to 
talk  on  them. 

a-    *    * 

Lesson    Illustrations 

An  example  in  addition  and  subtrac- 
tion. Put  in  two  columns     "What  Jesus 


Gives"  and  "What  the  World  Gives". 
Add  the  columns  separately.  One  gives 
us  "Eternal  Life,"  the  other  "Altogether 
Vanity."   Find    the   difference. — R. 

A  bit  of  black  paper  cut  in  oblong 
shape  and  pasted  by  one  edge  on  a  foun- 
dation to  swing  like  a  door,  may  illus- 
trate the  door  of  death.  But  swing  back 
the  door  and  show  gilt  paper — symbol  of 
glory — beneath  the  black. — Emma  F. 
Parsons. 

X-     S-     ''e 

In  the  museum  at  Naples  are  loaves 
of  bread  from  the  ruins  of  Pompeii,  with 
the  maker's  initials  plainly  seen  stamped 
on  them.  The  stamp  was  imprinted  on 
the  bread  when  it  was  soft  and  will  al- 
ways remain.  The  child's  heart  is  like  the 
loaf.  If  "Jesus"  is  stamped  on  it  when 
young,   it  will  never  be  effaced. — R. 

Josh.  4:8-10.  Let  teacher  prepare 
twelve  stones,  not  too  large  to  be  handled, 
by  painting  on  each  the  name  of  some  of 
God's  blessings  to  us,  "Christ  Jesus," 
"The  Comforter,"  "The  Bible,"  "Rea- 
son," "Home,"  "Friends,"  etc  Tell  the 
Bible  story,  and  then  erect  a  monument 
with  the  stones  before  the  class. — Mrs. 
Crafts. 

Eph.  3:15.  God's  family.  Large,  rich, 
part  in  heaven,  part  here,  all  do  not  know 
each  other  but  the  Father  knows  all.  All 
named  after  our  Older  Brother — Chris- 
tians. Call  each  other  "brother"  "sister". 
Describe  New  England  Thanksgiving 
Day,  with  its  home  gatherings,  and  by  it 
illustrate  the  great  Thanksgiving  home- 
gathering  in  heaven,  by  and  by.  Would 
you  like  to  join  the  family? — R. 
*  *  « 
Missionary    Lesson 

The  leader  of  this  lesson,  a  few  days 
before  the  time  the  meeting  is  to  be  held, 
should  assign  the  texts  mentioned  to  the 
children,  and  ask  them  to  come  prepared 
to  recite  them.  A  postal  card,  or  better 
still,  a  genuine  letter,  containing  the 
text  and  request,  will  not  only  stimulate 
interest  and  study,  but  insure  attendance 
on  the  meeting.  Let  the  texts  be  num- 
bered, that  there  be  no  delay  or  con- 
fusion in  answers.  Then,  as  each  verse  is 
given,  let  leader  talk  freely  with  the 
children  about  it — explaining,  illustrat- 
ing, emphasizing.  The  leader  should  call 
out  the  texts  by  questions  something  as 
follows: 

Question,  What  did  the  Lord  Jesus  say 
about  giving? 

Number  1  recites,  "It  is  more  blessed 
to  give  than  to  receive,"  Acts  20:3  5. 


Question,  What  kind  of  a  giver  does 
God  love? 

No.  2,  "God  loveth  a  cheerful  giver," 
2  Cor.  9:7. 

Question,  How  have  we  received,  and 
how  should  we  give? 

No.  3,  "Freely  ye  have  received,  free- 
ly give,"  Matt.    10:5. 

Question,  How  much  should  we  give? 

No.  4,  "Every  man  shall  give  as  he  is 
able,  according  to  the  blessing  of  the 
Lord  thy  God  which  he  hath  given  thee," 
Deut.   16:17. 

Question,  What  is  the  least  that  we 
should  give? 

No.  5,  "Of  all  that  thou  shalt  give  me 
I  will  surely  give  the  tenth  unto  thee," 
Gen.  28:22. 

Question,  How  are  our  gifts  accepted? 

No.  6,  "If  there  be  first  a  willing  mind, 
it  is  accepted  according  to  that  a  man 
hath,  and  not  according  to  that  he  hath 
not,"  2  Cor.  8:12. 

Question,  How  should  we  honor  the 
Lord? 

No.  7,  "Honor  the  Lord  with  thy  sub- 
stance, and  with  the  firstfru:ts  of  all 
thine  increase,"  Prov.   3:9. 

Question,  What  promise  does  God 
make  to  such? 

No.  8,  "So  shall  thy  barns  be  filled 
with  plenty,  and  thy  presses  shall  burst 
out  with  new  wine,"  Prov.   3:10. 

Question,  What  is  said  of  him  that 
pities  the  poor? 

No.  9,  "He  that  hath  pity  upon  the 
poor  lendeth  unto  the  Lord;  and  that 
which  he  hath  given  will  he  pay  him 
again,"  Prov.    19:17. 

:<•    :!•    «■ 

JAMES'   OPPORTUNITY 

By  Josephine  Sloan 

"What  was  your  lesson  about  today, 
James?"  grandpa  asked  of  the  little  boy 
who  was  coming  in  from  Sunday  School. 

"About  a  little  boy  who  had  some 
loaves  and  fishes."  j 

"Can  you  tell  me  what  the  little  boy 
did   with   them?" 

"He  gave  them  to  somebody.  Grandpa, 
you  know  the  story  so  much  better  than 
I  do.  Won't  you  tell  it  to  me  again?" 
James  said   coaxingly. 

"When  Jesus  was  here  the  lame  and 
the  blind  people  came  to  Him  to  be 
healed.  One  day  when  many  people  had 
followed  Him,  Jesus  knew  that  they  were 
hungry  and  He  said  to  His  disciples  that 
He  would  not  send  them  away  without 
something  to  eat.  But  the  disciples  said 
there  was  not  enough  food  to  feed  all  of 
the  people.  Then  Jesus  asked  them  how 
much  they  had.  It  was  at  that  time  that 
the  little  boy  gave  his  five  loaves  of 
bread  and  two  fishes.  Jesus  told  the  dis- 
ciples to  have  the  people  sit  down.  Then 
He  blessed  the  food  and  gave  it  to  His 
(Cortinued  on  page  22) 
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THINKING   YOUTH 

The  Satisfying  Christ 

Youth  is  everywhere  searching  for  sat- 
isfaction. The  cry  is,  "Let's  have  a  good 
time  while  we're  young."  Everything  that 
the  world  has  to  offer  is  tried — money, 
fame,  adventure,  the  thrill  of  record- 
breaking  stunts,  politics,  literature, 
science,  art,  sport,  drink,  gambling,  drugs, 
the  whirl  of  gaiety  and  the  round  of 
amusements — yet  in  spite  of  them  all, 
satisfaction  is  not  found,  and  there  are 
none  so  "bored,  bankrupt  and  'blase'  as 
the  devotees  of  pleasure." 

The  fact  is,  nothing  in  this  world  ever 
satisfies.  A  lady,  traveling  north  by 
night  in  one  of  the  third  class  "sleepers," 
failed  to  enjoy  a  night's  rest  because  her 
traveling  companions  would  keep  up  a 
running  conversation  all  the  time.  An 
oft-recurring  phrase  in  their  talk  amused 
her.  They  seemed  to  be  "fed  up"  with 
almost  everything.  The  fiance  of  one  lived 
in  Aberdeen.  She  worked  in  London,  and 
was  "fed  up"  with  having  to  be  so  far 
from  her  "beloved!"  The  other,  a  married 
woman,  was  "fed  up"  because  she  had  had 
her  husband,  who  was  out  of  work,  "on 
her  hands"  all  the  time.  Again,  one  was 
fed  up  because  business  was  slack,  and  the 
other  had  too  much  to  do. 

Later,  the  conversation  turned  to  hair- 
dressing,  and  again  they  were  both  fed 
up,  one  because  her  permanent  wave  was 
not  permanent,  and  the  other  because  she 
was  trying  to  grow  her  hair,  and  it 
would  not  grow  fast  enough. 

So  they  went  on  saying  that  they  were 
"fed  up''  with  this,  that,  and  the  other, 
till  our  gpor  lady  was  indeed  "fed  up" 
with  them. 

THE  SENSE  OF  FUTILITY 

Why  should  this  phrase  be  on  so  many 
lips  today?  For  what  reason  are  so  many 
dissatisfied,  disillusioned?  Are  we  not  liv- 
ing in  an  age  of  liberty,  privilege,  self- 
expression  and  multiplied  opportunities 
for  enjoying  life?  Do  not  the  caterers  for 
public  entertainment  show  a  masterly 
genius  in  the  presentation  of  their  wares? 
Yet  on  every  hand  there  is  a  sense  of 
futility,  "ennui,"  and  boredom. 

There  is  an  outstanding  difference  be- 
tween His  offer  and  that  of  the  world. 
The  best  that  can  be  found  in  the  world 
is  happiness,  which  depends  on  the  hap  of 
surrounding  circumstances,  but  He  of- 
fers a  well-spring  of  perennial  joy,  which 
fills  and  floods  the  life      from     within, 


whatever  the  external  conditions  may  be. 

As  the  water  supply  to  the  city  comes 
from  the  hills,  so  the  joy  that  Christ 
gives,  springs  rot  out  of  the  swamps  of 
self-pleasing,  but  from  the  uplands  of  Di- 
vine fullness.  And  this  He  offers  to  put 
within  the  heart  of  every  one  who  will 
believe  on  Him. 

This  inner  joy  can  satisfy  every  part 
of  our  being,  including  our  arguing  in- 
tellects, accusing  consciences,  and  ach- 
ing hearts. 

THE  ARGUING  INTELLECT 

A  group  of  secondary  school  girls 
came  to  see  me  one  day.  In  their  minds 
were  questions,  and  for  an  hour  they  plied 
me  with  them.  "How  can  you  prove  there 
is  a  God?  Is  the  Bible  true?  Is  there  a  hell? 
Are  we  immortal?  Is  there  a  personal 
devil?  Does  prayer  influence  God?" 

To  look  at  them  in  their  tunics — ah 
ready  for  the  afternoon  hockey  match — 
one  would  hardly  have  thought  that  such 
questions  would  have  troubled  them,  but 
they  did. 

Modern  Youth  thinks  more  of  such 
things  than  some  older  folks  imagine.  It 
is  fatal  to  ignore  their  questions  and 
doubts.  Answers  are  expected.  The 
Church  has  too  often  glossed  over  the 
intellectual  difficulties,  with  the  result 
that,  by  some,  she  is  accused  of  mental 
laziness,  and  evasive  insincerity. 

"Mummy,  what  is  the  Holy  Ghost?" 
asked  a  small  child.  "You  mustn't  ask 
such  questions  till  you  are  older,"  was 
the  reply.  Of  course,  the  mother  was  real- 
ly nonplussed,  so  did  not  know  what  else 
to  say.  "Oh,  I  thought  it  was  something 
not  very  nice,"  was  the  disconcerting  re- 
mark of  the  youngster. 

Youth  demands — and  rightly  so  —  a 
frank  answer  to  its  questions,  and  is  quick 
to  detect  any  such  attempts  to  evade  the 
issue.  Thinking  Youth  will  not  take 
things  for  granted,  but  expects  an  honest 
facing  up  to  the  quest  for  truth  with 
sympathy  and  understanding. 

I  once  heard  a  former  Arsenal  player 
say,  "The  biggest  thrill  of  my  life  was 
when  I  first  scored  the  decisive  goal  in 
a  big  match,  and  heard  the  roar  of  the 
cheering  crowds.  But  in  the  quiet  of  my 
room  that  same  night  a  sense  of  the  fu- 
tility of  it  swept  over  me.  After  all, 
what  was  it  worth?  Was  there  nothing 
better  to  live  for  than  to  score  goals? 
Such  thoughts  were  the  beginning  of  my 
search  for  satisfaction.  I  knew  in  my 
heart  that  no  one  could  meet  my  need 
but  God  Himself.  Soon  after.  I  found  in 


Christ   what    I    could   never   find  in   the 
world." 

The  trouble  is  that  Youth  cannot  be- 
lieve that  satisfaction  is  to  be  found  in 
Christ.  When  He  stands  in  the  midst  of 
this  weary,  restless  world  and  cries  with 
the  note  of  authority,  "If  any  man  thirst, 
let  him  come  unto  me  and  drink;"  "The 
water  that  I  shall  give,  shall  become  with- 
in him  a  spring  of  water,  gushing  up  un- 
to enduring  life" — Youth,  I  say,  is 
skeptical  of  such  an  offer. 

"Be  religious  in  order  to  find  satisfac- 
tion?" The  very  idea  seems  ridiculous.  Re- 
ligion, to  many,  conveys  the  idea  of 
long-faced  piety,  they  associate  it  witn 
depression,  "kill-joys,"  "spoil-sports,"  and 
"we:,  blankets." 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  said  that  he 
might  have  become  a  clergyman  but  for 
the  fact  that  the  local  minister  who  called 
on  his  father  looked  like  an  undertaker, 
so  he  was  not  attracted. 
JOY  BETTER  THAN  HAPPINESS 

The  fact  is,  the  offer  of  Christ  seems 
too  good  to  be  true.  Youth  cannot  re- 
concile what  He  promises  with  the  false 
impression  which  they  have  received  from 
some  types  of  religious  people.  Unfor- 
tunately Christ  has  all  too  often  been  rep- 
resented as  the  "pale  Galilean" — weak, 
anaemic  and  sorrowful — the  reverse  of 
the  type  which  appeals  to  modern  youth. 

True  He  was  "the  Man  of  Sorrows," 
but  only  because  of  sin — not  His  own. 
Sin  always  brings  sorrow,  but  apart  from 
that  He  was  the  most  joyous  Personality 
the  world  has  ever  known.  "Be  of  good 
cheer"  was  His  favorite  expression.  He 
said  to  His  disciples,  "These  things  have 
I  spoken  unto  you,  that  my  joy  might  re- 
main in  you,  and  that  vour  joy '  might 
be  full."   (John  15:11.) 

At  the  same  time,  Youth  has  to  learn 
that  mere  human  reasoning  never  leads 
to  full  satisfaction  in  the  realm  of  the 
intellect.  Even  Sir  James  Jeans,  and  no 
one  has  used  his  reasoning  powers  more 
than  he,  ends  his  book,  "The  Mysterious 
Universe,"  by  saying  with  a  certain  wist- 
fulness,  "We  may  conclude  by  adding, 
what  might  well  have  been  underlined  in- 
to every  paragraph,  that  everything  that 
has  been  sajd,  even  every  conclusion  that 
has  been  tentative  put  forward  is  quite 
frankly  speculative  and  uncertain.  We 
have  tried  to  discuss  whether  present  day 
Science  has  anything  to  say  on  certain 
difficult  questions,  which  are  perhaps  set 
forever  beyond  the  reach  of  human  un- 
derstanding. We  cannot  claim  to  have 
discerned  more  than  a  very  faint  glim- 
mer of  light  at  its  best,  perhaps  it  was 
wholly  illusory,  for  certainly  we  had  to 
strain  our  eyes  very  hard  to  see  anything 
at  all.  So  that  our  main  contention  can 
hardly  be  tjiat  the  Science  of  today  has 
a  pronouncement  to  make,  perhaps  it 
(Continued  on  page  10) 
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"More  Religion  in  the  Home" 

The  above  slogan  of  the  Laymen's 
League  of  Pennsylvania  is  the  title  of  a 
little  folder,  the  contents  of  which  are 
printed  for  the  use  of  young  people  who 
ire  planning  to  establish  homes  of  their 
own. 

OUR  SEVEN-PO.NT  PROGRAM: 

1.  The  returning  of  thanks  at  meals. 

2.  More  extensive  daily   Bible   reading. 

3.  Memorizing  by  chi.dren  of  parts  of 
the  Bible,  Christian  poems,  hymns,  etc. 

4.  A  broader  reading  of  Christian  liter- 
ature, history,  including  Church  history, 
biography,  missions,  etc.,  by  all  the 
members  of  the  family  circle. 

5.  Singing  of  sacred  music,  by  all 
members  of  the  family  at  appropriate 
and  stated   times. 

6.  The  placing  of  good  copies  of  mas- 
terpieces of  Christian  art,  particularly 
those  relating  to  child  life,  on  the  walls 
of  the  home. 

7.  A  family  altar  in  every  home,  with 
family  prayers  at  least  once  a  week. 

It  is  not  in  brilliant  conceptions  and 
strokes  of  genius  that  we  shall  find  the 
chief  reliance  of  our  country,  but  in  the 
home,  in  the  school  and  in  religion. — Cal- 
vin  Coolidge. 

1.  A  family  altar  in  your  home  will 
send  you  forth  to  your  daily  tasks  with 
a  cheerful  heart,  stronger  for  work,  truer 
to  duty  and  more  determined  to  glorify 
God. 

2.  A  family  altar  in  your  home  will 
give  you  strength  to  meet  discourage- 
ments, disappointments,  and  unexpected 
adversities. 

3.  A  family  altar  in  your  home  will 
make  you  conscious  throughout  each 
dav  of  the  sustaining  companionship  of 
Christ. 

4.  A  family  altar  in  your  home  will 
sweeten  your  home  life,  dissolve  mis- 
understandings  and   relieve   friction. 

5.  A  family  altar  in  your  home  will 
largely  determine  the  eternal  salvation  of 
your  children. 

6.  A  family  altar  in  your  home  will 
assist  the  work  of  your  pastor  and  stimu- 
late the  life  of  your  church. 

7.  A  family  altar  in  your  home  will  be 
an  example  to  other  homes  for  a  richer 
life  of  service  and  devotion  to  God.  Be- 
gin   today. — Selected. 


When  the  Children  Help 

By  Julia  Irene  Miller 
Little  children   love   to  help.  They  are 
great    imitators.    Nature    seems    to      have 


implanted  in  their  hearts  and  minds  the 
desire  to  do  things  like  grow-ups.  So 
while  they  are  still  small  they  delight  in 
attempting  to  perform  little  tasks  for 
themselves   and   for   others   around    them. 

A  word  of  appreciation  is  naturally 
pleasing  to  them  and  encourages  them  to 
do  other  things  or  the  same  things.  Prac- 
tice makes  perfect. 

Bobbie  may  discover  that  he  can  car- 
ry the  tumblers  from  the  dining  room 
table  to  the  kitchen.  If  he  only  takes  one 
tumbler,  it  wili  be  all  his  chubby  little 
hands  can  hold,  and  even  if  he  drops  one 
and  breaks  it,  Mother  should  not  forbid 
him   to   do   anything  of   that   kind   again. 

Much  better  a  smiling  word  of  sym- 
pathy, "Well,  that's  too  bad!  Mother  and 
Bobbie  are  sorry,  but  we'll  sweep  up  the 
pieces  (or  wipe  up  the  spilled,  clean 
water),  and  next  time  you  will  hold  on 
a  little  tighter  and  walk  more  slowly,  I 
am  sure." 

And  next  time  Bobbie  will  do  just  that 
thing,  and  instead  of  running  away  and 
avoiding  helping  in  his  little  way,  he'll 
be  watchful  and  eager  for  a  word  of 
praise. 

There  are  some  tasks  which  the  chil- 
dren undertake,  where  Mother  will  do 
well  to  give  a  little  direction  as  to 
"What"  and  "Why." 

Ruth  was  ambitious  to  wipe  the  dishes. 
She  had  to  stand  on  a  chair  to  do  it,  but 
she  dried  them  carefully  and  well,  ill 
except  the  glasses,  and  they  were  linty 
from  the  towel.  That  wasn't  so  good. 

So  the  second  time  little  Ruth  wiped 
the  dishes,  her  mother  gave  her  a  few 
brief  instructions. 

"First  of  all,  dear,"  Mother  informed 
her,  "you  are  handling  dishes  on  which 
our  nice  food  will  be  placed,  so,  of 
course,  you'll  wash  your  hands  before  you 
begin  to  dry  them,  and  take  your  little 
nail  cleaner  and  clean  your  finger  nails. 
You  can  get  ready  while  Mother  scrapes 
and  packs  up  the  dishes." 

When  Ruth  comes  back,  her  mother 
says,  "See  how  nice  it  is  to  have  all  of 
the  dishes  of  a  kind  together,  and  the 
silver  sorted  out  into  piles  by  themselves 
— knives,  forks  and  spoons  of  different 
sizes.  When  ycu  are  just  a  little  older, 
vou  can  do  that,  first  wiping  off  every 
dish  with  a  little  piece  of  tissue  paper. 
When  we  do  that,  the  nice  soapy  dish 
water  doesn't  get  full  of  pieces  of  food." 

When  Ruth  starts  to  stand  upon  the 
chair  to  make  herself  tall  enough,  her 
mother   may      remind   her,      "You   know, 


honey,  the  bottom  of  our  shoes  are  not  al- 
ways very  clean,  for  we  run  out  of  doors 
and  step  on  the  ground,  and  perhaps 
where  cats  and  dogs  have  been.  So  we'll 
be  careful  and  not  stand  on  the  uncov- 
ered chair,  for  then  we'll  soil  it,  and 
when  someone  sits  down  in  the  chair  with 
a  nice  clean  dress  on,  it  may  be  dirtied 
when  there  is  no  need  of  it."  So  Mother 
spieads  a  discarded  newspaper  on  the 
chair   bottom   and   Ruth    stands   on    that. 

Two  tumblers  are  shown  her  side  by 
side,  one  which  is  shiny  and  sparkles,  and 
the  other  with  a  linty  and  blurred  sur- 
face. Quickly  Ruth's  mother  washes  the 
tumbler  out,  rinses  it,  dries  it  and  then 
polishes  it  with  a  lintless  towel  or  a  soft 
paper  napkin. 

When  all  the  glasses  are  washed  and 
wiped,  Mother  and  Ruth  place  them 
side  by  side  and  take  a  moment  to  admire 
them.  Never  again  as  long  as  Ruth  lives 
will  she  fail  to  notice  just  when  the  wash- 
ing of  glasses  is  properly  finished. 

We  all  know  when  we  buy  a  new  pair 
of  gloves,  especially  kid  ones,  that  it  is 
important  to  take  time  enough  to  put 
them  on  exactly  right  the  first  time.  If  a 
finger  is  pulled  on  crooked  and  with  the 
seam  twisted,  it  will  practically  always 
go  on  that  way. 

Similarly  the  manner  in  which  a  child 
first  learns  to  do  simple  things  will  fix 
its  methods  and  standards  of  satisfactory 
work  of  that  particular  kind  for  a  long 
time — perhaps   for  life! 

The    Pleasure  of  Anticipation 

By  Hilda  Richmond 

"Let's  give  a  backyard  picnic  for  the 
children  next  week,"  proposed  Mrs.  Len- 
nox to  her  cousin  who  lived  not  far 
away.  "Nothing  elaborate,  you  know — 
simply  for  our  two  families  and  perhaps 
a  few  little  guests  to  make  the  occasion 
more  festive.  Since  we've  moved  into  your 
neighborhood  we  can  plan  together,  be- 
cause it  really  is  more  economical  and 
not  so  much  work  for  either  one  that 
way." 

"The  children  will  be  delighted  and  I 
think  the  idea  is  excellent,"  said  Mrs. 
Dillon.  "We  can  let  the  children  invite 
some  'ittle  friends  and — " 

"Oh,  for  mercy's  sake,  don't  tell  the 
youngsters  until  the  day  comes,"  implored! 
Mrs.  Lennox.  "They  would  simply  talk  us 
to  death.  I  never  mention  such  things 
ahead  of  time." 

But  Mrs.  Dillon  said  she  was  sure  that 
much  of  the  joy  of  any  affair  for  the 
children  was  in  talking  it  over,  though 
she  acknowledges  that  occasionally  she, 
herself,  grew  quite  weary  of  the  subject. 
She  argued  that  since  the  picnic  was  for 
the  children,  primarily,  they  ought  to 
have  a  share  in  the  planning  of  the  lunch, 
f Continued  on  page   151 
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treasured  S leanings  for  ^Ministers  and 
Ghristian  cWorkers 


Whitefield  and  the  Robber 

In  one  of  his  journeys,  Whitefield  was 
told  of  a  widow  with  a  large  family  whose 
landlord  had  distrained  her  furniture  and 
was  about  to  sell  it,  unless  her  rent  was 
paid.  George  Whitefield's  purse  was  never 
large,  but  his  sympathy  was  great,  and  he 
immediately  gave  the  five  guineas  which 
the  helpless  woman  needed.  The  friend 
who  was  traveling  with  him  hinted  that 
the  sum  was  more  than  he  could  reason- 
ably afford;  to  which  the  reply  was 
given:  "When  God  brings  a  case  of  dis- 
tress before  us,  it  is  that  we  may  relieve 
it." 

The  two  travelers  proceeded  on  their 
journey,  and  before  long,  encountered  a 
highwayman,  who  demanded  their  money, 
which  they  gave.  Whitefield  now  turned 
the  tables  on  his  friend  and  reminded  him 
how  much  better  it  was  for  the  poor 
widow  to  have  the  five  guineas  than  the 
thief,  who  had  just  robbed  them.  They 
had  not  long  resumed  their  travel,  before 
the  man  returned  and  demanded  White- 
field's  coat  which  was  mu  ;h  more  re- 
spectable than  his  own.  His  request  was 
also  granted,  Whitefield  accepting  the 
robber's  ragged  garment  till  he  could 
procure   a    better. 

Presently  they  perceived  the  robber 
again  galloping  towards  them  most  furi- 
ously; and  now  fearing  that  their  lives 
were  threatened,  they  also  spurred  their 
horses,  and,  fortunately  arrived  at  some 
cottages,  before  the  highwayman  could 
stop  them.  The  thief  was  baulked  and  no 
doubt,  was  immensely  mortified;  for 
when  Whitefield  took  off  the  man's  tat- 
tered coat,  he  found  in  one  of  its  pockets 
a  carefully  wrapped  parcel  containing 
one  hundred  guineas! — The  Gospel  Maga- 
zine,  1816. 

He  Silenced  the  Devil 

If  you  find  yourself  getting  miserly, 
begin  to  scatter,  like  a  wealthy  farmer 
in  New  York  State  that  I  heard  of.  He 
was  a  noted  miser  but  he  was  converted. 
Soon  after,  a  poor  man  who  had  been 
burned  out  and  had  no  provisions,  came 
to  him  for  help.  The  farmer  thought  he 
would  be  liberal  and  give  him  a  ham 
from  his  smokehouse.  On  his  way  to  get 
it,   the   tempter   whispered   to  him: 

"Give  him  the  smallest  one  you  have." 

He  had  a  struggle  whether  he  would 

give  a  large  ham  or  a  small  ham,     but 

finally  he  took  down  the  largest  he  could 

find. 


"You  are  a  fool,"  the  devil  said. 

"if  you  don't  keep  still,"  the  farmer 
rep'ied,  "I'll  give  him  every  ham  I  have 
in  the  smokehouse."— Selected. 

Seeing  Black 

At  a  meeting  a  man  held  up  a  sheet 
of  white  paper,  with  a  little  black  spot 
on  it,  and  asked  his  audience,  "What  do 
you  see?"  They  all  answered,  "A  black 
spot."  He  then  asked,  "Why,  don't  you 
see  the  white?  There  is  so  much  more 
white  than  black." 

Isn't  this  quite  natural?  How  easy  it 
is,  when  looking  at  others,  to  see  a  small 
flaw  before  finding  the  many  praise- 
worthy things!  What  kind  of  eye  have 
you?  Do  you  see  good  or  evil  in  others? 
— Publisher  V nknotvn. 

An  Experience 
A  pioneer  preacher  tells  of  a  personal 
experience.  He  says,  "In  the  course  of  my 
work  in  a  certain  settlement  I  incurred 
the  ill  will  of  the  leader  of  a  gang  of 
horse  thieves  and  bandits,  who  made  his 
honest  boast  that  he  would  'get  me.'  One 
afternoon  a  man  was  hurt  by  a  falling 
tree  and  I  was  sent  f°r-  To  reach  the 
lumber  camp  I  had  to  pass  through  some 
rough,  cut-over  land.  It  was  evening  as 
I  entered  it,  and  all  at  once  I  was  over- 
come with  fear  and  foreboding,  which  I 
could  not  shake  off  until  I  dismounted 
and  laid  my  trouble  before  the  Lord.  I 
went  on  unmolested.  The  next  day  the 
head  bandit  was  shot  by  one  of  his  men, 
and  I  was  again  summoned  to  a  death- 
bed. The  man  confessed  that  on  the  prev- 
ious night  he  had  lain  in  wait  in  the  cut- 
over  land,  intending  to  kill  me,  adding, 
'But  who  were  those  men  who  rode  with 
you?'  When  I  said  I  was  alone  he 
screamed,  'You  were  not!  Two  men  were 
with  you,  one  on  either  side,  and  in  all 
my  life  I  never  saw  such  horses  as  they 
rode.  Who  were  they?'  The  excitement 
brought  on  a  hemorrhage,  and  he  fell  into 
unconsciousness  from  which  he  never 
rallied.  But  I  have  never  doubted  that  on 
the  night  of  my  terror  God  sent  me  su- 
pernatural protection  and  deliverance." — 
Publisher  Unknown. 

Things    I  Wish  I  Had    Known 
Before  I  Was  Twenty-one 

That  my  health  after  thirty  depended 
in  a  large  degree  on  what  I  put  into  my 
stomach  before  I  was  twenty-one. 


How  to  take  care  of  money. 

That  a  man's  habits  are  mighty  hard  to 
charge  after  he  is  twenty-one. 

That  a  harvest  dapends  upon  the  seeds 
sown. 

That  things  worth  while  require  time, 
patience,  and  work. 

That  you  cannot  get  something,  for 
nothing. 

The  value  of  absolute  truthfulness  in 
every  thing. 

The  folly  of  not  taking  older  people's 
advice. 

That  what  my  mother  wanted  me  to  do 
was  right, 

That  "Dad"  wasn't  an  old  fogy  after 
all. 

More  of  the  helpful  and  inspiring  mes- 
sage of  the  Bible. 

The  greatness  of  the  opportunity  and 
joy  of  serving  a  fellowman. 

That  Jesus  Christ  wants  to  be  my 
Savior  and  Friend. — Adapted. 

Useful  When  Applied 

A  soap  manufacturer,  not  a  Christian, 
was  walking  with  a  minister.  Said  the 
soapmaker,  "The  gospel  you  preach  hasn't 
done  much  good,  for  there's  still  a  lot  of 
wickedness  and  wicked  people."  The 
preacher  made  no  immediate  reply,  but 
they  soon  passed  a  child  making  mud  pies. 
He  was  exceedingly  dirty.  It  was  then 
the  preacher's  turn,  and  so  be  said:  "Soap 
hasn't  done  much  good  in  the  world,  I 
see;  for  there's  still  much  dirt  and  many 
dirty  people." 

"Oh,  well,"  answered  the  manufactu- 
rer; "soap  is  useful  only  when  it's  ap- 
plied." 

"Exactly,"  was  the  minister  s  reply; 
"so  it  is  with  the  gospel  we  proclaim." 
— W.  J.  Hart. 

51*      *»*      »C 

Fourteen  Mistakes   of  Life 

1.  To  set  up  your  own  standard  of 
right  and  wrong  and  judge  people  ac- 
cordingly. 

2.  To  measure  the  enjoyment  of  others 
by  our  own. 

3.  To  expect  uniformity  of  opinion  in 
this    world. 

4.  To  look  for  judgment  and  experi- 
ence in  youth. 

5.  To  endeavor  to  mold  all  dispositions 
alike. 

6.  To  look  for  perfection  in  our  own 
actions. 

7.  To  worry  ourselves  and  others  with 
what  cannot  be  remedied. 

8.  To  refuse  to  yield  in  immateria' 
matters. 

9.  To  refuse  to  alleviate,  so  far  as  lies 
in  our  power,  all  that  which  needs  allevia- 
tion. 

10.  To  refuse  to  make  an  allowance  for 
the  infirmities  of  others. 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

respect  for  his  gray  hair,  Charles  had 
never  allowed  Stephen  to  call  him  "Old 
Tim,"  but  had  taught  him  ro  call  him 
Grandpa.  For  this  reason  it  seemed  to  be 
generally  understood  by  the  shiftless, 
drinking  neighbors  that  Old  Tim  was 
Stephen's  grandfather,  and  the  few  who 
knew  better  did  not  seem  to  care.  Old 
Tim  took  full  charge  of  the  arrangements 
for  the  funeral,  and  Stephen,  the  little, 
brokenhearted,  orphan  boy,  clung  to  him 
as  his  only  friend. 

Old  Tim  now  left  his  back  yard  shack 
and  moved  into  the  house  with  Stephen. 
After  a  few  weeks  he  began  to  sell  one 
piece  of  furniture  after  another.  The 
neighbors  took  notice  of  all  this,  also 
that  he  was  intoxicated  more  frequently, 
but  they  all  enjoyed  drinking  as  well  as 
he,  and  so  did  not  molest  him.  He  was 
kind  to  the  boy  and  no  one  interfered 
with  his   otherwise  strange   behavior. 

Several  weeks  after  the  death  of 
Charles,  one  evening  Old  Tim  did  not 
come  home.  That  day  he  had  sold  one  or 
the  best  rugs  and  one  of  the  most  ex- 
pensive pieces  of  furniture.  Stephen  never 
saw  him  again.  That  night,  Stephen, 
lonely  and  sad  cried  himself  to  sleep,  as 
he  had  done  frequently  since  his  father's 
sudden  death.  To  the  question  asked  by 
inquisitive,  but  disinterested  neighbors,  as 
to  what  he  expected  to  do,  Stephen  al- 
ways answered  that  he  was  expecting  to 
go  live  with  his  grandparents. 

The  neighbors,  thinking  that  he  re- 
ferred to  Old  Tim  when  he  spoke  of  his 
grandfather,  did  not  question  him  any 
further.  But  Tim  did  not  return,  nor 
did  Shephen  know  where  he  was  and  so 
the  little  orphan   boy  was  left   all   alo~k\ 

Once  the  policeman  stopped,  when  he 
saw  Stephen  sitting  alone  on  the  front 
porch,  and  said,  "Son,  are  you  living 
here  all  alone?" 

"Yes,  but  I'm  going  to  Grandfather's 
house,"  he  answered. 

The  policeman  went  his  way.  It  had 
not  yet  occurred  to  Stephen  that  he 
might  not  be  able  to  find  his  grand- 
father. 

Soon  the  supply  of  food  in  the  house 
gave  out  and  Stephen  had  to  resort  to  the 
few  dollars  he  had  in  a  little  bank  that 
his  father  had  taught  him  to  keep  hidden 
in  the  corner  of  an  old  dresser  drawer, 
but  this  also  was  fast  disappearing. 

The  sun  had  gone  down  and  it  was  a 
damp,  chilly  evening.  Stephen  was  in  his 
accustomed  place  and  he  was  sad.  His 
elbows  were  resting  on  his  knees  and  his 
face  in  the  palms  of  his  hands.  He  was 
seated  on  the  front  steps.  A  newsbov, 
known  among  the  children  of  the  neigh- 
borhood as  "Freckles,"  was  coming 
home,   whistling   a    merry    tune.      Passing 


Stephen    he    displayed    two    bright,    silver 
dollars. 

"What's  ther  matter  kid?"  he  asked, 
when  he  saw  the  sad  countenance  or 
Stephen;  "you  look  sorta  glum — haven't 
you  got  nothin'  ter  eat?  Why  don't  yer 
work  like  I  do  en  make  lots  o'money;  then 
you  kin  buy  lots  uv  things." 

"I  don't  know  how,"  Stephen  answered 
sadly. 

"You  don't  know  how?"  Freckles  said 
with  a  puzzled  look.  "Do  you  mean  you 
don't  know  how   ter  sell  papers?" 

"No,  I  don't  know  how  to  sell  papers, 
but  I  have  only  seventy-five  cents  left, 
and  I  don't  know  where  to  get  any  more 
money  row  that  Papa  is  gone — come  lo 
think  of  it,  1  don't  know  where  Grand- 
father lives — I've  got  to  do  something, 
maybe  I  could  sell  papers  like  you  do  and 
make  some  money." 

'Course  you  could — 111  tell  you,  kid," 
Freckles  said  enthusiastically,  feeling 
quite  important  because  of  being  able  to 
help  one  whom  he  considered  more  un- 
fortunately situated  than  himself,  "I 
heard  the  boss  say  he  could  use  another 
feller,  en  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do —  ;f 
you'll  go  with  me  tomorrow  mornin'  en 
stan'  on  my  corner  with  me,  I'll  larn  you 
the  trade,  en  I'll  help  you  git  a  corner  uv 
yer  own.  Don't  you  forget  it,  you  kin 
make  money;  some  rich  guys  give  me  a 
whole  quarter  sometimes  for  one  paper. 
What  you  say,  will  you  go?" 

"Yes,"  said  Stephen  timidly,  "if  you 
will  help  me." 

"Sure  pop,  I  will.  I'll  be  here  en  call 
fer  you  in  the  mornin'." 

"All  right,  thank  you,"  said  Stephen, 
half-frightened  and  yet  encouraged  be- 
cause someone  showed  real  interest  in 
him. 

Freckles  went  his  way,  whistling  the 
same  merry  tune,  but  suddenly  stopped, 
then  turned  on  the  heel  of  his  right  foot, 
pushed  his  cap  back  on  his  head  of 
abundance  of  auburn  hair,  threw  his 
sweater  back  and  thrust  his  hands  deep 
into  the  two  pockets  of  his  ragged  trou- 
sers, came  back  and  stood  directly  in 
front  of  Stephen,  eyeing  him  critically, 
and  said,  "Say,  kid,  wuz  that  yer  dad 
that  that  boot-legger  runned  over  en 
killed  'im?" 

"Yes,  that  was  my  father,''  Stephen 
answered  with   a   deep   sigh. 

"Well,  where's  yer  mom?" 

"You   mean   my   mother?" 

"Yes.  Where's  she?" 

I  never  had  no  mother.  I  wish  I  had 
one  but  I'm  all  alone  since  Papa  died." 

"Sh,  pshaw!  You  can't  put  that  ovtr 
on  me.  'Course  you  had  a  mom,  every- 
body has — I  jest  'spose  she  runned  away, 
or  sumpin'  like  that — anyway  kid,  you 
kin  make  money  if  you  want  ter.  I  make 
'most  all  ther  livin'  fer  me  en  mom.  My 


dad  he  drinks  en  smokes  en  chews  en 
gambles,  he  don't  never  make  no  money. 
Dad'll  not  get  ter  see  these  here  two  dol- 
lars. If  he  knowed  I  had  'em  he'd  buy 
booze  with  'em.  I  tell  you,  kid,  I  hain't 
never  gon'a  drink  no  booze,  'cause  that 
takes  all  the  money  a  feller  kin  make. 
I'm  a  gon'a  save  my  money  en  be  a  mil- 
lionaire some  day."  Then  as  suddenly  as 
he  had  come,  Freckles  turned  on  his  heel 
and  walked  away  saying,  "I'll  stop  for 
you  tomorrow  mornin'." 

Stephen  sat  in  silence  for  some  time; 
he  felt  troubled  at  the  thought  of  stand- 
ing on  a  street  corner  calling  loudly, 
"Pa-per?  pa.-per?"  however,  he  had  only 
seventy-five  cents  left  and  must  earn 
money  some  way;  again,  he  thought  of 
Freckles'  words,  "  'Course  you  had  a 
mother,  everybody  has,"  and  this  made 
his  heart  feel  very  heavy.  He  could  not 
keep  the  tears  back  and  walked  slowly 
into  the  house.  It  was  now  getting  dark; 
he  threw  himself  down  on  the  floor  close 
to  his  father's  desk  and  sobbed  aloud, 
"O  Papa,  can't  you  come  back?  You 
must  come  back  to  me,  Papa!  I  never  had 
no  mamma  and  now  you  are  gone  too,  O 
Papa,  do  come  back  to  me!  Then  re- 
membering his  father's  dying  words  say- 
ing that  he  was  going  to  heaven,  he 
added,  "O  Jesus,  come  and  take  me  to 
heaven  too;  I  don't  want  to  stay  here 
alone,  I  want  to  go  to  heaven  where 
Papa  is!" 

He  wept  until  he  finally  fell  into  a 
troubled  sleep.  Later  a  noise  in  the  street 
awakened  him.  He  lifted  his  head;  his 
arms  were  aching;  all  was  dark  except  a 
faint  glimmer  of  light  shining  through 
the  window  from  the  street  light.  It  was 
midnight  and  without  turning  on  a  light 
and  without  supper  Stephen  crawled  into 
bed,  where  soon  sleep  brought  balm  to  his 
breaking  heart. 

Early  in  the  morning  Stephen  was 
awakened  by  loud  pounding  on  the  door; 
when  there  was  no  immediate  response, 
the  knocking  was  followed  by  several 
hard  kicks  that  made  Stephen  shudder. 
He  looked  through  the  window  and  there 
stood  Freckles.  When  he  opened  the  door 
Freckles  said  in  a  loud,  commanding 
voice,  "Yer  ready  ter  go?" 

"Oh,  no,"  Stephen  answered,  "I  just 
got  up  and  I  haven't  had  any  breakfast 
yet,  and  I  forgot  to  cat  supper  last 
night." 

"Well,  I  tell  vou  kid,  we  can't  have  no 
loafin'  on  ther  job  if  we  'spect  ter  make 
money  in  this  ere  business — got  anything 
ter  eat  in  ther  house?" 

"Yes,  a  few  buns,  but  I'm  cold,  I  wish 
I  had  some  coffee." 

"Well,  you  got  a  gas  stove — 'twon't 
take  but  a  minute  to  make  coffee;  I'll 
wait  for  ye." 

In  a  few  moments  the  coffee  was 
made   and   little   Stephen    ate      his      buns 
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without  butter  and  drank  his  coffee 
without  cream  or  sugar,  and  soon  they 
were  ready  to  start  for  their  day's  work. 

"Say,  kid,  better  take  yer  sweater," 
said  Freckles. 

"Oh  yes,  I'll  get  my  coat." 

Stephen  went  back  into  the  house  and 
into  the  bedroom  to  get  his  coat.  There 
in  the  clothespress  he  saw  his  father's 
coat  hanging;  he  buried  his  face  in  its 
folds  for  a  moment  and  sobbed,  "O  Papa, 
I  wish  you  were  here  to  pray  with  me  be- 
fore I  start  this  awful  day,  I  know  you 
would  ask  Jesus  to  help  me." 

Then  it  occurred  to  Stephen  that  he 
himself  could  ask  Jesus  for  help.  Quick- 
ly he  dropped  on  his  knees  and  with  up- 
turned face  said,  "Dear  Jesus,  please  help 
me  today.  Amen." 

He  felt  strengthened  and  did  not  dread 
so  much  now  to  go  out  and  face  the  tasK 
before  him,  for  he  felt  confident  that  Je- 
sus had  heard  his  prayer. 

When  Freckles  saw  Stephen  come  out 
with  his  nice  coat  and  tie  and 
polished  shoes  he  looked  at  him 
with  some  suspicion  and  said, 
"Say,  kid,  you  look  too  much 
dressed  up,  I'm  'fraid  the  guys 
will  all  think  you're  a  millionaire 
'stead  uv  one  uv  us  newsies — 
well,  at  any  rate,  you  can't  eat 
clothes  en  such  like,  yer  got'er 
have  supin  'ter  eat  unless  you 
got  sum  cash,  so  come  along." 

Freckles  talked  incessantly 
and  Stephen  rather  enjoyed  it 
for  it  helped  to  occupy  his  mind 
so  that  he  did  not  continually 
think  of  his  sorrow.  Freckles 
continued,  "I'll  tell  yer  what  I'll 
do,  kid,"  this  was  one  of  his  fav- 
orite expressions,  "fer  a  day  er 
two,  while  you're  larnin'  we'll 
divide  all  we  make — now  that's  fair  ain't 
it?  I'll  tell  you  why  I  symperthize  with  a 
feller  that's  down  en  out,  it's  'cause  I 
wuz  there  myself  once.  I  'member  once 
when  mom  she  wuz  sick,  en  pop  he  wuz 
off  on  a  drunk,  en  it  wuz  jes  a  rainin', 
en  a  rainin',  hard  for  days  en  days,  en 
nobody  wouldn't  stop  on  the  street  en 
buy  no  paper,  en  fer  several  days  I  made 
nuthin'  en  fer  a  whole  day  I  wuz  a  stand- 
in'  in  wet  clothes,  en  fer  a  whole  day  I 
didn't  have  a  bite  ter  eat;  if  I'd  live  ter 
be  a  hundred  en  ninety-nine  years  ole 
I'd  never  fergit  how  my  poor  old  stom- 
ach it  jest  gnawed  en  gnawed;  en  I'll 
tell  you,  kid,  bein's  as  we're  nabers,  ez 
long  ez  I'm  a  makin'  good  monev  I  never 
want  you  to  put  in  a  day  like  that  un' 
I  put  in — that  is,"  he  added  slowly  and 
thoughtfully,  "providin'  you  don't  loaf 
on  ther  job.  I'm  dead  set  agin'  loafers.  I 
s'pose  it's  'cause  my  dad  he  loafs  all  ther 
time." 

"Here  we  are,"  said  Freckles,  "here's 
where  we  git  our  supply." 


Soon  he  had  his  papers  under  his  arm 
and  hurrying  away,  dodged  through  the 
crowd  so  fast  that  poor  Stephen,  unac- 
customed to  such  could  hardly  keep  up 
with  him.  At  a  very  busy  street  corner, 
where  pedestrians  were  hastening  in  ev- 
ery direction,  Freckles  stopped. 

"Here,  kid,  here's  where  we  stop,"  he 
said,  and  with  the  movement  of  an 
expert  at  his  business,  Freckles  laid 
down  some  of  his  papers,  laid  down  a 
brick  on  top  of  them  to  keep  the  wind 
from  blowing  them  away;  then  hastily 
fixed  the  other  papers  under  his  left  arm, 
every  few  minutes  calling  out,  "Paper? 
paper?  paper,  Mister?" 

Suddenly  he  gave  the  brick  a  kick 
which  sent  it  over  the  curbing,  at  the 
same  time  handing  a  man  a  paper,  giv- 
ing him  change  for  a  quarter,  then 
quickly  picked  up  the  papers  that  were 
lying  on  the  walk,  handed  them  to 
Stephen,  saying,  "Say,  kid,  I  got  so  in- 
terested   in    my    business    I    'most    fergot 


Which  way  are  you  going? 


that  I  had  a  partner — here,  take  these 
papers  en  stan'  there  by  ther  post.  Paper, 
Mister,"  he  would  call  every  few  mo- 
ments to  passers-by,  while  talking  to 
Stephen.  "Here,  take  these  papers  en 
stan'  there  by  the  post  en  jes  sorta  watch 
me  fer  a  while;  I  won't  'spect  you  ter 
sell  any  fer  a  while  yet,  you're  jes 
larnin'  now,  but  if  a  feller  sorta  looks 
at  you,  then  jest  lift  up  a  paper  en  say, 
'Paper,  Mister,'  and  'fore  yer  know  it 
you'll  be  a  sellin'  some." 

While  Freckles  became  busily  engaged 
selling  quite  a  number  of  papers,  a  very 
richly  attired  lady  looked  at  Stephen  and 
smiled;  he  timidly  lifted  a  paper  and  said 
faintly,  "Paper,  Mister?"  The  lady  smiled 
again  and  took  the  paper,  handing 
Stephen  a  quarter.  While  he  was  fumb- 
ling in  his  pocket  for  some  change  the 
lady  smiled  again  saying,  "Keep  the 
change,  little  boy." 

Stephen  lifted  his  hat  saying,  "Thank 
you." 


The  lady  had  just  passed  on  when  a 
man  came  hastening  by,  and  Stephen  took 
courage  and  again  faintly  said,  "Paper, 
Mister?" 

The  man  thrust  his  hand  into  his 
pocket,  threw  a  dime  at  Stephen,  grabbed 
the  paper  and  jumped  on  a  moving  street 
car.  Stephen  was  much  bewildered. 
Freckles,  ever  alert  to  every  movement 
his  partner  made,  called  out,  "What's  a 
worryin'  you?" 

"I  owe  that  man  some  change," 
Stephen  said,  almost  ready  to  cry,  "and 
he  got  away  so  quick  that  I  didn't  have 
a  chance  to  give  it  to  him." 

"Ah,  kid,  that's  jest  'cause  you  don't 
understand  their  language  yet.  When  a 
feller  gives  you  money,  no  matter  how 
much  it  is,  en  then  hurries  away,  he's  jes 
a  saying'  by  that,  'Keep  ther  change,' — 
don't  you  fergit  it,  if  ther're  wantin' 
change  back  they'll  wait  fer  it  all  right — 
but  say,  kid,  how  much  did  that  there 
lady  give  yer?" 

"A  whole  quarter,"  Stephen  arv 
swered  with  a  broad  smile,  "and  she 
said  I  should  keep  the  change." 

"Good  fer  you,  kid,  you're  a 
larnin'  fast!  You'll  soon  be  a  mil- 
lionaire— but  say,  when  you  speak 
to  a  lady  you  arten'  to  say,  'Paper, 
Mister,'  you  arta  say,  'Paper, 
Lady.'  " 

"Oh,  yes,"  Stephen  said  with 
marked  embarrassment,  "I  know, 
Papa  taught  me  that  but  I  was  so 
excited,  I  just  forgot,  but  I'll  try 
and  remember  the  next  time." 

The  day  seemed  rather  long  for 

Stephen  and  he  came  home  weary  in 

body;    yet   he   enjoyed   it   so  much 

more  than  sitting  at  home  alone  all 

day  grieving  over  the  death  of  his 

father.    Freckles   informed   him   on 

the  way  home  that  they  hid  made  good 

money  and   that  each  one's  share  would 

be  one  dollar  and  fifty  cents. 

"Now,  kid,  set  your  alarm  fer  in  the 
mornin',"  Freckles  said  when  they  ar- 
rived at  Stephen's  house.  "We  can't  loaf 
on  ther  job  en  'spect  ter  make  money." 
"I  don't  how  to  set  the  alarm;  Papa 
always  did  that." 

"I'll  show  you  how,  I  had  ter  larn  that 
long  ago,"  Freckles  said.  He  set  the 
alarm,  then  walked  away  whistling  his 
merry  tune.  Stephen  ate  a  scantv  meal 
and  was  soon  in  bed  asleep. 

(To  be  continued) 

Smile  a  little, 
Help  a  little, 
Push  a  little, 

The  world  needs  you. 
Work  a  little, 
Wait  a   little, 
Hope  a  little, 

And  don't  get  blue. — E.O.G. 
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The  Satisfying  Christ 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

ought  rather  to  be  that  Science  should 
leave  off  making  pronouncements,  the 
river  of  knowledge  has  too  often  turned 
back  on  itself." 

Where  then  can  the  arguing  intellect 
find  satisfaction?  To  this  world,  with 
all  its  boasted  knowledge  and  scientific 
research,  the  voice  of  Christ  still  speaks 
with  the  note  of  authority,  "I  am  the 
Truth."  Paul  was  right  when  he  wrote, 
"The  natural  man  receiveth  not  the 
things  of  the  Spirit  of  God:  for  they  are 
foolishness  unto  him:  neither  can  he 
know  them,  because  they  are  spiritually 
discerned."   (1  Cor.  2:14.) 

That  is  why  our  Lord  said,  "If  any  man 
will  do  his  will,  he  shall  know."  (John 
7:17.)  And  again  God  "hast  hid  these 
things  from  the  wise  and  prudent,  and 
hath  revealed  them  unto  babes."  (Luke 
10:21). 

There  is  perhaps  no  testimony  to  the 
truth  of  this  more  striking  than  that  of 
Max  Muller,  at  one  time  Professor  of 
Comparative  Philology  at  Oxford.  "How 
shall  I  describe  to  you  what  I  found  in 
the  New  Testament?  I  had  not  read  it 
for  many  years,  and  was  prejudiced 
against  it  when  I  took  it  in  hand.  The 
light  which  struck  Paul  with  blindness 
on  his  way  to  Damascus  was  not  more 
strange  than  that  which  fell  on  me  when 
I  suddenly  discovered  in  Christ  the  ful- 
fillment of  all  hopes,  the  highest  perfec- 
tion of  philosophy,  the  key  to  all  the 
seeming  contradictions  in  the  moral  and 
physical  world.  The  whole  world  seemed 
to  me  to  be  ordered  for  the  sole  purpose 
of  furthering  the  religion  of  the  Re- 
deemer, and  if  this  religion  is  not  Di- 
vine, I  understand  nothing  at  all.  Tn  all 
my  studies  of  the  ancient  times  I  have 
always  felt  the  want  of  something,  and 
it  was  not  until  I  knew  our  Lord  Jesus 
that  all  was  clear  to  me.  With  Him,  there 
is  nothing  that  I   am  not  able  to  solve." 

THE  ACCUSING  CONSCIENCE 

Conscience  is  something  peculiar  to 
human  life.  Even  the  savage  knows  the 
difference   between   right  and   wrong. 

I  was  amused  the  other  day  to  see  a 
laundry  van  going  down  the  road  with 
"A  Laundry  with  a  Conscience"  painted 
in  large  letters  across  it.  Perhaps  that 
was  a  phenomenon!  It  suggested  that  the 
owner  of  the  laundry  had  a  conscience. 
I   am   glad  he  had! 

Of  course  conscience  can  be  drugged, 
seared,  stifled,  lulled  to  sleep,  but  it 
wakes  up  some  day  as  in  the  case  of 
Scrooge.  Conscience  is  never  dead.  Sooner 
or  later  it  has  an  awkward  way  of  re- 
minding us  of  the  lie  that  was  told,  the 
money  that  was  taken,  the  day  that  was 
wasted,  the  opportunity  that  was  lost, 
the  scandal   that   was  spread,   the  unfair 


advantage  that  was  taken,  the  friendship 
that  was  betrayed,  or  the  principle  that 
was  sacrificed.  Terrible  is  the  pain  when 
conscience  accuses. 

Well  did  Judas  know  it  when  he  re- 
turned to  the  Chief  Priests  saying,  "Take 
back  this  money,  I  can't  keep  it.  It  is  no 
use  to  me,  it  burns  my  hands,  it  burns 
my  pocket,  and  I  can  get  no  peace  of 
conscience."  Then  throwing  it  down,  he 
went  out  and  found  the  coward's  way  of 
escape. 

I  remember  a  woman  coming  to  me  in 
a  Lancashire  town.  Her  face  was  ashen, 
her  lips  trembled,  and  in  her  eyes  was  the 
haunted  look  of  a  fugitive  from  justice. 
"Can  you  help  me?"  she  said.  "I  have 
been  in  hell  for  ten  years,"  and  she  looked 
like  it.  The  fact  was  she  had  committed 
one  foul  deed  which  she  had  hidden  from 
man,  but  she  knew  it  was  not  hidden 
from  God,  and  the  memory  of  it  pur- 
sued her  like  a  blood  hound  on  her  track. 

What  have  we  to  say  to  all  such  tor- 
mented souls?  "Drown  it  in  pleasure?" 
"Do  penance?"  Excuse  it  on  psychologi- 
cal grounds?  The  Christian  Scientist 
claims  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  sin. 
He  says  to  the  conscience-stricken  soul, 
"Sin  is  an  illusion,  so  don't  worry."  The 
atheist  says,  "There  is  no  God  and  no 
hereafter,  so  what  matter?"  But  Christ 
says,  "Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labour 
and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you 
rest."  (Matt.  11:28.)  And  how  does  He 
give  it?  He  Himself  answers,  "This  is 
my  blood  of  the  new  testament,  which 
is  shed  for  many  for  the  remission  of 
sins."  (Matt.  26:28.)  No  other  message 
but  this  ever  brings  peace  to  a  troubled 
conscience. 

Poring  over  the  sacred  manuscripts 
Luther  discovered  the  stupendous  truth 
of  justification  by  faith.  His  alert  mind 
realized  that  it  cut  at  the  very  root  of 
the  Roman  doctrine  of  salvation  by 
Penance  and  Purgatory.  He  found  there- 
by a  peace  which  had  never  come  to  him 
in  the  days  when  he  had  mechanically  re- 
peated   his    prayers    in    the    monastery. 

At  the  famous  Parliament  of  Religions 
held  in  Chicago  at  the  first  World's  Fair, 
the  advocates  of  Eastern  Philosophies  had 
spoken,  and  Western  Unitarianism  had 
been  expounded,  when  Dr.  Joseph  Cook 
rose  to  speak  for  Christianity.  "Gentle- 
men, I  beg  to  introduce  to  you  a  woman 
who  has  a  great  sorrow.  There  are  blood- 
stains on  her  hands,  the  blood  of  a  mur- 
der. She  cannot  wash  them  out.  She  is 
driven  to  desperation.  Is  there  anything  in 
your  religions  or  philosophies  that  will 
tell  her  how  to  get  rid  of  her  sin?"  It 
was  a  tense  moment  as  he  turned  to  the 
representatives  of  the  other  faiths,  and 
waited  for  their  answer.  But  silence 
reigned.  Not  one  responded.  Then  he  said, 
"If  you  have  nothing  to  offer  her  that 
will  blot  out  the  stains  of  her  sin,  I  will 


ask  some  one  else."  "John!"  he  cried, 
"can  you  tell  this  woman  how  she  can 
get  rid  of  this  awful  sin?"  He  seemed  to 
wait  for  an  answer  as  it  were  from  the 
Unseen.  "Listen!  John  is  speaking,"  he 
cried,  "  'If  we  confess  our  sins,  he  is 
faithful  and  just  to  forgive  us  out  sirs, 
and  to  cleanse  us  from  all  unrighteous- 
ness.' 'The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  his  Son, 
cleanseth  us  from  all  sin."  No  one  could 
gainsay  that.  Multitudes  have  proved  it 
to  be  gloriously  true. 

To  souls  burdened  with  a  sense  of 
guilt,  no  other  message  avails.  It  is  no 
use  even  to  tell  them  of  Christ  the 
Teacher,  Christ  the  Example,  Christ  the 
Ideal,  or  even  Christ  the  Friend.  They 
need  Christ  the  Substitute,  who  has  borne 
their  sin  in  His  own  body  on  the  tree, 
and  therefore  can  bring  to  them  the  as- 
surance that  "there  is  therefore  now  no 
condemnation  to  them  which  are  in 
Christ  Jesus."    (Rom.   8:1.) 

"What  a  relief!"  signed  a  poor  sin- 
scarred  girl  who  came  one  day  in  a  condi- 
tion of  terror  concerning  the  last  judg- 
ment day.  "If  I  feel  unworthy  to  sit 
near  to  decent  folk  now,  what  shall  I 
feel  like  then?"  was  her  cry.  Poor  soul. 
She  had  broken  nearly  every  command- 
ment. Again  and  again  she  had  been 
"wanted"  by  the  police,  and  hardly  dared 
walk  down  a  street  where  she  was  like- 
ly to  meet  one.  Then  sin  paid  its  wages, 
and  she  found  herself  in  a  hospital.  At 
a  ward  service  one  Sunday,  the  leader  of 
a  party  who  had  come  to  sing,  said, 
"Someone  choose  a  hvmn."  Thoughtless- 
ly she  called  out,  "Let's  have  'Happy 
Day.'  "  "You're  a  nice  one  to  ask  for 
that,"  said  the  nurse,  taunting  her.  The 
arrow  went  home  and  describing  it  later 
she  said,  "I  hid  under  the  bedclothes, 
ashamed  that  anyone  should  see  me." 
Poor,  ignorant  and  neglected,  she  had 
never  heard  the  Gospel,  but  as  best  she 
knew,  she  sought  for  pardon,  where  she 
instinctively  felt  it  could  alone  be  found. 
But  assurance  did  not  come  until  she  had 
learned  to  pin  her  faith  in  the  promise 
of  Him  who  said,  "Though  your  sins  be 
as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as 
snow."  At  last  she  found  in  Christ,  peace 
from  her  accusing  conscience. 

THE  ACHING  HEART 

Here  we  strike  the  deepest  chord,  and 
it  is  in  the  minor  key.  "Every  heart 
knows  its  own  bitterness,"  and  in  every 
life  come  moments  when  we  are  tempted 
to  cry  out  with  the  wise  man  of  old, 
"Vanity  of  vanities,  all  is  vanity."  (Eccl. 
1:2.) 

For  many  this  sense  of  futility  robs 
life  of  its  meaning.  For  others  there  is  an 
aspiration  for  something  higher,  a  crav- 
ing that  will  not  be  stilled,  and  an  out- 
reach of  the  soul  that  demands  satisfac- 
tion. But  disillusionment,  disappointment,. 
(Continued   on   page   22) 
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A  White  New  Year 


"May  we  not  consider  the  matter 
settled,  Miss  Edgemore?" 

"No,  it  is  better  to  be  slow  in  decid- 
ing; then  one  is  sure.  I  would  like  till  the 
first  of  the  year  to  decide.  I  am  going 
home,  as  you  know.  I  will  write  from 
there." 

"Very  good.  I  wish  for  you  a  Merry 
Christmas  and  a  Happy  New  Year." 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Maye.  You  will  hear 
from  me  by  the  first;  probably  in  per- 
son." 

On  the  old  Edgemore  farm  all  was 
pleasant  bustle.  "Loretty"  was  coming 
home  for  two  weeks.  She  did  not  visit 
home  as  often  these  late  years  as  the  love 
of  father  and  mother  craved,  but,  of 
course,  how  could  it  be  expected?  Busi- 
ness life  in  the  city  had  brought  around 
her  many  friends,  interests  and  demands 
that  did  not  touch  the  farm  circle  at  all. 

"Wife!  You  haven't  forgotten  how 
Loretty  likes  those  mutton  turnovers, 
have  you?  And  the  raspberry  patties?" 

"No,  Joel,  I  have  forgotten  nothing — 
mothers  never  forget." 

"Don't  they?  What's  the  matter,  Lora? 
Not  sorry  the  girl's  coming  home?"  The 
farmer  stretched  out  his  labor-scarred 
hand  and  tenderly  touched  his  wife's 
cheek. 

She  shook  her  head,  the  tears  falling 
faster  at  th;  loving  movement. 

"I'm  just  thinking,  Joel;  maybe  I'm 
getting  selfish.  They  say  old  people  do. 
But  there  won't  be  many  more  home- 
comings for  the  lass;  we're  getting  well 
on  in  years.  And — and —  I'd  like  to  see 
more  of  her.  She's  our  only  one." 

"There,  there,  Lora!  You're  a  bit  blue. 
Tired,  eh?  Tell  you  what,  when  Loretty 
comes,  I'll  take  you  away  for  a  day — 
our  wedding  day  comes  then — and  we'll 
go  off  to  the  city  ourselves.  It's  all  right, 
Lora,  only  we  must  not  get  in  the  girl's 
way.  She  has  her  life  to  live,  you  know, 
when  we  are  gone." 

They  had  some  long,  quiet  evenings  by 
the  big  hearth,  and  the  dear  old  people 
listened  with  wide  eyes  and  flushed 
cheeks  to  their  girl's  stories  of  the  city. 

Then,  leaving  her  in  charge  for  a 
couple  of  days,  these  lovers  of  almost  half 
a  century  went  ai-jaunting  to  the  town 
where  they  had  known  the  sunny  days  of 
"courting."  Mother  was  resplendent  in 
a  long,  soft  warm  cloak,  and  fine  new 
bonnet  that  was  stylish  and  yet  kept  the 
searching  wind  from  aching  ears,  and 
father  laughed  at  the  neuralgia-breeding 
east  wind  in  his  fur  cap  and  overcoat 
with  great  fur  collar.  Who  wouldn't  be 
"mighty  proud"  of  a  girl  like  "Loretty?" 
So  they  celebrated  their     wedding     day 


with  tears  and  smiles,  and  then — each 
with  a  hidden  burden — went  back  to  the 
farm,  for  Loretta  could  be  with  them 
only  a  few  days  more,  and  who  could  tell 
what  might  happen  before  another  year 
should  roll  around? 

Thus  thought  was  busy  until  the 
"wedding  party"  returned.  Then  there 
were  tellings  and  tears  and  laughter  again. 
"Well,  daughter,  you'll  be  on  your  way 
to  the  city  soon  again.  Will  you  be  quite 
so  busy  this  next  year?  You  couldn  t 
come  any  oftener,  could  you?"  said  Joel, 
looking  wistfully  at  his  "girl." 

"I  expect  I  shall  be  busier  than  ever, 
Father.  But  I  will  write  just  as  often — 
oftener  if  you  are  lonely." 
"Lonely?  O  daughter!" 
"Why,  Mother  dear,  what  is  the  mat- 
ter?" for  now  sobs  were  shaking  the 
mother's  slight   form. 

She  shook  her  head.  "Don't  mind — 
me,"  she  said  brokenly,  "but — I  love  you 
— Loretty — and — you're  all  we've  got — 
and — my  old  heart — gets — hungry-like. 
That's  all.  You've  beer,  dutiful  and — 
beautiful,  child — but  we're  old,  and — 
you  mustn't  mind." 

A  veil  dropped  from  Loretta's  eyes. 
Had  her  father  always  been  as  white- 
haired,  as  bent,  as  tremulous  as  he  was  to- 
night? Had  mother  aged  thus  in  ten  min- 
utes? Why,  ten  years  ago  she  was  plump 
and  rosy  and  brown-haired!  How  was  it 
her  eyes  had  been  "holden"  thus?  As  her 
mother  got  up  and  moved  about  the  room 
striving  to  regain  her  self-control,  Loret- 
ta noticed  that  the  dear  feet — once  "light 
as  a  fairy's"  dragged  a  little. 

Silerice  sat  with  the  little  group  before 
the  dying  fire.  Then  the  good-nights  were 
quietly  said.  But  in  that  quiet  house 
three  hearts  kept  watch.  In  Loretta's 
room  the  lamp  burned  all  night,  and  un- 
der its  glow  lay  open  her  Bible  at  the 
underscored  words,  "Honor  thy  father 
and  thy  mother,  that  thy  days  may  be 
long  in  the  land  which  the  Lord  Thy  God 
giveth  thee." 

When  the  day  bef  ore  New  Year's  came, 
it  seemed  to  the  daughter  that  her  parents 
were  grayer  and  feebler  than  they  had 
been  since  her  coming. 

"Can  you  stay  and  watch  out  the  old 
year  with  us,  child?"  they  asked  at  break- 
fast. 

"Yes,  indeed.  I  do  not  need  to  be  in 
the  city  till  the  night  of  the  second. 
Yes,  we  will  have  an  old-time  watch- 
night.  We  will  have  nuts  and  apples  and 
stories  before  the  fire.  Then  father  will 
pray,  and  then,  while  the  little  New  Year 
is  pressing  his  rosy  face  against  the  panes, 
we  will  sing  the  old  hymn: 


"  'Come,  let  us  anew 
Our  journeys  pursue.' 
We  have  done  it  ever  since  I  can  remem- 
ber— we  three!"  Loretta  spoke  gaily,  but 
her  heart  sank  as  she  noted  the  look  of 
sadness  settle  even  more  deeply  on  the 
faces  of  her  beloved  parents. 

It  was  a  beautiful  winter  night,  that 
last  night  of  the  old  year.  They  drew 
back  the  curtains  and  sat  by  the  hearth, 
alternately  enjoying  this  starlit  scene  of 
snow-crowned  hills  and  the  wonders  that 
a  picture-loving  eye  always  finds  "in  the 
hollow  down  by  the  flare."  But  they  did 
not  talk  much.  Heart-voices  had  full 
sway. 

When  the  "grandfather"  clock  in  the 
corner  pointed  five  minutes  before  mid- 
night they  were  on  their  knees,  and  Joel 
poured  out  his  heart  to  God — thanks  and 
praise  for  the  past,  love  and  prais;  for 
the  future,  and,  above  all:  "Keep  the 
steps  of  our  child,  crown  her  life  with 
Thy  loving  kindness!  We  thank  Thee  for 
her  love.  She  has  been  the  crown  of  our 
old  age.  Now,  O  Father,  as  she  goes  back 
to  her  work,  bless  her  and  make  her  a 
blessing.  We  are  old — our  days  decline — 
we  may  not  meet  again — keep  Thou  us. 

0  Lord,  according  to  Thy  tender  mercy, 
we  pray  Thee!" 

They  stood,  embracing,  by  the  leaping 
fire.  Would  another  year  bring  them  to- 
gether again? 

"I  have  a  New  Year's  present,  dear 
ones,"  said  Loretta,  standing  between 
them  and  drawing  them  close  to  her. 
"Would  you  like  a  New  Year's  present?" 

"You  are  our  best  gift,  darling,"  mur- 
mured the  mother,  brokenly. 

Loretta's  laugh  was  salted  with  happy 
tears.  "Well,  that  is  just  it-  There  is  no 
place  on  earth  like  this  dear  home,  and 
I'm  going  to  stay  in  it.  Mother!  Don't 
cry!  O  Father,  did  you  want  me  so?  Yes, 

1  will  be  your  girl  again — till  death  part 
us!" 

The  next  morning  when  Joel  had  gone 
out  to  give  a  New  Year's  "extra"  to  his 
faithful  gray,  Lora  opened  the  little  par- 
lor door  and  looked  in.  Then  she  called 
her  daughter  in  a  low,  wondering  voice, 
full  of  queer  little  joy-quavers. 

"Loretty!  Do  tell  me!  Am  I  crazy — 
with  joy?  The  old  house  looks  all  new. 
The  walls  look  fresh,  the  rooms  look 
bigger,  the  carpets  aren't  so  old-fashioned. 
And  the  old  parlor  set,  there,  why,  it 
looks  downright  handsome,  and  it  hasn't 
done  so  for  years.  I  was  tired  of  it  all. 
Am  I  crazy,  Loretty?" 

"No,  my  mother,  no.  If  you'll  just  for- 
give your  girl  for  not  seeing  her  privilege 
sooner,  everything  will  look  brighter  to 
her  too.  And,  Mother,  Mother,  you  are 
younger   this  blessed   New   Year's   Day." 

"Yes,  child,  Jou  has  clared  our  vision. 
It  is— it  is  going  to  be  a  white  New 
Year  for  us  all." — Zion's  Herald. 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more   impressive. 

Song  service :  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  In  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  Is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
in    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
Intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  taLks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in   a   Y.    P.   E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  ana 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    frienas. 


NEW  YEAR 
Bible  Lesson 

Topic:  "The  Past  Year — Its  Lessons;  The 
New  Year — Its  Possibilities" 

Scripture:  Duet.  4:1-6;  Phil.  3:13,  14. 
Leader's  Thoughts: 

There  is  a  little  poem  entitled,  "The 
Land  of  Beginning  Again,"  of  which  I 
am  reminded  as  I  think  of  bidding  the 
old  year  good-bye  and  introducing  my- 
self to  the  New  Year. 

Who  is  it  that  does  not  gladly  lay  aside 
the  record  of  1937  and  take  up  the  new, 
clean-paged  book  of  the  coming  year! 
Yes,  we  are  sure  we  are  going  to  follow 
the  copy  more  closely,  and  make  our  let- 
ters more  nearly  perfect  than  any  year  of 
our  past.  But,  if  we  do  not  guard  care- 
fully we  shall  find  ourselves  looking  at 
the  last  line  we  have  written  instead  of 
keeping  our  eyes  on  the  one  at  the  top  of 
the  page. 

RETROSPECTIVE 

There  is  both  profit  and  danger  in 
looking  backward.  One  finds  so  much  in 
the  past  that  he  regrets,  so  much  that  he 


would  change  and  make  over  if  he  could, 
that  the  backward  look  may  bring  re- 
morse and  even  gloom.  It  is  a  most  soL 
emn  experience  to  face  a  past  that  i> 
gone  beyond  our  control  and  whose  mis- 
takes and  sins  arc  irretrievable.  Haw- 
thorne is  likely  right  when  he  says,  "It 
is  a  truth  that  no  great  mistake,  whether 
acted  or  endured,  in  our  mortal  sphere,  is 
ever  really  set  right."  To  face  this  truth 
and  sit  sighing,  "I'd  give  a  good  deal  to 
tread  over  again  the  miles  that  are 
stretching  behind,"  may  have  no  value 
whatever  and  may  even  weaken  the  soul. 
To  dwell  among  the  failures  and  losses 
of  the  past  is  of  no  worth  save  as  the 
past  may  teach  you  lessons  to  prevent 
errors  and  failures  in  the  future.  It  is  a 
wholesome  experience  to  dwell  on  the 
past  long  enough  to  learn  its  lessons.  It 
should  then  be  left  wholly  in  the  hands  of 
God.  What  is  the  Old  Year?  Tis  a  book 
on  which  we  backward,  sadly  look,  close 
it  and  lay  it  in  God's  hand. 

INTROSPECTIVE 

Self-examination  is  desirable.  But  when 
it  leads  to  brooding  over  one's  weaknesses 
and  failures  and  sorrows  and  mistakes,  it 
is  dangerous  to  the  inner  life.  The  first 
of  the  year  is  the  time  for  stock-taking, 
for  a  sort  of  summing  up  of  life.  If  that 
experience  leads  one  to  recognize  fully  his 
limitations  and  his  mistakes  and  errors,  it 
is  well.  If  it  causes  him  to  bemean  him- 
self, and  belittle  himself,  and  bemoan  his 
fate  to  the  extent  that  he  is  not  willing 
to  try  again,  it  is  fatal. 
"Delve  not  so  deep  into  the  gloomy  past 

That   life's    bright   sands   cave   in   and 
bury  thee; 
Better  it  is  to  make  a  ladder  fast 

Against  a  star,  and  climb  eternally.' 

PROSPECTIVE 

After  looking  backward  and  inward 
then  look  forward.  God  does  not  promise 
to  undo,  although  He  promises  to  forgive 
the  past.  But  He  does  promise  that  every 
day  shall  be  a  new  beginning,  every  year 
a  new  opportunity  for  larger  and  greater 
growth  and  achievement.  After  learning 
the  lessons  of  the  past,  therefore,  begin 
to  build  a  better  new  life  for  the  future. 

When  God  sees  a  vine  that  is  not  bear- 
ing fruit,  He  always  says,  "Let  it  stand 
another  year."  As  Peter  came  back  aftei 
his  fall,  and  John  Mark  came  back  after 
deserting  his  companions  on  a  hard 
journey,  so  can  any  man  come  back  if  he 
has  the  help  of  Christ.  And  the  possibili- 
ties of  achievement  in  the  new  year,  when 
you  have  Christ's  presence  and  power,  are 
incalculable. 

"Another  year  is  dawning!  dear  Mas- 
ter,  let   it   be. 

In  working  or  in  waiting,  another  year 
with  Thee! 

Another  year  of  progress,  another  year  of 


praise, 
Another   year  of   proving    Thy   presence 

all  the  days. 
Another  year  of  service,   of  witness   for 

Thy  love; 
Another  year  of  training  for  holier  work 

above. 
Another  year  is  dawning!  dear  Master,  let 

it  be, 
On  earth,  or  else  in  heaven,  another    year 

for  Thee!" 

BIBLE  REFERENCES 
Dangers  of  Materialism,   1  John  2:15- 


17. 


21. 


26. 


Dangers  of  Pleasure,  Eccl.  2:1-11. 
Opportunities  for  Service,  Matt.  17:14- 
l. 
Closer  Union  with  Christ,  John  17:21- 

Nobler  Integrity,  Col.  3:22-2  5. 
Better  Consecration,  2  Tim.  2:1-15. 


SUGGESTIONS  FOR  MEETING 
Develop  the  topic  in  two  ways:  first, 
as  applied  to  the  individual;  second,  as 
applied  to  the  Christian  Endeavor  So- 
ciety. Ask  several  to  ipeak  on  "The  Value 
of  Looking  Backward,"  "The  Danger  of 
Self-examination,"  and  "The  Opportun- 
ity God  Always  Gives  Us  to  Try  Again." 
Then  have  several  to  catalog  the  mistakes 
and  failings,  as  well  as  the  achievements 
of  the  society  for  the  past  year.  Have  still 
another  to  map  out  the  possible  achieve- 
ments and  goals  for  the  society  for  the 
new  year.  Then  set  a  series  of  goals  and 
ask  God  to  give  wisdom  and  strength  to 
achieve  them. 

Watch  Night 

A  gay,  thoughtless,  God-forgetting 
world  will  observe  Watch  Night.  In  tav- 
erns, dance  halls,  theatres,  and  in  wild 
house-parties,  millions  will  be  celebrating 
in  sinful  revelry  the  passing  of  the  old 
year  and  the  coming  of  the  new.  Depend 
upon  it,  the  pleasure-seeking  world  will 
be  on  her  tiptoes. 

The  world  is  perishing  in  its  own  cor- 
ruption. The  cup  of  world  iniquity  is 
filling  to  the  brim.  Intercessors  are  im- 
perative. The  Church  occupies  a  media- 
torial position  between  a  dying  world  and 
a  living,  omnipotent  Savior.  And  the 
world's  lamentable  state  should  be  a  pow- 
erful appeal  to  God's  people  to  interces- 
sion for  a  manifestation  of  His  wondrous 
power  which  alone  can  check  the  flood  of 
moral  ills,  and  restore  the  Church  to  her 
pristine  spiritual   vigor. 

Oh,  ye  who  love  the  Church,  ye  who 
want  the  hosts  of  God  to  triumph,  and 
ye  who  are  "the  Lord's  remembrancers," 
will  you  on  the  night  of  December  31, 
be  found  in  the  circle  of  intercessors, 
praying  in  the  Spirit  for  revival  power? 
The  coming  of  the  Lord  draweth  nigh; 
the  Church's  task  is  unfinished;  and  the 
world's  need  is  appalling.  Will  you,  min- 
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ister  and  church  member,  withdraw  from 
the  pleasure-loving,  God-forgetting  mul- 
titudes, and  take  your  God-designated 
place  on  Watch  Night  in  the  circle  of 
intercessors,  praying  for  the  needed 
awakening?  Can  God  depend  upon  you? 
Can  He?  If  so,  will  you  begin  now  to 
pray  and  plan  for  a  Watch  Night  meet- 
ing that  will  be  honored  of  God  in  un- 
precedented revival  power?  Does  not  the 
King's  business  stir  you  to  haste? — Great 
Commission  Prayer  League. 

SPECIAL  PROGRAM 

By  Marie  Smith  Nuzum 
"Lower  Lights" 

Matt.  5:15,  16. 

PREPARATION  FOR  PROGRAM 

Purchase  as  many  white  candles  as  you 
think  you  will  have  people.  The  size  that 
you  will  need  are  four  for  5c.  Present 
them  the  evening  of  this  event.  Also 
have  one  large  red  candle  in  candlestick 
holder  to  represent  the  shed  blood  of  Je- 
sus. Have  good  songs  between  each 
speaker.  Choose  them  to  suit  lesson.  Be 
sure  to  choose  carefully   your  speakers. 

Song  service. 

Prayer. 

THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER 

To  be  a  very  useful  Lower  Light  one 
must  be  very  pliable  in  the  Master's  hand. 
Have  you  ever  seen  a  potter  with  his 
clay?  He  can  use  the  clay  and  mold  it 
into  anything  he  desires.  That  old  song, 
"Have  thine  own  way,  Lord,"  is  so  im- 
pressive. Sometimes  it  takes  grace,  but 
while  in  prayer  promise  God  to  supply 
the  man  if  He  will  supply  the  grace. 

In  rural  districts  one  may  find  places 
in  homes  where  the  oil  lamps  are  used. 
During  the  week  the  good  lady  of  the 
house  will  clean  up  the  lamp  and  trim 
the  wick  so  that  the  light  will  burn 
evenly.  Often  Jesus  must  trim  us  up;  it 
hurts  while  we  are  going  through  the 
process  or  trial,  but  when  it  is  over  our 
lights  shine  more  beautifully  than  ever. 
He  wants  a  people  that  will  keep  their 
lights  shining  evenly  and  brightly. 

Many  times  the  oil  burns  out  of  the 
lamp  and  it  sends  forth  an  odor.  So  this 
is  true  in  our  lives,  and  when  we  see  the 
oil  running  low  we  should  go  for  the 
spiritual  filling  station  at  once — that  is, 
GET  ALONE  WITH  Jesus  somewhere 
and  talk  to  Him  awhile. 

Song:  "Be  a  Light,"  No.  14  in  "Reviv- 
al Favorites." 
Second  speaker: 

HOW  THE  CHURCH  CAN  BE  A 
LOWER  LIGHT 
This  is  a  vast  territory  but  really  the 
church  can  be  a  true  lower  light.  The 
services  should  be  as  spiritual  as  possible 
so  that  all  may  keep  on  the  victory  side. 
Each  member  should  attend  the  services 


and  show  their  loyalty  to  the  Church  and 
to  God.  Encourage  your  young  people 
to  stand  true  and  show  your  loyalty  by 
attending  their  services.  Pray  for  them 
that  God  will  bless  their  lives.  Always 
make  strangers  within  your  gates  feel  at 
home  by  letting  them  know  you  appre- 
ciate their  presence.  Shake  hands  with 
them  and  invite  them  back.  This  old 
world  is  so  cold  and  unfriendly  that  they 
need  someone  to  show  them  this  is  a 
warm  place  in  the  fold  of  God. 
Third   speaker: 

HOW  THE  MINISTER  CAN  BE  A 
LOWER  LIGHT 

The  minister  holds  a  very  sacred  place 
in  God's  cause  and  should  consider  it  so. 
His  conduct  is  one  of  the  most  important 
items  in  his  life.  His  prayer  life  is  very 
important;  if  he  doesn't  pray  you  may 
expect  to  have  a  very  lighthearted  min- 
ister. His  words  from  the  pulpit  have  no 
weight  to  them.  It  will  be  easy  for  light, 
chaffy  things  to  get  into  his  life;  but 
show  me  a  man  that  prays  and  waits  on 
God  for  his  messages  and  for  success  and 
I'll  show  you  someone  that  will  be  a  real 
Lower  Light  for  God. 

Cheerfulness  is  always  in  place.  It  is 
right  for  us  to  be  hopeful  and  prayerful 
in  the  Lord.  Men  judge  the  ministers'  ser- 
mons by  his  private  life  and  conversa- 
tion. Some  ministers  get  lifted  up  and 
don't  wait  on  God  for  their  messages. 
They  may  run  well  for  a  while,  but  rhey 
will  soon  be  out  of  demand.  If  you  are 
called  on  to  speak  have  only  about  five 
minutes,  pray  the  first  three  and  God 
will  give  you  thoughts  for  the  last  two. 
It  is  told  of  a  minister  that  had  such 
great  success  in  his  revivals  and  ministry 
that  someone  asked  him  why  it  was  that 
God  so  richly  blessed  him.  He  said, 
"While  1  am  preaching  there  is  an  old 
warrior  of  God  praying  behind  the  pul- 
pit." Time  passed  on  and  one  day  the 
old  praying  warrior  came  and  said  he 
was  leaving  now  to  go  help  some  other 
young  minister. 

Several  years  elapsed  and  one  day  the 
minister  saw  the  old  man  coming  back. 
He  ran  to  meet  him  and  told  him  his 
congregations  had  gone  down,  that  he 
didn't  have  the  success  he  did  when  the 
old  man  was  with  him.  The  old  prayer 
warrior  looked  in  the  minister's  face  and 
said,  "Let  me  have  a  pair  of  your  old 
pants."  Of  course  the  minister  went  at 
once  and  got  them.  The  old  prayer  war- 
rior said,  "Just  as  I  thought,  the  knees 
are  good  as  new  and  the  seat  of  the  pants 
are  shiny.  You  have  been  sitting  around 
too  much  and  not  doing  enough  praying 
and  waiting  on  God.  You  have  not  been 
visiting  the  sick  and  praying  with  your 
members." 

Truly  this  is  one  of  the  greatest  ways 
a  minister  can  be  a  lower  light. 


Fourth  speaker: 

HOW  CAN  I  BE  A  LOWER  LIGHT 
There  are  many  different  ways  that 
young  people  can  be  a  lower  light.  Among 
the  first  is  being  of  service  to  lost  and 
dying  humanity.  Have  a  cheerful  dispo- 
sition that  folks  will  really  know  you 
have  salvation.  Be  dependable,  not  up  one 
day  and  down  the  next.  It  is  a  great  prob- 
lem now  to  keep  the  victory,  but  if  you 
stay  close  to  your  good  friend  Jesus,  He 
will  pull  you  through.  We  do  not  live 
any  higher  than  our  prayer  life.  The  per- 
son who  sits  back  in  the  corner,  though 
unnoticed  by  the  congregation,  who 
knows  how  to  pray  and  get  in  touch  with 
God  is  the  one  that  will  go  forward  for 
Jesus. 

D.  L.  Moody  had  a  very  close  friend 
that  owned  a  beautiful  canary.  One  day 
while  visiting  this  friend  he  mentioned 
about  the  bird  being  beautiful.  The  lady 
spoke  of  how  it  had  ceased  to  sing  until 
one  day  she  hung  the  cage  out  under  the 
tree  and  the  little  English  sparrows  would 
fly  above  in  the  tree  tops  and  chirp.  The 
canary  would  listen  to  the  sparrow  and 
in  a  short  time  he  began  to  sing  again. 
That  is  the  way  with  many  of  our  young 
people;  they  listen  to  the  wrong  kind  of 
advice  and  lose  their  song  for  Jesus.  Our 
good  living  and  cheerful  disposition  will 
cause  them  to  sing  again.  Young  people 
should  live  closer  to  Jesus  than  ever  be- 
fore. Our  intentions  may  be  good  but 
we  keep  putting  off  doing  what  we 
should  for  Jesus.  Let  us  take  a  new  "tip 
this  very  evening  and  promise  the  Lord 
to  do  more  than  ever  before. 

Close  this  program  with  a  short, 
touching  appeal,  by  some  Spirit-filled 
young  person,  to  the  young  people  to 
consecrate  their  lives  and  become  lower 
lights  for  Jesus.  At  the  close  of  this  talk 
someone  lights  the  red  candle  and  stand's 
at  the  altar  while  those  who  will  dedi- 
cate or  rededicate  their  lives  to  the  Mas- 
ter come  to  the  altar  and  receive  a  can- 
dle and  have  it  lighted  from  the  large  red 
one  at  the  altar.  After  all  have  received 
a  lighted  candle  they  begin  to  march 
and  continue  the  march  through  every 
aisle  of  the  church.  As  they  march  let 
them  sing  softly,  "Where  He  Leads  Me 
I  Will  Follow."  Each  local  Y.  P.  E.  will 
plan  march  as  best  suited  to  their  church. 
NOTE:  This  is  the  program  which 
many  of  you  enjoyed  at  the  Assembly  at 
our  consecration  and  farewell  service. 
— Editor. 

Bible  Lesson 

Topic:  "What  Happened  to  Isaiah!" 

Some  2,500  years  ago  a  young  man 
went  into  the  temple  at  Jerusalem.  His 
name  was  Isaiah.  Some  interesting  things 
happened  to  him  that  day.  Some  men  do 
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not  go  into  the  temples  of  God.  As  a  re- 
sult they  miss  life's  best  experiences.  They 
seem  somewhat  content  without  such  ex- 
periences for  the  simple  reason  that  they 
are  unaware  of  their  existence.  They  do 
not  know  they  are  missing  something. 

THINGS  REVEALED  TO  ISAIAH 
Isaiah  6:1-4. 

Isaiah  saw  something  that  day  in  the 
Jerusalem  temple.  He  saw  what  men 
should  go  to  the  temple  of  God  to  see. 
He  lifted  his  eyes  toward  heaven  and 
there  he  saw  the  Lord,  high  and  lifted 
up,  upon  a  throne.  He  lowered  his  eyes 
and  saw  himself,  a  man  undone  and  full 
of  sin.  Any  man  who  once  sees  what 
Isaiah  did,  the  Lord,  will  never  again  be 
guilty  of  boasting  of  his  goodness.  Men 
miss  the  best  when  they  go  through  life 
and  never  see  God. 

ISAIAH  IS  TOUCHED 
Isaiah  6:5-7. 

Isaiah  felt  something  that  day  in  the 
Jerusalem  temple.  Standing  there  before 
the  temple  altar  he  must  have  trembled 
with  shame  and  guilt.  Then  a  live  coal 
from  off  the  altar  touched  his  lips  and 
he  felt  that  his  sins  were  forgiven.  There 
is  no  burden  so  heavy  as  sin  and  no  feel- 
ing more  pleasant  than  the  consciousness 
of  sins  forgiven.  God  must  start  with  us 
where  He  finds  us,  sinners.  Some  people 
do  not  like  the  Word.  It  insults  if  applied 
to  them.  Nevertheless,  before  the  Lord 
can  do  anything  else  for  us,  He  must 
deal  with  our  sins. 

THE  LORD  SPEAKS  TO  ISAIAH 
Isaiah  6:8a 

Isaiah  heard  something  that  day  in  the 
Jerusalem  temple.  He  heard  the  voice  of 
the  Lord,  "Whom  shall  I  send,  and  who 
will  go  for  us?"  God  speaks  and  He  is  not 
so  far  away  but  that  we  can  hear  if  our 
ears  are  not  plugged  with  sin  and  selfish- 
ness. God  has  something  for  every  person 
He  has  ever  forgiven  to  do.  We  are  saved 
to  serve.  Wherever  there  is  injustice  and 
suffering  and  sin  there  the  call  of  God 
should  be  heard. 

ISAIAH  VOLUNTEERS 
Isaiah    6:8-10. 

Isaiah  went  out  of  the  Jerusalem  tem- 
ple that  day  and  did  something.  After 
seeing  something,  feeling  something  and 
hearing  something,  Isaiah  said  something, 
"Here  am  I;  send  me."  He  volunteered 
for  service.  He  went  out  of  the  temple 
to  be  a  prophet.  He  spoke  the  message  of 
God  to  his  people;  he  kept  the  altar  fires 
of  true  religion  burning  in  a  dark  age. 
He  wrote  a  book  that  has  inspired  men 
ever  since  and  that  will  be  read  as  long 
as  men  read.  But  remember  this,  Isaiah 
would  never  have  done  anything  worth 
remembering  if  he  had  not  first  gone  in- 
to the  temple  and  seen  something,  felt 
something  and  heard  something.  What 
he  saw  and  felt  and  heard  that  day  im- 
pelled him  ever  after  to  do. 


CONCLUSION 
There  is  much  that  needs  to  be  done 
for  God  today.  His  call  comes 
from  a  thousand  fields.  He  has 
something  for  you  to  do.  Your 
life  will  never  be  complete  until  you 
do  it.  You  may  never  know  what  it 
is  and  you  wouldn't  have  the  courage  to 
do  it  anyway  unless  you  do  what  Isaiah 
did — go  into  the  temple  of  God  and  tarry 
there  until  you  see  something,  feel  some- 
thing and  hear  something.  Then  you  will 
be  ready  to  go  out  like  Isaiah  did  and  do 
something.  .;c    #    ■» 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Mrs.   Geneva  Carroll 

Topic:   "Does   It   Profit   to   Pray   For 

Others?" 

Scripture  Lesson:  John   17. 
Leader's   Thoughts: 

The  prayers  of  Jesus  were  not  written 
prayers,  nor  do  they  seem  to  have  been 
prayed  at  set  hours.  Jesus  rose  very 
early  in  the  morning  and  resorted  to 
some  secret  place  to  pray.  He  took 
prayer  as  a  privilege  and  as  a  means  of 
grace.  So  ought  we  to  do  likewise.  While 
the  disciples  were  asleep  and  at  rest,  our 
Savior  was  praying  for  them.  He  realized 
their  future  before  them  and  the  opposi- 
tions that  they  would  be  confronted 
with.  He  prayed,  not  for  them  to  be 
taken  from  the  world,  but  for  them  to 
stand  true  and  be  overcomers.  They  had 
a  work  to  do  and  our  Master  prayed  that 
they  might  be  qualified  for  their  work. 
Our  Savior  came  to  seek  and  to  save  those 
that  were  lost  and  these  were  the  ones  to 
carry  the  glad  tidings.  He  lived  a  life 
of  sacrifice  and  service  for  others,  and 
what  ought  we  to  do? 
THE  ADVANTAGES  OF  PRAYER 

Suppose  someone  has  wronged  you 
deeply,  and  you  find  it  difficult  not  to 
grow  embittered.  Suppose  you  pray  sin- 
cerely for  that  person,  and  irrespective  of 
what  your  prayer  does  to  the  person  you 
pray  for,  what  will  it  do  to  you?  Just  in 
measure  as  you  really  pray  for  that  per- 
son you  see  that  person  no  longer  from 
your  own  narrow  point  of  view.  You  see 
him  in  some  measure  through  the  eyes  of 
God.  You  cannot  continue  to  hate  him. 
You  have  to  pity  him;  you  even  want 
to  help  him.  When  we  sincerely  pray  fo: 
other  people  our  own  attitudes  toward 
them  are  changed. 

SELF-DEDICATION 

In  the  face  of  thousands  of  spiritually- 
neglected  people,  Jesus  taught  His  disci- 
ples to  pray  for  laborers  for  the  harvest, 
Luke  10:2;  and  in  the  end  they  became 
such  laborers  themselves.  Why  can  God 
do  more  in  a  praying  soul  than  in  an- 
other? Because  that  soul  is  more  open  and 
responsive  to  His  grace.  William  Carey 
prayed  that  the  gospel  might  be  taken  to 
India,  and  finally  he  took  the  gospel  to 
India   himself.   When   we   pray   for  other 


pevple  we  discover  something  that  we  can 
do  for  them.  If  we  pray  for  others  sin- 
cerely, we  place  ourselves  and  all  we  have 
at  God's  disposal  for  His  purposes  of 
grace  toward  those  for  whom  we  pray. 
Intercession  thus  leads  up  to  and  neces- 
sitates self-dedication. 

PRAYER   CHANGES  THINGS 

If  we  pray  earnestly  for  others  with 
faith  believing  shall  we  receive  our  re- 
quests? Jesus  prayed  for  Peter,  Luke  22: 
31,  32,  and  He  told  Peter  He  had  prayed 
for  him.  Peter  failed,  nevertheless.  But 
do  you  think  Peter's  knowledge  that  Je- 
sus had  prayed  for  him  had  anything  to 
do  with  his  subsequent  penitence  and  his 
restoration?  Men  have  ignored  their 
mother's  pra)ers  for  years  and  then  sur- 
rendered to  them.  Do  you  think  the 
prayer  of  Jesus  for  the  forgiveness  of 
those  who  crucified  Him  made  any  im- 
pression on  the  centurion  in  charge?  See 
Mark    15:39. 

PRAYER,  THE  CURRENT  TO 
HEAVEN 

The  main  question  is  yet  to  be  an- 
swered. Can  prayer  move  things  in  this 
world  outside  the  one  who  prays,  and  ir- 
respective of  the  influence  of  his  knowl- 
edge of  the  prayer  on  the  one  prayed  for? 

Our  heavenly  Father  cannot  only  pro- 
duce a  feeling  in  the  heart,  but  also  an 
idea  in  the  mind  of  His  human  child.  This 
opens  a  wide  door  for  answer  to  prayer, 
for  it  involves  not  only  the  power  of  God 
to  put  a  thought  into  the  mind  of  the 
man  who  prays,  but  also  into  the  mind  of 
some  third  person,  or  into  the  minds  of 
many  persons. 

We  ourselves  can  put  an  idea  or  a 
purpose  into  the  mind  of  another  person. 
A  radio  operator  in  the  far  north  re- 
ceives the  SOS  of  a  falling  transatlantic 
plane,  broadcasts  an  appeal,  and  far  over 
the  horizon  English  boats  put  about  and 
hurry  through  the  ice  fields  to  rescue 
those  in  the  plane.  Can  God  do  as  much 
as  that  radio  operator  who  heard  a  cry 
for  help  and  sent  it  on  to  someone  in  a 
position  to  answer  it?  Can  He  not  put  a 
thought  or  a  purpose  into  the  mind  of  a 
man,  and  send  the  man  to  the  aid  of 
those  for  whom  we  pray? 

Sometimes,  indeed,  we  answer  an  ap- 
peal for  aid  directly,  not  by  calling  a 
ship's  captain  or  a  physician  or  someone 
else,  but  by  doing  ourselves  what  needs  to 
be  done.  Is  it  not  conceivable  that  God  is 
at  least  as  free  and  as  able  to  do  this 
as  we  are? 

More  things  are  wrought  by  prayer 
Than  this  world  dreams  of. 
Wherefore  let  thy  voice 
Rise   like    a    fountain    for   me   night    and 

day. 
For   so    the   whole   round   earth   is   every 

way 
Bound  by  gold  chains  about  the  feet  of 

God. 
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Contributions  By  Young  Writers 

A  Sincere  Resolution    for    the 

New  Year 


May  I  be  a  help  and  not  a  hindrance, 
That  they  may  find     an     abundant  en- 
trance. 


By  Philip  S.  Dorsett 
In  the  closing  out  of  193  5 

Another  year  is  now  in  the  past, 
Its  days  and  weeks  have  gone  so  fast. 
It  seems  like  a  few  brief  days  to  my  mind, 
When  I  stop  and  take  a  look  behind. 

Of  course  I've  had  some  pleasure  and  fun, 
But  the  good  deeds  seem  so  few  which  I 

have  done. 
Still  there  are  memories  most  precious  to 

my  mind, 
Of  new  friends  I've  met  so  loving    and 

kind. 

What  about  the  careless  mistakes  that  I've 

made, 
Must  I  for  them  with  sadness  be  repaid? 
What  of  the  words    so  harshly  spoken 
And  the  sad  hearts   that     I  may     have 

broken? 

What  of  the  hours  so  idly  spent? 

Slowly  they  came,  but  swiftly  they  went. 

These  things  to  my  mind  create  sad  re- 
gret, 

Is  it  right  for  me  to  look  back  and  to 
fret? 

Those   days   disappeared    like   the   sun   in 

the  western   skies, 
But   unlike   the   sun,   no   more   will   they 

arise. 
To  memories  both  joyous  and  sad  of  the 

past, 
Shall   linger  as  long  as  life  shall  last. 

But  in  the  future,  may  I  be  more  loving 
and  kind, 

Leaving  every  unpleasant  thing  far  be- 
hind, 

Each  day  may  I  do  some  kind,  helpful 
deed, 

May  I  be  a  blessing  to  someone  in  need. 

May  every  day  be  the  best  day  of  my  life, 
With   no   unpleasant   feelings,   contention 

or  strife, 
May  I  treat  others  as  I'd  like  for  them  to 

treat  me, 
For   he  who   will      have      friends      must 

friendly  be. 

May  I   always   bear   the  image     of      my 

blessed  Lord, 
Always   live   and   practice     His   precious 

Holy  Word, 
May  I  always  be  patient  and  full  of  love 
Just  like  my  Lord  in  heaven  above. 

While  many  are  out  in  the  midnight  nf 

sin, 
May  I  light  the  way  for  them  to  come 

in. 


I'll   not   make   haste,   but    take   time   for 

reason, 
I'll  try  to  do  all  things  right  and  in  their 

season,. 
May  each  hour  be  so  carefully  spent, 
That    I    won't   have    anything   for   which 
to  repent. 

*  ::•  si- 
Be  Faithful 

If  we  will  be  faithful 

Unto  Jesus  our  dear  Lord, 
Some  day  He'll  take  us  with  Him 

And  give  us  a  rich  reward. 

Sometimes  our  hearts  are  made  to  ache, 
The   burdens   seem  more  than   we  can 
bear, 

But  then  we  hear  our  Savior  whisper, 
"Come,  unload  your  burden  of  care." 

His  yoke  is  always  easy, 

And  He'll  make  our  burdens  light, 
If  we  will  be  obedient  to  Him 

And  live  pleasing  in  His  sight. 

He  has  promised  not  t0  leave  us 

Nor  forsake  us  here  below, 
So  let's  be  faithful  to  Him 

And  to  our  rich  reward  we'll  go. 

— Flora  Scalf. 

My  Savior 

Who  spoke  to  me  while  yet  in  sin, 
Who  shed  His  blood  to  make  me  clean, 
And  gave  me  peace  and  joy  within? 
My  Savior. 

Who  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  to  live  holy  every  day, 
And  to  trust  Him  all  the  way? 
My  Savior. 

And  when  the  body  is  filled  with  pain, 
It  seems  our  strength  we  cannot  gain, 
Who  comes  and  makes  us  well  again? 
My  Savior. 

When  I  am  tempted  on  every  hand, 
It  seems  that  I  will  never  stand, 
Who  comes  and  gives  a  helping  hand? 
My  Savior. 

And  when  my  loved  ones  from  me  go, 
Though  it  may  be  a  heavy  blow, 
Thy  loving  comfort  may  I  know, 
My  Savior. 

When  I  am  feeble,  old  and  gray, 
Thy  mighty   arms   will    be   my   stay, 
And  thou  wilt  smooth  my  care  away, 
My  Savior. 


And  when  at  last  I  hang  my  head, 
My  loved  ones  gather  around  my  bed, 
To  my  home  in  glory  may  I  be  led,  to 
My  Savior. 

— Margaret  Lewis,  Cambridge,  Md. 
»  *  * 

A  Friend 

His  garments  are  clean  and  spotless, 
Not  wrinkled  or  blemished  with  sin. 

His  arms  are  always  extended 
For  sinners  who  long  to  come  in. 

He  sits  and  watches  His  children, 

He's  loving,  understanding,  and  kind. 

A  friend  of  whom  I  am  speaking 
Is  Jesus,  that  Savior  of  mine. 

— Elaine  Clark,  Monroe,  La. 


The  Pleasure  of  Anticipation 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

the  games  and  everything  that  in  any 
way  concerned  it.  Reluctantly,  her  cousin 
agreed  to  try  the  experiment  and  to  dis- 
cuss it  with  the  children,  so  to  their 
great  joy  they  were  called  into  the  con- 
ference. 

Of  course,  all  six  cousins  talked  at 
once  and  Jimmy  and  Fred  got  into  an 
argument  about  the  games,  and  Bettv 
clamored  for  two  guests  for  her  share  in- 
stead of  one,  because  she  wanted  to  in- 
vite the  Gresham  twins.  Oh  dear!  what 
difficulties!  Mrs.  Lennox  looked  at  Mrs. 
Dillon  in  a  way  that  said  plainly,  "There! 
I  knew  it  would  be  like  this,"  but  Mrs. 
Dillon  only  smiled  back. 

In  a  short  time  order  came  out  of  con- 
fusion and  the  children  sat  down  to  dis- 
cuss whether  they  rather  roast  frank- 
furters over  the  camp  stove  or  enjoy 
chicken  sandwiches.  Mrs.  Lennox  entered 
into  the  spirit  of  the  thing  and  said  they 
might  have  both,  whereupon  she  was  al- 
most smothered  with  hugs  from  the  ador- 
ing group.  The  subject  of  games  had  to  be 
gone  over,  and  when  it  was  time  to  go 
home  the  Lennox  children  declared  they 
never  had  had  such  a  happy  time. 

"It's  the  very  first  time  we  ever  had 
a  chance  to  help  plan,"  said  Rosemary. 
"And   it   is  such   fun!" 

There  was  appreciation  in  the  eyes  of 
Mrs.  Lennox  as  she  lingered  after  the 
children  had  raced  down  the  front  walk. 
"I  never  knew  how  I  was  cheating  my 
boys  and  girls  when  I  planned  every- 
thing and  did  not  tell  them  until  the  last 
minute  that  there  was  going  to  be  a 
treat,"  she  said  in  deep  contrition.  "I 
might  have  known  better,  too,  for  I  love 
to  anticipate  my  pleasures.  Ellen,  you  are 
a  very  wise  woman/' — From  The  Baby's 
Mother. 
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Bible  Training  School 

T.  C.  FRANKLIN,  Editor 

call  them  so  is  in  reality  an  acknowl- 
edgment of  the  high  ethical  standard 
required  by  the  Christian  religion — an 
involuntary  tribute  to  Christianity.  Good 
money  is  the  only  kind  that  is  counter- 
feited. Have  you  ever  known  wicked  in- 
fidels to  be  hypocrites?  I  think  not. 

Even  though  there  are  so  many  who 
doubt  the  Bible  yet  we  feel  that  instead 
of  these  causing  us  to  disbelieve  the  Bible 
we  should  believe  it  all  the  stronger.  It 
tells  of  such  a  time  as  found  in  1  Tim. 
4:1-3;  2  Tim.  3:1-5;  4:1-4. 

The  orderly  arrangements  of  the  earth 
and  the  different  planets  should  be  proof 
enough  that  there  is  a  God.  Said  one  man: 
"It  takes  a  girl  in  our  factory  about  two 
days  to  learn  to  put  the  seventeen  parts 
of  a  meat  chopper  together.  It  may 
be,"  said  he,  "that  these  millions  of 
worlds,  that  are  so  many  and  that  are  so 
wonderfully  arranged  and  balanced  in 
space  just  happened,  by  tumbling  around 
for  millions  of  years,  to  finally  arrange 
themselves;  but  you  can  place  these  sev- 
enteen parts  of  the  foodchopper  in  a  tub 
and  roll  them  around  for  the  next  seven- 
teen billion  years  and  they  will  not  have 
fallen  into  place."  Surely  there  is  a  per- 
sonal God  and  if  so  there  is  great  prob- 
ability of  His  revealing  Himself  in  a  per- 
sonal way.  Though  He  might  be,  and  is 
revealed  to  a  certain  extent  in  nature; 
but  he  is  not  fully  disclosed  through  this 
material  world  any  more  than  the  me- 
chanic can  be  clearly  revealed  by  the 
machine  he  has  made. 

God  could  not  deal  with  every  man 
through  the  great  scientific  things  of 
earth,  as  there  are  so  many  who  know 
nothing  of  science;  furthermore  the 
world  or  creation  does  not  speak  directly 
to  men  telling  them  the  will  of  God. 
Therefore  He  gave  a  special  divine  reve- 
lation which  is  to  every  man.  Even 
though  he  has  not  had  the  educational 
privileges  of  some  he  can  get  in  touch 
with  God  according  to  His  Word.  Rea- 
son is  good  in  its  place  but  it  wiil  not  get 
you  in  touch  with  God.  By  divine  reve- 
lation is  meant  a  supernatural  communi- 
cation of  truth  from  God  to  man.  By 
supernatural  is  meant  beyond  the  light 
of  nature  or  reason.  All  who  believe  in  a 
God  of  infinite  wisdom,  power,  and  good- 
ness, must  admit  the  possibility  of  His 
revealing  Himself  in  the  manner  He 
pleases  in  order  to  convince  them  that 
such  communication  is  from  Himself. 

It  would  seem  improbable  indeed  that 
a  father  would  not  speak  to  His  children. 
A   being  who  could  not  reveal     himself 


The  Bible — a    Special,    Divine 
Revelation 

By  T.  C.  Franklin 

John    7:17 
INTRODUCTION: 

The  age  in  which  we  live  seems  to  be 
one  of  great  doubt.  And  doubt  is  get- 
ting a  greater  hold  every  day.  There  are 
many  kinds  of  doubters  and  many  rea- 
sons or  excuses  are  given  for  their  doubts; 
but  in  face  of  all  this  we  can  still  hold 
on  to  Jesus  as  "the  anchor  of  the  soul," 
and  to  do  this  we  must  accept  the  Bible 
as  "a  special  divine  revelation." 

ABSENCE  OF  THE  SPIRITUAL 
MIND 

Inasmuch  as  the  Bible  is  given  by  God 
through  His  Spirit  it  takes  one  with  the 
same  Spirit  to  understand  it.  You  may 
not  be  understood  by  others  but  the 
spirit  within  you  understands  you.  Thus 
it  is  with  God's  Word.  It  takes  the  Spirit 
of  God.  See  1  Cor.  2:14  . 

INCONSISTENT  PROFESSING 
CHRISTIANS 

While  the  absence  of  the  spiritual  mind 
is  perhaps  the  chief  source  of  skepticism, 
I  feel  that  inconsistent  professing  Chris- 
tians are  found  in  secondary  place. 

If  they  don't  have  the  spiritual  mind 
so  as  to  understand  the  Bible,  and  see 
someone  who  professes  and  fails  to  pos- 
sess, they  feel  that  this  substantiates  their 
unbelief.  One  hypocrite  in  the  Church 
can  do  more  harm  than  several  infidels 
outside  the  Church. 

However,  if  the  unbeliever  would 
look  at  all  sides  he  would  find  that  Chris- 
tianity is  a  good  thing  or  false  profes- 
sors would  not  be  called  hypocrites.  To 


above  the  natural  order  of  his  creation 
would  be  a  very  limited  and  unwise  being 
and  therefore  could  not  be  the  true  God. 
It  would  be  very  unwise  to  create  some- 
thing that  he  could  do  nothing  with. 
God,  you  say,  would  not  break  the  laws 
of  nature,  but  He  who  has  power  to  es- 
tablish the  laws  of  nature,  can,  by  the 
same  power,  suspend  them  at  pleasure. 
Common  events  are  called  natural.  Un- 
common events  are  called  miracles.  God 
gave  us  "The  Book"  because  traditions 
are  insufficient  to  pave  the  way  for  our 
return  to  God. 

THE  BIBLE  IS  GENUINE  AND 

AUTHENTIC 
A  genuine  book  is  one  that  was  writ- 
ten by  its  professed  authors.  The  Bible 
was  written  by  someone  and  if  not  by  its 
professed  authors  it  is  difficult  to  ascer- 
tain just  who  did  write  it.  Wicked  men 
would  not  be  likely  to  produce  such  a 
book  which  continually  condemns  them. 
Job  20:4-7,  29;  Ps.  7:11;  9:17;  11:5, 
6;  50:16-22;  Isa.  57:20,  21;  Phil.  3:19; 
2  Thess.  1:8,  9;  2  Pet.  2:1-19;  Rev.  22: 
12,   19. 

Good  men  could  not  be  guilty  of  im- 
posing their  own  works  upon  the  world 
as  the  work  of  God.  The  records  of  the 
church  uniformly  declare  that  the 
apcstles  and  prophets  wrote  the  scrip- 
tures and  the  Christian  church  has  the 
same  evidence  of  the  existence  of  her  fa- 
thers that  we  have  for  the  existence  of 
our  ancestors.  An  authentic  book  is  one 
in  which  matters  of  fact  are  related  as 
they  really  occurred. 

The  sacred  writers  repeatedly  assert 
that  they  wrote  by  inspiration  from  God. 
Isa.  8:1;  Jer.  2:1;  Ezek.  1:3.  Paul,  by 
specifying  passages  in  his  epistles,  "writ- 
ten not  by  commandment"  implies  their 
inspiration,  1  Cor.  7:6;  2  Cor.  8:8;  11: 
17  and  claims  it  in  Rom.  9:1. 

To  prove  the  truth  of  their  assertion 
they  pointed  to  miracles,  which  were 
publicly  wrought,  and  unnecessarily  ac- 
knowledged at  the  time  as  real.  2  Pet.  1 : 
16-18. 

For  this   they  also  suffered   all    things 
even    death    itself.    This    they   would   not 
have   done   to   support      something      they  ( 
knew  to  be  false. 

Though  some  of  the  apostles  died  ter- 
rible deaths  yet  they  held  on  to  the  Bible 
truths  and  some  leave  testimonies  of 
either  seeing  Jesus  or  expecting  to  see 
Him,  Stephen  and  Paul. 

Oh!  we  are  glad  that  God  is  a  personal 
God.  Not  only  so,  but  He  is  holy,  lov- 
ing and  just.  Thus  He  gave  us  a  book  to 
guide  us,  a  holy  Book,  a  loving  Book,  a 
Book  of  justice.  This  proves  that  He 
cares  for  His  creation. 

He   is   all   powerful    and   can   help   us, 

so  it   is  not  folly   to  trust  Him.   If  the 

apostles  could  trust  Him  so  can  we. 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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THE  WAYSIDE  CHAPEL 

TORA    K.   MORK 

Weather-beaten  and  crude,  it  stood  by 
the  side  of  the  highway — its  crossed- 
crowned  spire  pointing  skyward,  remind- 
ing the  passers-by  of  the  crucified  Savior. 

Within  there  were  no  frescoed  walls  or 
thick  carpeted  floors — all  was  very 
simple.  No  trained  choir  sang  anthems 
but  hearts  who  had  been  touched  by  the 
Great  Master  sang  with  all  sincerity  the 
"songs    of   Zion." 

The  weary  found  rest;  the  sorrowing, 
comfort;  the  discouraged,  peace  and  hope 
in  the  messages  given  forth  from  time  to 
time,  within  its  sanctum. 

It  was  Wednesday  evening,  and  a 
group  had  gathered  for  the  mid-week 
service. 

A  hymn  had  been  sung,  prayer  offered 
and  they  were  now  singing — 

Come,    ye   disconsolate,    where'er    ye    lan- 
guish; 
Come   to  the  mercy     seat,      fervently 
kneel; 
Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts, 

Here  tell  your  anguish; 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot 
heal. 
A    dejected   looking      young      stranger 
passing  by   paused   to   listen,      and      then 
drew   nearer. 

Just  then,  the  pastor,  a  young  man  oc- 
cupying his  first  pastorage,  arose,  and 
gave  out  his  text  which  was  Matthew  11: 
28:  "Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labour 
and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you 
rest." 

Earnestly  he  spoke  of  Him  who  walked 
the  Galilean  shores,  ever  doing  good,  heal- 
ing the  sick,  opening  the  eyes  of  the 
blind,  forgiving  the  sinful  and  raising 
the  dead. 

He  told  of  how  after  three  years  of  un- 
tiring service  and  teaching  He  was 
brought  before  judgment  and  then  led 
out  to  the  place  called  Golgotha  where 
here  He  was  crucified — where  His  blood 
poured  forth  as  a  ransom  for  the  sins  of 
the  world;  then  how  He  was  placed  in 
the  tomb,  and  the  third  day  He  arose 
triumphant  o'er  the  grave.  How  for  forty 
days  He  appeared  at  different  intervals 
to  His  followers;  then  His  parting  com- 
mission, "Go  ye  therefore,  and  teach  all 
nations,  baptizing  them  in  the  name  of 
the  Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the 
Holy  Ghost:  Teaching  them  to  observe 
all  things  whatsoever  I  have  commanded 


you:  and,  lo,  I  am  with  you  alway,  even 
unto  the  end  of  the  world."  (Matt.  28: 
19,  20).  And  then  one  day,  leading  His 
followers  out  on  the  Mount  of  Olives, 
He  was  taken  up  and  a  cloud  received 
Him  out  of  sight. 

"My  friends,"  said  the  pastor,  "Jesus 
is  now  on  the  right  hand  of  the  Father 
in  Glory  where  He  daily  intercedes  for 
us.  His  peace  and  sweet  communion  will 
come  to  us  if  we  but  look  to  Him  and 
yield  our  lives  to  His  control.  Why  not 
let  Him  take  possession  of  you  just  now 
if  you  have  not  done  it  ere  this?" 

The  stranger  who  had  been  standing 
just  outside  the  door  listening  stirred  un- 
easily. 

"If  there  are  any  here  tonight  who 
feel  their  need  of  a  Savior,  won't  you 
come  as  we   sing   the   closing   hymn?" 

Earnestly  and  tenderly  they  began  to 
sing: 

Just  as  1  am  without  one  plea, 
But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  1  come,  I  come. 

At  this  point  the  stranger  opened  the 
door,    then,   at    the    words — 
Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soid  of  one  dark  blot, 
he   stepped   inside    and    quickly   made   his 
way  to  the  front  and  knelt. 

The  song  continued  to  its  close:  the 
benediction  was  pronounced  and  the  peo- 
ple filed  out. 

Then  the  pastor  came  and  knelt  by  the 
side  of  the  young  man  and  began  talking 
with  him.  He  told  him  of  another  prodi- 
gal son  who  had  gone  out  from  the  fa- 
ther's house  and  had  spent  his  money  in 
riotous  living.  Depression  had  set  in,  and 
deserted  by  friends  he  sought  and  found 
a  job  feeding  swine,  and  hunger  drove 
him  to  share  their  feed. 

Finally  he  began  to  think  of  home,  and 
of  father,  and  he  said,  "How  many  hired 
servants  of  my  father's  have  bread 
enough  and  to  spare,  and  I  perish  with 
hunger!  I  will  arise  and  go  to  my  fa- 
ther, and  will  say  unto  him,  Father,  I 
have  sinned  against  heaven,  and  before 
thee,  Ard  am  no  more  worthy  to  be 
called  thy  son:  make  me  as  one  of  thy 
hired    servants."    (Luke    15:17-19). 

And  immediately  he  arose  and  started 
homeward,  but  ere  he  reached  home  his 
father  who  had  been  watching  for  him, 
saw  him  and  ran  with  outstretched  arms 
and  welcomed  him  home.  The  son  said: 
"Father,    I    have    sinned    against    heaven, 


and  in  thy  sight,  and  am  no  more  worthy 
to  be  called  thy  son."  But  the  father  as- 
sured him  that  all  was  forgiven — and 
commanded  the  servants  to  bring  him 
shoes  and  clothing  and  to  prepare  a  feast, 
for  he  said,  "For  this  my  son  was  dead, 
and  is  alive  again;  he  was  lost,  and  is 
found."  And  they  began  to  be  merry  to 
celebrate  his  return. 

"And  this,  my  friend,  is  a  picture  of 
the  Heavenly  Father,"  said  the  pastor, 
"He,  in  His  great  love  and  mercy,  waits 
to  welcome  home  every  prodigal  son,  and 
He  waits  for  you.  Will  you  receive  Jesus 
as  your  Savior  just  now?" 

The  stranger  assented,  and  they 
prayed,  then  rising  up  from  their  knees, 
the  pastor  clasped  the  hands  of  the  other 
and  began  singing — 

My  life,  my  love,  I  give  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  God,  who  died  for   me; 
and  the  other  joined  in — 

Oh,  may  I  ever  faithful  be, 
My  Savior  and  my  God. 
I'll  live  for  Him  who  died  for  me, 
Hoiv  happy  then  my  life  shall  be. 
I'll  live  for  Him  xvho  died  for  me, 
My  Savior  and  my  God. 

With  a  few  words  of  final  encourage- 
ment, they  parted. 

The  pastor  went  to  his  home,  and  the 
young  stranger,  with  a  new  light  in  his 
eyes  and  a  smile  on  his  lips,  walked  with 
quick  steps  down  the  highway  with  a 
firm  determination  to  henceforth  serve 
his  Lord  and  Master. 

All  was  quiet  within  the  little  chapel, 
but  it  still  glowed  with  the  Presence  of 
that  One  who  came  to  call  the  weary  and 
heavy-laden  unto  Himself. — The  United 
Evangelical. 
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Dear   Sisrcr   Harrison: 

I  just  feel  like  praising  God  today  for 
the  Y.  P.  E.  and  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
They  are  a  real  blessing  to  me  and  make 
me  feel  more  like  being  faithful  to  the 
Lord. 

Brother  and  Sister  Atkins  have  been 
with  us  in  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday 
School  convention.  They  are  splendid 
young  people  and  have  encouraged  us  a 
lot.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  small  but  we  are  try- 
ing to  build  it  up.  We  are  using  the 
Lighted  Pathway  programs  in  our  serv- 
ices. 

We  have  organized  a  sewing  circle 
among  our  young  ladies  and  we  are  mak- 
ing aprons,  pillow  cases,  handkerchiefs 
and  towels  to  sell.  We  have  a  Y.  P.  E. 
quilt  started  which  we  hope  to  show  at 
the  next  Assembly. 

Below  is  a  poem  I  composed: 
"Y.  P.  £." 
This  world's  a  dreary  place  to  be 

Unless  we  have  a  Y.  P.  E. 
And  then  we  have  so  much  to  do, 

Wondering  how  we  can  gain  you. 
Also  trying  hard  each  day, 

To   make   burdens   lighter      along      the 
way. 

We  want  this  year  to  be  the  best, 

We're  also  expecting  to  be  blest. 
When   we  try  His  will   to   do, 

Then   to  His  promise  TIe'll   be   true. 
When  we  enter  the  pearly  gate 

I'm    sure    the    young    people    won't    be 
late. 
Then  we'll  hear  the  Savior  say 

On  that  blessed,  happy  day — - 
"Enter,  children,  and  the  wonders  see, 

Aren't  you  folks  from   the  Y.  P.  E.?" 

— Grace  Baumgardener,  Dunlap,  Tenn. 

Dear 'Sister  Harrison: 

I'd  like  to  say  a  word  or  two  for  the 
Y.  P.  E.  in  Eldorado.  We  are  in  a  revival 
now  and  there  have  been  a  number  of 
young  people  prayed  through  to  victory 
and  I  believe  that  every  one  of  us  has 
a  deeper  determination  and  desire  in  our 
hearts  to  work  for  the  Lord. 

Brother  G.  C.  Dunn  is  our  pastor  and 
is  taking  a  great  interest  in  the  young 
people  and  is  a  blessing  to  us. 

Remember  us  when  you  pray  that  we 
will  be  soul  winners  for  Jesus. — Velma 
Purcell,   Eldorado,   111. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Since  reading  the  wonderful  little  pa- 
per, The  Lighted  Pathivay,  I  feel  very 
much  indebted  to  you  for  the  joy  and 
comfort   I   find  in   reading  its   pages  and 


more  so  to  God  for  inspiring  you  to  com- 
pile so  needful  a  paper.  It  truly  has  been 
a  blessing  to  me  and  of  course  we  know 
it  is  a  blessing  to  others.  I  thank  God 
and  pray  God's  blessings  on  you  and  your 
workers. 

I  was  just  reading  the  extra  message 
from  you.  I  am  quite  sure  that  all  the 
Lighted  Pathway  family  are  truly  glad 
for  the  Church  of  God  to  take  the  fi- 
nancial part  of  this  wonderful  paper;  be- 
cause we  all  realize  it  was  a  hard,  but  yet 
needful  task. 

I  am  truly  glad  and  thank  God  for 
such  a  mother-like  friend  as  you.  When 
I  read  your  messages  it  seems  like  hav- 
ing a  personal  talk  with  my  mother. 
Mothers  are  a  great  help  to  young  people 
of  today  because  we  have  so  hard  a  fight 
against  Satan  and  sin  to  keep  true  to  God. 
We  can  see  the  devil  working  on  every 
hand  trying  in  some  way  to  trap  some 
precious  boy  or  girl,  who  is  not  aware  of 
his  trick.  May  God  help  us  young  people 
to  stand  stedfast  in  Christ  Jesus. 

Of  course  we  are  not  looking  for  an 
easy  time.  As  the  song  says,  "The  Harder 
the  Battle,  the  Sweeter  the  Victory." 
In  1  Tim.  4:10  we  find  these  words: 
"For  therefore  we  both  labor  and  suffer 
reproach  because  we  trust  in  the  living 
God,  who  is  the  Savior  of  all  men  espe- 
cially of  those  that  believe." 

I  believe  there  are  many,  like  myself, 
who  do  not  do  the  things  God  calls  them 
to  do  simply  because  some  narrow-minded 
person  and  one  who  does  not  really  know 
the  meaning  of  the  word  "Christian"  is 
ready  to  criticize  them  if  they  do  not 
do  as  they  think  thev  should.  I  say  we 
need  to  be  careful  what  we  sav  or  we  may 
be  the  cause  of  some  soul,  whom  God  has 
His  hand  on,  to  suffer  for  their  disobedi- 
ence. A  verse  of  scripture  comes  to  my 
mind,  "It  must  needs  be  that  offences 
come;  but  woe  to  that  man  by  whom  the 
offence  cometh."  I  say  again  we  need  to 
be   careful    and   prayerful. 

My  prayer  is,  God  bless  you,  Sister 
Harrison.  I'm  one  who  needs  your  prayers. 
— Clemma  Blankenship,  Claysburg,  Pa. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  Gideon  for  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. My  readers  enjoy  reading  it  very 
much.  They  are  all  anxious  for  each  pa- 
per We  fird  it  a  great  help  in  our  Y. 
P.  E.  I  certainly  do  appreciate  your  un- 
tiring efforts  in  making  it  one  of  the 
best   papers  published. 

I  am  president  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  here  at 
Bristol  and  we  have  a  wonderful  band  of 
young  people  who  are  interested  in  work- 


ing together  to  make  a  success  of  it  and 
striving  to  raise  the  standard  of  holiness 
to  accomplish  a  work  for  the  Master's 
cause. 

We  desire  your  prayers  that  our  Y.  P. 
E.  will  be  a  great  success  in  the  future. 
— Kathleen   Hill,  Bristol,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

May  the  Lord  ever  be  with  you  to 
strengthen  and  keep  you  is  my  prayer. 
Oh!  how  I  do  wish  I  could  see  you  and 
have  a  long  talk  with  you. 

I  appreciate  those  sweet,  encouraging 
words  you  said  about  me.  It  made  me  feel 
more  like  striving  harder  for  Jesus  than 
ever  before.  I  mean  to  make  heaven  my 
home.  I  have  my  goal  there.  I  will  not 
be  satisfied  until  I  am  safe  at  home  with 
Jesus. 

Your  message  this  month  was  so  in- 
spiring. It  made  me  want  to  be  at  the 
Assembly  more  than  ever,  but  I  am  so 
glad  there  is  soon  going  to  be  a  great 
assembly  in  the  skies  and  I  am  getting 
ready  to  go.  I  don't  mean  to  be  left  when 
time  comes  for  that  assembly.  Oh,  glory! 
I  can  feel  it  in  my  soul  as  I  write. 

The  |unior  work  I  started  here  the  last 
Friday  in  January  is  still  in  full  sway. 
The  children  enjoy  the  lessons  on  the 
Children's  Page  in  the  Lighted  Pathway 
very  much.  The  lesson  on  the  Christian 
Farmer  in  the  October  issue  was  espe- 
cially interesting  to  the  children. — Beau- 
lah  Osbon,  Aiken,  S.  C. 

God  bless  Beaulah.  Almost  a  year  ago 
this  crippled  girl  started  a  neighborhood 
children's  meeting  and  it  is  still  pro- 
gressing. Should  this  not  make  some  of 
our  churches  ashamed  if  they  have  no 
Junior  Y.  P.  E.?  God  may  have  to  cripple 
some  more  to  turn  their  eyes  toward 
duty. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  am  delighted  in  the  way  the  Young 
People's  Endeavor  is  progressing  here  and 
elsewhere. 

I  think  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  won- 
derful little  paper.  I  shall  try  to  do  my 
best  to  sell  them  each  month. 

Pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  —  Mrs.  Ethel 
Reese,  Pelzer,  S.  C. 

*    *    * 
Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

Words  truly  cannot  express  the  great 
joy  we  receive  from  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  with  what  anxiety  we  wait 
each  month  for  the  paper.  We  feel  you 
are  doing  one  of  the  greatest  works  that 
any  soldier  of  the  cross  could  perform. 

We  are  waiting  anxiously  to  see  what 
December  has  in  store.  We  are  positive 
something  exciting  and  thrilling  awaits 
us. 

May  the  Lord  richly  bless  you. — Miss 
Virginia  M.  Henning,  Elkins.  W.  Va 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Please  send  me  a  roll  of  December 
Lighted  Pathways.  They  are  such  a  help 
in  our  Y.  P.  E.  I  don't  know  what  we 
would    do    without    them. 

May  God  bless  the  Editor  of  the  paper 
is  my  prayer. — Mrs.  Farrel  Kelley,  Em- 
pire, Ala. 

*  JS-     Ifr 

Dear   Sister   Harison: 

I  would  like  to  be  a  Gideon.  Please 
send  me  one  roll  of  Lighted  Pathways  for 
the  month  of  November  and  I  will  sell 
them  and  remit  within   thirty  days. 

We  just  cannot  get  along  without  the 
Lighted  Pathway  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  I 
want  to  thank  you  for  your  wonderful 
work  and  the  interest  you  are  taking  in 
the  young  people  of  our  land. 

May  the  ereat  God  of  heaven  bless  you 
in  your  work  for  Him  is  my  prayer. — E. 
\V.  Salmon,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 
55.    j;.    a 

Note:  This  letter  and  report  was  sent 
to  us  the  6th  of  October  and  was  mis- 
laid. We  feel  that  we  want  to  publish  it 
even  though  it  is  late  as  we  appreciate  the 
splendid  work  Brother  Grant  has  done  in 
South  Carolina  Y.  P.  E.  work  and  the 
way  he  has  stood  by  us  in  our  efforts  to 
help  the  young  people. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  lines  to  let  you  know  a  lit- 
tle about  our  Y.  P.  E.  work  in  South 
Carolina. 

We  have  had  some  increase  in  member- 
ship. Have  thirteen  new  Y.  P.  E's  of 
which  we  are  very  proud.  We  have  held 
conventions  on  every  district;  also  held 
a  state  convention.  God  has  wonderfully 
blessed  the  work  in  many  ways  for  which 
we  give  Him  all  the  praise.  We  have  a 
large  number  of  Gideons  in  the  state.  We 
enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  so  much,  it 
has  blessed  and  helped  us  in  many  ways. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  your  work. 
— C.  F.  Grant,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

*  *    * 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  let  you  know  just  how 
much  the  Lighted  Pathway  means  to  us. 
We  truly  appreciate  it  here.  There  is  so 
much  joy  and  comfort  in  reading  the 
paper.  We  can  hardly  wait  until  it  comes 
each  month. 

There  are  some  wonderful  articles  in 
every  paper  especially  the  Sinner's  Page. 
It  seems  to  me  that  anyone  who  reads 
that  would  surely  want  to  live  right.  Al- 
most every  time  I  read  the  paper  I  have 
to  sit  and  cry  and  praise  the  Lord  for 
the  good  articles  you  write.  They  are  food 
to  my  soul. 

We  haven't  had  a  Y.  P.  E.  here  so  very 
long  but  God  has  wonderfullv  blessed 
and  five  have  received  the  Holy  Ghost  i'i 
our  services. 

We  too  praise  the  Lord  for  our  State 


Y.  P.  E.  superintendent,  Brother  J.  L. 
McCoy.  He  has  been  so  much  help  to  us. 

Remember  our  Y.  P.  E.  here  and  pray 
for  us  that  God  will  bless  us  and  that  we 
will  have  a  greater  and  better  Y.  P.  E.  in 
the  future  than  ever  in  the  past. 

May  God  richly  bless  you  and  your 
work  is  our  prayers. — Mrs.  Lottie  Ben- 
nett, Rome,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lord  surely  is  blessing  in  our  Y. 
P.  E.  here  in  Rock  Hill.  If  I  make  no  mis- 
take we  had  one  hundred  and  forty-nine 
present  last  Sunday  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  serv- 
ice. We  are  having  wonderful  times.  Pray 
for  us.  We  want  two  hundred  before 
Christmas. — Mildred  Stover,  Rock  Hill, 
S.  C. 

SOMEBODY   ELSE 

Who's   somebody   else?   I'd   like  to   know, 

Does   he   live   at    the   north   or   south? 
Or   is   it    a   lady   fair   to   see, 

Whose   name   is   in  every   mouth? 
For  Meg  says,   "Somebody  else  will  sing,'' 

Or,    "Somebody    else    will    play;" 
An  J    Jack    says,    "Please    let    somebody    else 

Do  seme  of   the  errands   to-day." 

If    there    is    a    hard    or    unpleasant    task, 

Or    a    difficult     thing    to    do, 
'Tis  always  offered  to  somebody  else — 

Now  isn't  that  very  true? 
But    if    some    fruit,    or    a    pleasant    trip, 

Is  offered   to  Dick   or  Jevs, 
We    hear    not    a    word    of    somebody    else — 

Why?    I    will    leave    you    to    guess! 

The  words  of  cheer  for  the  heart  that's  sad 

This   somebody   else  will   speak; 
And  the  poor  and  helpless  who  need  a  friend 

Good   somebody   else  must   seek. 
The  cup  of  cold   water   in   Jesus'   name, 

Somebody   else   will   offer, 
And   words   of   love   from   the  broken   heart 

Somebody    else    will    proffer. 

There  arc  battles  in  life  only  we  can  fight, 

And   victories   too,   to  win; 
And  somebody  else  cannot  take  our  place 

When   we   shall    have   entered    in. 
But    if   somebody    else   has    done    the   work 

WhiL'   we   for  our  ease  have  striven, 
'Twill   be  only   fair   for   the   blessed    reward 

To  somebody  else  be  given. 

— Selected. 

The  Y.  P.  E.  Moving  Forward 

I  deem  it  an  honor  to  have  been  reap- 
pointed as  the  state  president  for  the  Y. 
P.   E.  in  the  state  of  Ohio. 

I  am  proud  of  our  young  people  of  this 
state.  We  all  worked  together  last  year 
in  love,  unity  and  in  co-operation.  Let 
us  do  equally  as  well  this  year,  if  not  bet- 
ter. We  certainly  do  want  to  see  things 
move  for  God  in  this  state  as  well  as 
every  other  state.  If  we  will  see  things 
progress,  we  must  continue  the  spirit  of 
fellowship   that   we   have   been   having. 

The  time  is  coming  now  for  our  dis- 
trict conventions.  We  must  re-elect  dis- 
trict presidents  and  secretaries  and  treas- 
urers.   We   are   now   making   plans   for   a 


district  raily  in  the  Hamilton-Middle- 
town  district,  also  the  Canton-Akron  dis- 
trict. We  will  be  coming  your  way,  Co- 
lumbus, also  Marietta  and  Youngstown 
districts,  before  long. 

Remember  last  year  the  blessings  we 
enjoyed  at  our  state  convention  which 
convened  in  Toledo,  Ohio,  and  how 
Brother  and  Sister  Lewis  worked  to  make 
us  all  comfortable  and  happy.  I  am  sure 
pleasant  memories  of  that  convention 
still  linger  in  our  minds.  Now  Y.  P.  E's 
let  us  have  one  better  than  that  yet,  or 
perhaps,  we  could  have  a  ten-day  camp 
meeting  for  our  Y.  P.  E. 

If  we  are  going  to  have  another  good 
time  of  getting  together,  we  must  not 
forget  to  send  in  our  offerings,  so  please 
send  in  one  offering  a  month  to  your 
district  secretary  and"  treasurer  and  this 
will  be  used  to  take  care  of  our  conven- 
tion. Let  every  local  Y.  P.  E.  tithe  its 
net  monthly  offerings  and  send  in  its 
tithes  to  our  state  secretary  and  treasurer, 
Miss  Gladys  Warden,  1144  Clarendon 
Ave.,  S.  W.,  Canton,  Ohio.  This  is  to  de- 
fray any  traveling  expense  of  your  state 
president. 

Let  us  love  one  another,  pray  for  one 
another  and  work  together.  Our  motto  is: 
Nehcmiah  4:6,  "For  the  people  had  a 
mind  to  work." — Mrs.  R.  E.  Kinsley, 
Ohio  state  president  of  Y.  P.  E. 
*    *   * 

Special  Notice 

Here  is  a  chance  for  you  to  win  some 
cash  to  help  you  go  to  school  this  year 
or  to  build  that  new  church. 

We  are  asking  for  5  00  subscriptions 
for  The  Lighted  Pathway.  To  the  one 
securing  the  largest  number  of  the  500 
at  $1.00  per  year,  we  are  going  to  give 
$25.00  in  cash;  for  the  second  largest, 
$15.00;  for  the  third  largest,  $10.00. 
There  will  be  no  prizes  given  until  the 
5  00  goal  is  reached.  To  those  who  do  not 
care  to  work  for  the  prize,  we  will  give 
ten  per  cent  on  all  subscriptions  over  2  5, 
whether  the   5  00  goal  is  reached  or  not. 

Come  on,  boys  and  girls,  and  earn 
some  money  and  help  the  good  cause 
along. 

Please  send  us  your  name  if  you  desire 
to  enter  this  contest.  If  you  have  friends 
in  different  places  ask  them  to  help  you. 
— Editor. 

A  Good  Christmas  Gift 

A  bound  Lighted  Pathway  book  will  be 
a  wonderful  Christmas  present  for  your 
boy   or   girl.   Price,    $1.00. 


'Tis  not  the  weight  of  jewel  or  plate, 
Or  the  fondle  of  silk  or  fur; 

'Tis  the  spirit  in  which  the  gift  is  rich, 
As  the  gifts  of  the  wise  ones  were; 

And  we  are  not  told  whose  gift  was  gold, 
Or  whose  was  the  gift  of  myrrh. 
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Glints  of  Knowledge 


How  a  Little    Eskimo    Knows 
His  Age 

Open  to  your  map  of  Greenland, 
please.  Far  up  in  the  northeastern  part 
of  that  country  live  the  little  Eskimos  we 
are  going   to   tell   about. 

The  people  have  no  books.  They  can 
neither  read  nor  write.  But  they  can  tell 
you  right  away  how  old  each  fat  little 
Eskimo  playing  about  the  hut  in  the  cold 
and  snow   is   bv  looking  into  a  bag. 

"What  a  funny  bag,"  you  say,  "to  be 
able  to  tell  anybody's  age." 

This  is  the  way  it  is: 

When  a  baby  come?  to  an  Eskimo's 
house,  or  "igloo,"  a  fur  bag  is  given  to 
the  little  one.  He  is  to  keep  this  bag  as 
long   as   he   lives. 

Every  year  when  the  sun  comes  once 
more  after  the  long,  cold  Greenland 
night,  a  bone  is  put  into  the  little  bag. 
So  when  you  look  into  the  bag  and  see 
seven  bones,  for  instance,  you  know  that 
the  little  owner  is  seven  years  old. — 
Exchange. 

Approximately  2,054,000,000  pounds 
of  candy  were  produced  in  the  United 
States  last  year,  an  all-time  high  quanti- 
ty record,  the  Commerce  Department  re- 
ported. 

Per  capita  consumption  of  candy  last 
year  was  estimated  to  be    16  pounds. 

"A  great  metropolitan  daily  recently 
carried  in  a  single  issue  more  than  ten 
thousand  dollars'  worth  of  liquor  ad- 
vertisements. These  figures  are  based  on 
the  assumption  that  liquor  vendors  pay 
the  same  rates  as  are  charged  for  other 
advertisements.  Remember  now  that  this 
was  a  single  issue  of  only  one  newspaper. 
Calculate  for  yourself  what  it  must  be  in 
a  year  for  all  the  newspapers  and  maga- 
zines which  advertise  liquor! 

"Besides  the  regular  advertisements 
there  are  numerous  editorials  and  articles 
calculated  to  popularize  drinking.  Cock- 
tail recipes,  suggestions  as  to  the  proper 
liquor  to  serve,  rather  free  use  of  such 
question-begging  adjectives  as  "good," 
"wholesome,''  and  "delicious,"  applied  to 
liquor  are  rather  widely  published.  How 
many  of  these  are  paid  for  by  the  liquor 
trade  is  impossible  to  say.  The  radio  is 
also  used  with  nauseating  insistence  by 
unctious  broadcasters  who  rhapsodize 
over  various  intoxicating  concoctions. 
This  must  cost  a  lot  of  money.  Even  the 
movies  permit  themselves  to  be  prosti- 
tuted to  the  cause  of  drink. — Prof.  Nixon 
Carter,  Harvard  University. 
«    -::    •:: 

Mosi-   of   us    complacently      think      of 


slavery  as  an  evil  of  the  past.  It  is  a  lit- 
tle disconcerting  to  read  a  recent  estimate 
which  set  the  number  of  human  beings 
still  in  bondage  at  over  five  million.  Two 
million  of  these  are  Chinese  girls  between 
the   ages  of   four  and  eighteen. 

America  now  spends  $5  00,000,000  an- 
nually for  liquor,  five  times  as  much  as 
in  pre-war  days. 

«•    *    * 

California  stands  out  in  the  limelight 
as  being  one  of  the  wettest  states  in  the 
Union.  However,  it  is  encouraging  that 
the  dry  leaders  are  active  in  the  control 
fight.  There  is  one  liquor  license  for  ev- 
ery eighty-six  people,  making  66,000 
licenses  in  all.  There  is  not  a  square  foot 
of  dry  territory  in  the  state.  Liquor  is 
even  being  sold  in  the  immediate  vicini- 
ty of  the  3  86  schools  of  Los  Angeles,  and 
the  churches  acknowledge  that  they  have 
no  rights  which  the  liquor  traffic  is  com- 
pelled to  respect. 

:;■  ::-  si- 
Trinity  church,  on  lower  Broadway, 
landlord  over  $5  0,000,000  worth  of 
New  York  property,  has  granted  permis- 
sion for  a  tenant  to  establish  a  public 
bar  in  one  of  its  buildings  six  blocks 
from    the   church. 

Federal  Alcohol  Administrator  Joseph 
H.  Choate  states:  "Bootlegging  has  in- 
creased one  hundredfold  since  repeal  of 
prohibition."  This  is  a  contradiction  of 
the  claim  that  repeal  would  mean  the 
doom  of  the  bootleggers. 

Attorney  General  Homer  S.  Cummings 
declared  that  if  liquor  law  violations, 
prosecutions,  and  convictions  keep  in- 
creasing "we  will  have  to  go  to  Congress 
for   more  Federal  prisons." 

After  300  years  Massachusetts  plans  to 
right  the  injustice  that  she  did  to  Roger 
Williams.  Arriving  in  Boston  with  his 
young  wife,  Mary,  Williams  became  a 
teacher  in  the  church  at  Salem.  He 
aroused  the  antagonism  of  the  authori- 
ties. It  was  charged  that  he  held  heretical 
beliefs.  In  163  5  the  sentence  of  banish- 
ment was  pronounced.  When  he  learned 
that  he  was  to  be  arrested  he  fled  to 
what  is  now  Rhode  Island.  He  obtained  a 
royal  charter  for  the  Providence  Plan- 
tations. All  of  these  years  the  sentence 
of  banishment  remained  against  him.  In 
the  week  of  January  19-2  5  a  committee 
of  the  Massachusetts  Legislature  voted 
unanimously  to  extend  a  pardon  to  Roger 
Williams.  There  is  every  assurance  that 
the  bill  will  be  passed. 

— The  Watchman-Examiner. 


In  South  America  there  is  a  "cow- 
tree"  which  gives  a  rich,  creamy  milk 
containing  all  the  properties  of  our  com- 
mon milk.  To  obtain  it,  the  natives  cut 
a  branch  of  the  tree,  and  from  the  open 
cut  the  milk  pours  forth,  filling  the  pails 
and  containers  which  the  natives  bring. 
During  two  months  of  the  year  the  tree 
gives  forth  nothing,  but  the  rest  of  the 
year  finds  it  a  bountiful  provider  of  the 
precious  fluid.  Truly,  nature  is  marvel- 
ous!— The  Youth?  Visitor. 

Sea  of  Galilee  Has  Odd 
Characteristics 

"The  Sea  of  Galilee,  held  sacred  by 
Christians  because  of  its  associations  with 
the  life  of  Christ,  presents  a  strange  se- 
ries of  characteristics  considerably'  at 
odds  with  what  might  be  expected,"  says 
The  Washington  Star.  The  sea  lie?  626 
feet  below  sea  level,  yet  the  water  is 
sweet.  It  is  fed  by  the  red,  turbid  Jor- 
dan River,  yet  it  is  as  clear  as  crystal. 
Into  its  waters  go  the  products  of  many 
warm  springs  around  it,  yet  the  water 
of  Galilee  is  always  cool. — Selected. 

It  is  estimated  that  insects  destroy  one- 
tenth  to  one-fifth  of  everything  man 
tries  to  grow.  In  addition,  insects  damage 
all  sorts  of  stored  food  and  other  ma- 
terials. 

■it     ■'■:    -5.' 

It  does  not  require  one  with  prophetic 
insight  to  see  that  Hitler  as  soon  as  he 
can  organize  an  army  sufficient  to  take 
command  of  the  situation,  regardless  of 
what  the  people  think,  will  declare  him- 
self absolute  monarch. 

If  he  had  the  military  power  at  hand 
that  Emperor  William  had  in  1914  per- 
haps the  attack  upon  some  other  person 
would  be  as  sudden.  But  he  is  now  lack- 
ing in  military  power.  Hitler  will  not, 
therefore,  strike  just  at  this  time,  but 
will  prepare,  hoping  that  some  nation 
may  attack  him  and  thereby  heal  the  di- 
visions that  exist  because  many  brave 
spirits  are  unwilling  to  sell  their  souls  to 
a  dictator  who   shows   signs   of   madness. 


The  Lighted    Pathway 
a  Gift 


as 


Why  not  send  the  Lighted  Path- 
way as  a  Christmas  gift  to  some  of 
your  friends?  The  Lighted  Path- 
way would  be  a  most  acceptable 
gift  and  you  may  be  sure  that  dur- 
ing the  coming  year  your  friends 
will  be  enjoying  the  good  inspira- 
tion that  you  are  enjoying.  A 
Christmas  gift  that  comes  twelve 
times  a  year. 
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ZHelps  for  tempted  and  ^ried 


But  a  Little  While 

Just  a  few  days — and  our  tears  will  have 

ended; 
Just  a  few  hours — and  our  task  will  be 
done; 
Yet  still  hear  them  calling, 
From  darkness  appalling, 
While  we  rest  in  the  light     of  a  setting 
sun. 

Just  a  few  days — and  the     gifts     we've 

withholden, 
Just  a  few  hours — and  the  call  we  refuse 
Will  rust  on  forever 
Or  return  to  us  never, 
And  Eternity's  crown  we  no  longer  may 
choose. 

Just  a  few  days — and  then  nought  will 

avail  us, 
The  thought  of  the  crown  that  we  might 
yet  have  won; 
And  ah!  what  the  sorrow 
If  we  miss  on  the  morrow 
Our  share  in  that  joy,  when  He  whispers, 
"Well  done!" 

Just  a  few  days — O  Lord,  strengthen  our 

courage; 
Just   a    few    moments — to      publish   Thy 
Name. 
In  our  weakness  enfold  us, 
Through  darkness  uphold  us, 
"Till  He  Come,"  make  us  faithful  Thy 
love  to  proclaim. — Selected. 

"The  Voice  of  the  Cloud" 

"And  a  voice  came  out  of  the  cloud, 
saying,  This  is  my  beloved  Son:  hear 
him,"  Mark  9:7. 

So  often  we  fear  the  clouds  as  they 
sweep  over  our  pathway.  We  fear  the 
heavy  winds,  rain,  thunder  and  lightning. 
We  begin  to  look  for  the  storm  pit  that 
we  might  hide  away  from  the  storm. 
We  seem  to  forget  that  God  is  the  Mas- 
ter of  the  storm  and  that  He  rides  on 
the  clouds  and  that  we  are  safe  in  Him 
whether  in  the  storm  or  calm. 

Let's  look  back  at  God's  Word  for  a 
glimpse  of  the  clouds  there.  We  find  in 
Exodus  the  pillar  of  the  cloud  which  led 
the  children  of  Israel  by  day  as  they 
marched  from  Egypt  to  Canaan,  a  sym- 
bol of  God's  presence,  (the  Holy  Ghost). 
Then  the  cloud  filled  the  tabernacle  of 
the  congregation  in  the  wilderness  and 
the  people  could  not  enter.  But  God  spoke 
out  of  the  cloud  to  Moses  for  the  people. 
Yes,  there  were  thunderings  and  thick 
darkness  as  the  Scripture  tells  us,  but 
out  of  it  all  there  was  the  voice  of  God. 
Then  when   Moses   went  up     on  Mount 


Sinai  we  find  that  he  was  there  forty 
days  and  nights  with  God.  During  that 
time  God  wrote  the  ten  commandments 
and  gave  them  to  Moses.  The  people  in 
the  camp  could  see  the  black  cloud  and 
lightnings  and  were  afraid,  but  Moses 
was  in  the  midst  of  it  on  the  mountain 
top  with  God.  Yes,  Moses  was  afraid  to 
enter  the  cloud  until  he  heard  the  voice 
of  God  calling  unto  him  to  enter  therein; 
but  the  close  communion  he  had  with 
God  on  that  mountain  put  a  light  in  his 
soul  that  caused  his  face  to  shine  with  the 
look  upon  it  until  he  covered  it  with  a 
veil.     Even  though  Moses  was  afraid  at 

Special   Notice   to   State 
Y.P.E.  Superintendents 

Some  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  state  super- 
intendents have  been  making  in- 
quiry about  winning  the  Y.  P.  E. 
banner  for  next  year.  Recently  the 
undersigned  met  and  outlined  a 
plan  for  this  purpose.  Here  it  is: 

1st.  Greatest  increase  in  member- 
ship. 

2nd.  Lighted  Pathway  circula- 
tion in  proportion  to  Church  mem- 
bership. Either  subscription  o: 
Gideons. 

3rd.  Faithfulness  in  reporting  to 
state  superintendent. 

Remember  the  banner  will  be 
awarded  to  the  state  making  the 
best  report  on  the  above  points. 

(Signed)    J.  H.  Walker 
R.  P.  Johnson 
E.  J.  Boehmer 
S.  W.  Latimer 
Alda  B.  Harrison 

first,  he  found  God  on  the  mount  and 
heard  His  voice  from  the  cloud. 

Then  we  find  in  our  lesson  tonight 
that  Jesus  took  Peter,  James  and  John 
and  went  up  on  the  mountain  and  as 
Jesus  was  transfigured  before  them,  a 
bright  cloud  overshadowed  them  and  a 
voice  came  out  of  the  cloud,  saying, 
"This  is  my  beloved  Son:  hear  him." 
The  disciples  were  afraid  to  enter  the 
cloud  and  fell  to  the  ground  in  fear,  but 
they  heard  the  voice  of  God  as  He  spoke 
to  them  declaring  that  Jesus  was  the  Son 
of  God  and  commanding  them  to  hear 
the  words  of  Jesus. 

Today  so  many  of  us  are  afraid  of  the 


storm  clouds  as  they  draw  near  to  us  and 
seek  refuge  under  some  earthly  shelter. 
When  grief,  sorrow,  loss,  discouragement, 
sickness,  sorrow  and  testings  of  all  kinds 
come  sweeping  over  us,  we  seek  to  avoid 
them,  forgetting  that  the  voice  of  God 
is  in  the  cloud;  forgetting  that  if  we 
enter  into  the  cloud  He  has  sent,  we  shall 
receive  not  showers  of  rain,  but  a  down- 
pour of  the  power  of  God,  something  that 
will  cause  our  faces  to  shine  and  will 
bless  the  whole  of  our  future  lives. 

If  Moses  had  refused  to  obey  when  God 
called  him  to  the  mount,  his  face  would 
never  have  shone  with  the  glory  of  God. 
If  we  fail  to  enter  the  clouds  God  sends 
to  us  in  this  life,  we  will  not  hear  the 
voice  of  God  there  nor  have  His  light  in 
our  countenances.  But  when  we  enter  the 
cloud  in  obedience  to  God,  we  not  only 
hear  Him  say  to  us,  "This  is  my  beloved 
Son,"  but  we  hear  Him  say,  "Thou  art 
my  beloved  child,  I  am  pleased  with  thy 
obedience."  The  clouds  of  sorrow  bear 
the  voice  of  the  Comforter;  the  clouds 
of  distress  carry  the  haven  of  rest  for 
those  who  are  distressed;  the  clouds  of 
trials  are  filled  with  the  strength  of  the 
Almighty  One. 

So  brother,  sister,  when  the  storm 
clouds  begin  to  hover  around  us,  let's  re- 
member He  is  Master  of  the  clouds 
and  of  the  storm.  It  is  there  we 
see  the  glory  of  God  and  receive  that 
glory  into  our  very  beings.  And  as  the 
rain  clouds  give  rain  to  the  thirsting 
earth,  so  the  clouds  in  our  lives  bring  the 
rain  of  the  Spirit,  the  Comforter,  who 
lives  within  us.  Let's  not  fear  the  clouds 
again. — Esther  Holland,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

God's  Presence 

If  God's  people  had  eyes  to  discern 
that  inheritance  which  is  their  surest 
possession,  they  would  know  that  always 
when  life's  crises  are  most  acute,  when 
life's  experiences  are  darkest,  the  lumi- 
nous presence  of  the  Invisible  One  shines 
most  brightly  and  clearly.  When  light 
falls  upon  the  path  and  the  goings  of 
life's  journeys  are  all  present,  He  may 
withdraw  Flimself  into  the  shadows.  It  is 
comforting  to  know  that  He  manifests 
Himself  according  to  our  need.  His  arm 
is  ready  for  us  to  lean  upon  in  the  hard 
places.  When  our  souls  are  being  tried 
with  the  dangers  of  the  untried  way,  He 
is  within  calling  distance.  This  assurance 
is  voiced  on  every  page  of  the  Living 
Word.  "As  I  have  been  with  my  servants 
of  old,  so  will  I  be  with  thee." — J.  C. 
Massee,  D.  D. 

Tomorrow  you  have  no  business  with. 
You  steal  if  you  touch  tomorrow.  It  is 
God's.  Every  day  has  in  it  enough  to  keep 
any  man  occupied  without  concerning 
himself  with  the  things  beyond. — Beecher 
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The  Satisfying  Christ 

(Continued  from  page   10 J 
and  even   despair  grip      multitudes     who 
have  sought  for  the  secret  of  joy  in  the 
"will-o-the-wisps"    of   the    world,   or    the 
false  lights  of  counterfeit  faiths. 

And  yet  it  is  to  all  sucn  that  the  di- 
vine Word  is  spoken,  "He  satisfieth  the 
longing  soul,  the  hungry  soul  he  filJtth 
witn  good." 

Here  is  a  "himm  document"  from  a 
London  business  gu'i:  "My  hfe  is  fixed 
on  pleasure,  and  the  more  enjoyment  I 
have,  the  more  I  want.  Oh,  if  you  knew 
the  restless  longing  for  quietness  and 
peace.  1  canr.ot  understand  myself,  for 
all  the  enjoyment  I  have  only  ieaves  an 
emptier  and  a  more  aching  void  than  be- 
fore, and  yet  I  cannn  stop.  Somehow 
I  think  my  life  is  like  a  jester.  At  the 
theatre  the  other  evening  I  was  voted  the 
merriest  of  the  party,  but  was  1?  I  can 
laugh  and  be  merry  when  1  like,  but 
underneath  I  carry  an  aching  heart,  and 
no  one  knows  but  that  I  am  as  light- 
hearted  as  I  look." 

Is  this  an  exception?  Would  to  God  it 
were!  But  in  a  pleasure-seeking  age,  such 
as  this,  multitudes  are  "restless  in  the 
fretful  rapids  of  frantic  and  nerve-sap- 
ping frivolity." 

One  of  our  best  known  young  novel- 
ists writes,  "I  want  to  be  happy,  is  the 
cry,  or  rather  the  complaint  of  my  gen- 
eration at  large,  and  it  is  a  complaint  be- 
cause it  is  too  much  of  a  truism  to  need 
repeating  here  that  real  happiness  cannot 
be  bought  with  a  tin  of  petrol,  or  a  dance 
hall,  or  a  cinema  ticket.  It  must  be  born 
of  internal  resources  in  the  first  place, 
and  the  curse  of  my  generation  is  that  we 
have  grown  up  to  complete  extroverts — 
thanks  to  the  cheap  lure  of  canned  pleas- 
ures,— who  despise  the  life  of  the  Spirit, 
and  in  consequence,  are  terrified  of  noth- 
ing except  solitude." 

But  not  only  is  it  the  devotee  of  the 
world's  gaiety  who  has  an  aching  heart. 
How  many  have  gone  out  into  life  with 
high  hopes,  only  to  have  them  shat- 
tered? Their  castles  in  the  air  have  top- 
pled about  their  ears,  leaving  them 
stunned  and  broken.  On  every  hand  one 
finds  hearts  that  are  aching. 

With  divorce  ever  on  the  increase  as  it 
is  today,  illicit  love,  and  unfaithfulness 
to  the  marriage  tie,  is  it  any  wonder  that 
the  sun  has  gone  out  in  so  many  lives? 

Who  can  satisfy  such  aching  hearts? 
Listen  again:  "If  any  man  thirst,  let  him 
come  unto  me  and  drink."  And  again, 
"He  that  followeth  me  shall  not  walk  in 
darkness  but  shall  have  the  light  of  life." 

Christ  looks  out  upon  the  sum  total  of 
the  world's  heartache,  and  makes  this 
stupendous  claim,  "The  water  that  I 
shall  give  him  shall  be  in  him  a  well  of 
water  springing  up  into  everlasting  life." 
(John    4:14.) 


A  Jewish  rabbi  once  wrote  to  a  friend 
who  had  introduced  him  to  the  One  who 
had  met  his  need,  "How  can  I  ever  thank 
you  enough  for  having  opened  to  me  the 
Book  of  books.  In  my  heart  I  can  now 
drink  deep  from  its  inexhaustible  well, 
and  my  soul  is  daily  refreshed.  My  new 
faith  is  bright  and  has  laughter  in  it  be- 
cause in  Jesus  I  have  found  not  only  a 
Savior,  but  a  Friend.  My  mouth  is  filled 
with  laughter,  and  my  soul  with  joy. 
Hitherto  I  had  religion  without  joy,  and 
love  without  emotion.  Christ  unsealed  the 
fountain  of  my  heart,  and  He  has  made 
me  glad." 

"There  were  strange  soul  depths 
Restless,  broad  and  deep, 

An   infinite   craving 

For   an   infinite   stilling. 

But  now  Thy  perfect  love 
Is   perfect   filling, 

Lord  Jesus,  Thou  art  enough  for  me." 

James'  Opportunity 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

disciples  to  give  to  the  multitude.  And 
they  did  all  eat  and  were  filled." 

"That  was  what  our  teacher  told  us. 
And  she  wanted  us  to  watch  for  a  chance 
to  help  somebody  as  this  little  boy  did. 
Next  Sunday  we  are  to  tell  her  if  we 
had  a  chance." 

"You'll  find  a  chance,"  encouraged 
grandpa.   "You  help  me  sometimes." 

"But  I  think  teacher  meant  someone 
who  didn't  live  in  the  family,"  objected 
James. 

It  was  Tuesday  afternoon  and  James, 
coming  in  from  school,  said  to  Grandpa 
a  bit  dolefully,  "I  haven't  had  a  chance 
to  help  anybody." 

"You  might  go  down  to  the  office  and 
see  if  there  is  any  mail  for  me.  That  will 
be  helping  someone,"  said  grandpa. 

James  ran  happily  along  the  walk.  All 
at  once  he  stood  still  for  a  little  girl  who 
was  sitting  on  the  walk  was  crying.  As 
James  came  nearer  she  looked  up  and 
said,  "I  lost  the  money.  Grandma  said  I 
should  hand  the  money  and  the  package 
to  the  man  in  the  post  office." 

James  looked  around  but  could  not 
find  the  money.  "Come  with  me,"  he 
said,  "I  am  going  to  the  post  office." 

All  at  once  he  thought,  "This  is 
my  chance,  if  I  have  money  enough  to 
pay  for  the  postage.  I'll  be  helping  this 
little   girl." 

A  few  moments  later  he  was  standing 
on  tiptoe  handing  the  package  to  the 
postmaster  and  waiting  for  it  to  be 
weighed. 

Presently  the  postmaster  said,  "Jus: 
nine  cents,   sir." 

"I've  got  that  much,"  declared  James 
looking  in   his  little  pocketbook. 

The  little  girl  had  stopped  crying  and 
was  eagerly  watching  the  boy  who  had 
offered   to  help  her.   "It  is  all  right,"  he 


said. 

The  latter  part  of  the  week  Grandma 
Stacey  who  lived  across  the  street  called 
to  James  and  asked  him  to  bring  her 
mail.  When  he  came  back  he  handed  her 
a  letter  and  stopped  to  play  with  Sport, 
the  collie. 

Presently  Grandma  Stacey  chuckled 
and    said.    "I    wonder    who    found    it." 

"Who  found  what?''  asked  James. 

"Why,  the  money.  You  see,  I  gave  my 
little  granddaughter  a  dime  and  a  pack- 
age to  mail.  When  she  came  home  she  said 
she  had  lost  the  money  but  a  boy  had 
mailed  it  for  her.  I  suppose  the  boy 
found  the  money  afterwards.  I've  just 
had  a  letter  from  my  grandson  and  he 
says  he  received  the  package.  It  was  a 
present  for  him." 

"Then  it  must  have  been  your  little 
granddaughter  who  was  crying  because 
she  had  lost  the  money.  I  gave  the  post- 
master enough  to  send  it  on.  Now  I  must 
hurry   home  to  tell  grandpa.   He  said  I'd 

find  a  chance  to  help  somebody." 
»   ■—   » 

New  Gideons 

1.  Rebecca  Hamby,  Miami,  Fla. 

2.  Mrs.  J.  D.  Clayton,  Greenville,  S. 
C. 

3.  L.   H.   Alford,   Lakeland,   Fla. 

4.  Mrs.  Georgia  Earls,  Cherokee,  S.    C. 

5.  Loraine   McGuire,   Lynchburg,   Va. 

6.  Lillian    Bennett,    Naples,    Fla. 

7.  J.  H.  Quinton,  Sr.,  Lexington,  S.  C. 

s.  c. 

3.  Edith  Brous,  Pans,  Tex. 

9.  Bernice  Schubert,  LaFayette,  Ga. 

10.  Mrs.  J.  D.  Wilson,  Middletown,  O. 

11.  Edna  Kensinger,  Johnstown,  Pa. 

12.  E.  W.  Salmon,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

13.  Sarah  Clayton,  Blairs   Mills,   Pa. 

14.  Virginia  Johnson,  Denton,  Md. 

15.  Charlie  Walker,  Daisv,  Tenn. 

16.  Bonnie  Burdett,  Woodruff,  S.  C. 

17.  Mattie  Payne,  Houston,  Texas. 

18.  H.   E.  Sells,  Richmond,  Va. 

19.  Mrs.  Bessie  Hensley,  Whitwell,  Tenn. 

20.  Mrs.  J.  W.  Green,  Switzer,  W.     Va. 

21.  Ira  Cloor,  Claysburg,  Pa. 

2  2.  Pau'ine  Judson,  Cairo,  Ga. 

23.  Beulah   Wolf,   Paxton,  Ind. 

24.  Mrs.  Lincoln  Pyle,  Markleysburg, 
Pa. 

2  5.  G.  T.  Wihon,  Lando,  S.  C. 

26.  Hazel  Lyons,  Arcadia,  Fla. 

27.  Mrs.  W.  F.  Owens,  Seneca,  S.  C. 

28.  Mrs.  Bertha  Carter,  Hatriesburg, 
Miss. 

29.  Sylvia  Bancy,  Daisy,  Tenn. 

3  0.  Agnes  Lee,  Rt.    1,  Juniper,  Ga. 

31.  Mrs.  K.  E.  Cobb,  Garrison,  W.  Va. 

32.  James  W.  Moore,  Greenville,  S.  C. 

To  h"  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirty 
days.  Whrn  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  he  one 
of  'he  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THB 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  th.s  year? 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


Father's  Advice 

My  dad  and  I,  long  years  ago, 

were  walking  down  the  street, 
When  suddenly  a  little  dog  came 

yelping   'round  our  feet; 
He  snapped  and  snarled     so  viciously — 

that  angry  little  pup 
Appeared  to  me  as  though  he 

thought  he  could  eat  us  up. 
I  turned  and  threw  stones  at 

him  which  always  missed  the  mark, 
But  when  I  tried  to  drive  him  off 

the  louder  he  would  bark. 

"Now,  son"   father  said  to  me, 

"just  plod  along  your  way, 
Don't  turn  your  head  for  yelping  dogs, 

remember  what   I  say: 
It  takes  a  dog  to  fight  a  dog, 

Post  that  above  your  shelf; 
When  canines  come  and  snarl  at 

you  don't  be  a  dog  yourself. 
And  later  when   you're   older 

grown,  and  petty  men  attack, 
Don't  stoop  to  pick  up  stones, 

Don't  try  to  answer  back. 

"It's  a  very  ancient  dodge  these 

petty  minds  employ, 
They  say  the  gods  first  angry 

make  those  they  would  destroy; 
And  little  dogs   and   little   men 

Who  snarl  behind  your  back. 
Will  only  snarl  the  louder  if  you 

answer    their   attack; 
And  they'll  have  done  the  very 

thing  they  started  out  to  do 
If,  being  yellow  dogs  themselves, 

they  make  one  out  of  you." 

— Edgar  Guest. 

Tord  lay  some  soul  upon  my  heart, 
And  love  that  soul  through  me; 
[And  may  I  nobly  do  my  part 
|To  win  that  soul  through  thee. 

In  men  whom  men   condemn   as  ill 

I  find  so  much  of  goodness  still; 

In  men  whom  men  pronounce  divine 

I  find  so  much  of  sin  and  blot, 

I  hesitate  to  draw  the  line 

Between  the  two  where  God  has  not. 

— Josquin  Miller. 

Wisdom  is  knowing  what  to  do  next, 

Skill  is  knowing  how  to  do  it, 

Virtue  is  doing  it. — David  Starr  Jordan. 

When  in  Doubt  Sing 

Jean  Dwight  Franklin 
What's  matter?     Lost  your     grip  and  its 


spring? 
Can't  you  let  the  worry  slip,  do  a  thing 
That  will  make  the  world  less  blue? 
Perhaps  the  fault  is  only — you 
Hustle!  Find  a  lot  to  do! 
Try  to  sing! 

There  are   cheerful   words   to   say — don't 

be  dumb. 
Cares   to  ease  and  drive  away     as     they 

come; 
Perhaps  you're  buttoned  up  all  wrong, 
Set  things  right,  life  isn't  long; 
If  you  can't  contrive  a  song, 
You  can  hum. 

A   NEW  YEAR  THOUGHT 

The  Ways  of  God 

Across  the  world  in  every  place 

A  winding  network  runs 
Like  some  vast,  tangled  web  of  lace 

Stretched  out  between  the  suns. 
Though  rough,  or  smooth,  or  high 
or  low, 

North,  south,  or  east,  or  west, 
Of  all  the  ways  that  we  may  go, 

The  ways  of  God  are  best. 
They  may  not  wind      where  foun- 
tains play, 

Or  castles  lift  in  air; 
They   may  not   touch   the      garden 

gay, 

Nor  pierce  the  valley  fair; 
Yet,   straight   and   narrow      though 
they  be, 
Their  goals  are  always  best. 


Who    chooses    them    some    day    wi 
see 


The  ways  of  God  are  best. — Sel 

If  God  Forgot 

If  God  forgot  the  world  for  just  one  day, 
Then  little  children  would  not  laugh  and 

play; 
Birds   would   not   in   the   leafy   woodlands 

sing, 
And  roses  would  not  beautify  the  spring 
No  gentle  showers   throughout   the  sum- 
mer long, 
No  autumn  fields  to  cheer  the  heart  with 

song, 
No  rising  sun,  no  moon  to  give  its  light, 
No  placid  lake  reflect  the  stars  of  night. 
No  friend  to  help  us  on  the  toilsome  road, 
No  one  to  help  us  bear  the  heavy  load. 
No  light  to  shine  upon  the  pilgrim  way, 
No  one  to  care,  or  wipe  the  tear  away. 
No  listening  ear  to  hear  the  lost  one 
call, 


No  eye  to  see  the  righteous  battler  fall. 
No  balm  of  Gilead  to  dull  the  throbbing 

pain, 
No  one  to  comfort  and  the  heart  sustain. 
Millions  would  die  in  unforgiven  sin, 
With  none  to  bring  the  lost  and  straying 

in; 
Yea,    this    great    universe      would      melt 

away, 
If  God   forgot    the   world      for  just   one 

day. 
God  will  not  forget.  Therefore  trust  the 
God  who  cares. — Sel. 

The  Critic 

A  little  seed  lay  in  the  ground, 

And  soon  began  to  sprout; 
"Now  which  of  all  the  flowers  around," 

It  mused,  "shall  I  come  out?'' 

"The  lily's  face  is  fair  and  proud 

But   just  a   trifle   cold; 
The  rose  I  think  is  rather  loud 

And  then  its  fashion's  old. 

"The   violet,  it  is  very  well, 
But   not   a   flower   I'd   choose, 

Nor  yet  the  canterbury  bell — 
I   never  cared   for  blues." 

And  so  it   criticized  each   flower, 

This   supercilious   seed; 
Until  it   woke  one  summer  hour 

And  found  itself  a  weed. 

I  Would  Be  True 

I  would  be  true,  for  there  are  those  who 
trust  me; 
I  would   be  pure,    for   there   are   those 
who  care; 
I  would  be  strong,  for  there  is  much  to 
suffer; 
I  would  be  brave,  for  there  is  much  to 
dare. 
I    would    be   friend    of    all — the    foe — the 
friendless; 
I  would  be  giving  and  forget  the  gift: 
I    would    be   humble,      for    I      know   my 
weakness; 
I  would  look  up — and  laugh — and  love 
— and  lift. — Howard  Arnold  Walter 

Vr     *     * 

SUNSHINE 

Somewhere  on  the  great  world  the  sun 
is  always  shining  and  just  so  sure  as  vou 
live,  it  will  sometime  shine  on  you.  The 
dear  God  has  made  it  so.  There  is  so  much 
sunshine  we  must  all  have  our  share. 


My  business  is  not  to  remake  myself,  but 
to  make  the  absolute  best  of  what  God 
made. — Robert  Browning. 


If   you   have   knowledge,      let      others 
light  their  candles  by  it. — Thomas  Fuller. 


Forget  thyself  and  all  thy  woes, 
Put   out  each   feverish  light; 

The  stars  are  watching  overhead; 

Sleep  sweet.  Good  night!  Good  night! 
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The  Bible,  a  Special,  Divine 
Revelation 

v Continued   from   page    16) 

It  is  the  Bible  that  tells  us  what  we 
are.  If  the  Bible  isn't  true  we  may  not 
be  men  and  women,  we  may  be  horses 
and  horses  may  be  men,  etc.  Further- 
more if  we  reject  the  Bible  we  must  ad- 
mit that  we  know  little,  if  indeed  any- 
thing, about  God,  creation,  man's  origin, 
purpose  and  destiny,  the  cause  of  sin  and 
the  way  of  salvation.  The  door  of  the 
future  is  shut  down  against  us  and  we 
beat  upon  it  in  vain.  In  other  words,  we 
would  not  know  why  we  were  here.  One 
man  has  called  it  a  riddle.  To  those  great 
or  small  who  reject  the  Bible  it  is  indeed 
a  great  riddle  why  we  are  here;  but  to 
those  boys  and  girls  who  know  the 
principles  of  Christianity  it  is  very  sim- 
ple. 

The  Bible  teaches  us  the  way  of  salva- 
tion, we  pay  the  price  and  get  just  what 
it  said  we  would  get.  It  teaches  morality. 
See  Gen.  4:6,  7;  6:1-6.  Why  Noah  was 
saved.  Gen.  7:1;  Isa.  5:20;  Ps.  89:14; 
48;  10.  It  commands  uprightness.  See  Ps. 
1:6;  Prov.  10:7;  Micah  6:8;  Isa.  1:16,  17. 

For  its  relevancy  to  human  need, 
notice  the  following  scriptures:  Ps.  42: 
1,   2.   It   satisfies. 

1.  It  satisfies  man's  longing. 

2.  It  gives  assurance  of  communion 
with  a  living  God. 

3.  It  complements  man's  conscious 
weakness.  In  other  words  it  supplies  a 
deficiency,  John  3:3;  Phil.  4:13;  2  Cor. 
12:9.  The  human  race  that  has  been  left 
in  the  same  sad,  depraved  condition  by 
all  other*  religions  has  been  brought  out 
by  the  religion  of  the  Bible.  1  John  5 : 
4,  5. 

4.  It  gives  positive  assurance  of  truth. 
John   7:17;    8:32;    14:6;    1   John    5:10. 

5.  It  holds  true  in  early  loss,  con- 
trition, bereavement  and  death  whether 
of  ourselves  or  loved  ones.  John  14:1-3; 
Rom.  8:28;  2  Cor.  4:17;  Heb.  12:11;  1 
Cor.    15:25. 

6.  It  promises  a  solution  to  all  prob- 
lems. There  are  problems  that  perplex  us 
but  wc  will  know  more  about  them  in 
the  future.  John  13:7;  1  Cor.  13:12. 
While  the  Bible  offers  something  in  fu- 
ture life,  infidelity  offers  nothing  but  a 
leap  into  the  dark.  How  different;  Bible 
lovers  have  no  chance  to  take,  for  if  it 
be  not  true  there  is  nothing  to  lose  and 
if  it  be  true  it  means  everything  to  us. 
Oh!  I'm  so  glad  and  thankful  that  I  be- 
lieve  the  Bible,  aren't  you? 

7.  It  meets  the  desire  to  be  right  with 
God.  In  nearly  all  religions  and  ages  sac- 
rifices have  been  offered  to  appease  the 
anger  of  God  or  to  find  favor  with  God. 
Even  the  heathen  men,  regardless  of  their 
superstition,      realize   that      they     cannot 


within  themselves.  Ps.  22:29;  Ps.  49:7b, 
and  therefore  have  endeavored  to  find 
something  for  substitution.  It  is  found 
only  in  Jesus,  who  came  in  the  form,  of 
sinful  flesh  and  took  upon  Himself  the 
cause  of  a  violated  law;  though  not 
violated  by  Him.  One  man  could  not 
offer  to  die  for  another  for  he  had  to 
die  for  himself  since  he  was  also  a  trans- 
gressor. But  Jesus,  who  was  entirely  in- 
nocent, came  and  died  in  our  stead.  Oh! 
glory  to  God.  God  could  condescend 
from  His  standard  of  holiness  and  say 
forgive  them  but  He  sent  Jesus  and 
through  Him  made  it  possible  to  redeem 
us  back  to  Himself  and  yet  retain  His 
standard.  Rom.  5:1;  2  Cor.  5:18,  19; 
Heb.   2:17;   1  John  4:10. 

8.  It  meets  the  desire  for  inner  purity. 
Ps.   51:7,  etc. 

9.  Finally  it  conceals  the  fear  of  death. 
The  apostles  died  without  fear.  Many  in 
our  day  have  died  shouting,  rejoicing  and 
talking  in  tongues.  They  had  no  fear  of 
death.  Why?  They  believed  and  trusted 
in  the  God  of  the  Bible.  Jesus  said  He 
would  be  with  His  own  to  the  end.  He 
has  proven  it  over  and  over  again. 

As  we  face  death  we  can  realize  that 
good  nights  here  mean  good  morning 
over  there;  for  "death  is  swallowed  up 
of  victory,"  and  Christ  hath  brought 
life  and  immorality  to  light  through  th; 
Gospel.  2  Tim.  1:10;  John  14:1-3. 
Notice  what  Paul  thought  about  it.  2 
Cor.  5:1;  Acts  2:32;  1  Cor.  15:53-55; 
1   Pet.    1:3-5;   Rev.   2:10;   21:22-27. 

While  you  have  heard  of  doubters  try- 
ing to  repent  when  they  came  to  die, 
you  have  never  heard  of  one  repenting 
over  believing.  The  good  old  Bible  is  a 
"Special    Divine    Revelation." 

May  I  say  in  conclusion  that  I  don't 
think  it  possible  for  a  book  that  was  man- 
made  to  have  the  glorious  and  lasting  ef- 
fect that  the  Bible  has  which  has  been 
opposed  from  the  very  beginning  and  it 
is  the  same  as  when  it  started.  Since  it 
has  been  proven  to  be  of  such  untold 
eternal  value  in  the  past  to  all  who 
trusted  its  sacred  contents,  I  feel  safe  in 
saying  with  Job  of  old,  "Though  he  slay 
me,  yet  will  I  trust  in  him,"  Job  13:15b. 

EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

and  broken.  Let  us  try  to  say  nice  things 
along  the  way.  Let  us  give  some  flowers 
to  those  we  travel  with  along  the  way. 

Then  let  us  forgive  these  who  do  us 
wrong.  The  greatest  need  in  our  lives  is 
a  forgiving  spirit.  Of  course,  as  long  as 
we  live  we  will  have  our  hurts  and  some- 
times these  hurts  come  from  the  very 
ones  we  expected  encouragement  and 
sympathy  from,  but  the  most  miserable 
persons  in  the  world  are  the  people  who 
go  around   holding  grudges.  These  things 


cannot  be  in  our  hearts  and  the  sweet 
presence  of  the  Holy  Spirit  at  the  same 
time.  We  cannot  have  the  unity  of  the 
spirit  in  our  churches  that  we  need  to 
bring  success  and  victory  in  the  salva- 
tion of  souls  as  long  as  these  things  exist. 
Then  if  we  know  someone  who  holds  a 
grudge  against  us,  let  us  go  to  them  and 
do  our  best  to  make  it  up.  Many  times 
our  grudges  come  through  misunder- 
standings and  a  little  talk  together  will 
fix  it  up.  Then  a  little  talk  with  Jesus 
will  help  you  to  forget. 

What  the  New  Year  will  bring  to  us 
of  sorrows  and  joys  we  do  not  know,  but 
the  main  thing  is  to  resolve  in  our 
hearts  to  go  through  by  God's  help. 

As  my  parting  New  Year  thought  to 
you  may  I  write  a  verse  of  that  wonder- 
ful song  we  used  to  sing  so  much, 

Gold  holds  the  future  in  His  bands, 
And  every  heart  He  understands; 
Oin  Him  depend,  He  is  your  friend, 
God  holds  the  future  in  His  hands. 

Fourteen  Mistakes  of  Life 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

11.  To  consider  everything  impossible 
that  we  cannot  perform. 

12.  To  believe  only  what  our  own  fi- 
nite  minds   can   grasp. 

13.  To  expect  to  be  able  to  understand 
everything. 

14.  To  live  for  time  alone,  when  any 
moment  may  launch  us  into  eternity. — 
Selected. 

Sorrowful  Yet  Rejoices 

The  Apostle  said,  "Sorrowful,  yet  al- 
ways rejoicing." 

The  saint  of  God  is  made  sorrowful 
over  the  backsliding  and  indifference  of 
the  Church,  but  rejoices  over  God's  won- 
derful  keeping  power. 

The  saint  may  be  sorrowful  because  of 
a  betrayed  friendship,  but  rejoices  be- 
cause he  has  found  "a  Friend  that  stick- 
eth  closer  than  a  brother." 

The  saint  is  sorrowful  because  of  the 
multitudes  who  are  on  the  broad  way 
that  leads  to  destruction,  but  he  rejoices 
"over  one  sinner  that  repenteth." 

The  saint  is  sorrowful  when  friends, 
and  loved  ones  pass  away,  but  rejoices 
over  the  fact  that  there  is  a  "house  not 
made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens." 

This  fruit  of  the  Spirit  is  what  the 
early  Christians  had  when  they  took  joy- 
fully the  spoiling  of  their  goods,  and 
when  they  rejoiced  under  severe  perse- 
cution, because  they  were  "counted 
worthy  to  suffer"  for  Jesus'  sake. 

There  is  no  defeat  except  from  within. 
There  is  really  no  insurmountable  barrier 
save  your  own  inherent  weakness  of  pur- 
pose.— Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


Dedicated  To 


The  Church  of  God  Young  People's  Endeavor 


Vol.  9 


FEBRUARY,  1938 


No.  2 


?     JESUS     THE    LIGHT    OF    THE    WORLD     * 


8 


8 


8 


8 


y  Father  Knows 


By  Rev.  Campbell  Coyle,  D.  D. 

My  Father  knoivs   what  is  best  for  me;  and  so  come  good  or  ill, 

I'll  walk  with  Him,  and  trust  in  Him,  as  I  climb  life's  rugged  hill. 
Though  the  way  be  rough,  and  chasms  yaivn,  and  dark,  clouds  fill  the  sky, 

I'll  count  all  things  good  that  come  to  me,  as  each  day  passes  by. 
I  dare  not  choose  the  way  to  go,  for  I  know  not  what  is  best, 

So  by  my  side,  and  my  hand  in  His,  I'll  leave  to  Him  the  rest. 
The  way  grows  clearer  as  I  go,  for  I  see  the  glow  of  dawn, 

And  all  will  be  well  with  me,  I  know,  a  little  farther  on. 

My  Father  knows  what  is  best  for  me;  and  I  will  trust  in  Him, 

And  walk  in  the  way  that  He  appoints,  though  oft  the  way  is  dim. 
The  way  may  lead  where  the  roses  grow,  or  through  some  desert  drear, 

Where  parched  with  thirst  the  hot  sands  are,  and  never  a  flotv'r  to  cheer; 
Or  it  may  lead  into  mountain  heights,  ivhere  tall  pine  banners  wave, 

Or  to  some  quiet  and  sacred  spot  beside  a  dear  one's  grave — 
It  matters  not;  I  will  walk  with  Him,  and  trust  me  to  His  care; 

For  knowing  so  well  my  Father's  heart,  I'll  go  ivith  Him  anywhere. 


>««3=»J=S=^^PW:»J=0^^ 


'Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:105 
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Alda  B.  Harrison,  Editor 
Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

I  have  just  come  from  the  secret  cham- 
ber where  I  have  been  having  a  little  talk 
with  Jesus  or  a  trysting  time  with  Him. 
I  was  working  on  the  paper  and  such  a 
heaviness  came  over  me.  I  couldn't  work 
so  I  decided  it  was  a  call  to  prayer.  I 
wondered  if  some  loved  one  of  mine  was 
in  trouble  or  some  saint  of  God  some- 
where needed  prayer.  I  didn't  seem  to  get 
the  victory  and  then  I  decided  I'd  praise 
the  Lord.  As  I  praised  Him  and  told  Him 
that  I  loved  Him,  He  brought  these 
words  to  my  mind,  "Lovest  thou  me?" 
"Feed  my  sheep."  And  as  I  send  out  my 
paper  each  month  that  is  my  aim.  I  want 
to  be  able  to  supply  the  need  of  hungry- 
hearts.  A  little  talk  with  Jesus  is  the  on- 
ly way  to  satisfy  our  own  hearts  or  the 
hearts  of  others.  Not  only  a  little  talk 
with  Him  but  He  wants  us  to  praise 
Him,  to  adore  Him.  Real  praise  to  God 
always  brings  the  victory.  Just  forget  self 
and  adore  Him. 

Thou  art  my  all! 

I  love  Thee  more 
Than  aught  besides. 

I  Thee  adore. 

Thou  art  my  all, 

On  earth   below. 
Lead  Thou  me  on, 

Thy  will  to  know. 

Thou  will't  be  all, 

In  Heav'n  above. 
My  very  life, 

My  truest  love. 

If  your  heart  is  heavy  try  this  recipe 
and  see,  but  remember  lip  praise  alone 
will  not  bring  results.  It  must  be  a  praise 


from  your  innermost  being.  Sometimes 
lip  praise  brings  the  heart  praise.  God's 
Word  tells  us  to  offer  the  sacrifice  of 
praise.  Sometimes  when  our  hearts  are 
heavy  and  we  feel  that  the  world  has  for- 
saken us,  try  the  lip  praise  and  enumerate 
the  many  blessings  God  is  daily  handing 
down  to  you,  and  soon  the  heart  praise 
and   adoration   comes      for   the   One   who 

E 

B      The  Christ  of   Common 

Folks 

By  George  T.  Liddell 

I  love  the  name  of  Christ  the  Lord, 

the  Man  of  Galilee, 
Because  He  came  to  live  and  toil 

among  the  likes  of  me. 
Let    others    sing    the      praises    of    a 

mighty  King  of  kings; 
I  love  the  Christ  of  common  folks, 

the  Lord  of  common  things. 

The  beggars  and  the  feeble  ones, 

the  poor  and  sick  and  blind, 
The  wayward  and  the  tempted  ones, 

were  those  He  loved  to  find; 
He  lived  with  them  to  help  them, 

like  a  brother  and  a  friend, 
Or  like  some  wandering  workman 

finding  things  to  mend. 

I  know  my  Lord  is  still  my  kind  of 

folks  to  this  good  day; 
I   know   because  He  never   fails   to 

hear  me  when  I  pray. 
He  loves  the  people  that  He  finds 

in  narrow,  dingy  streets, 
And   brings   a   word  of   comfort  to 

the  weary  one  He  meets. 

My  job  is  just  a  poor  man's  job, 

my  home  is  just  a  shack, 
But  on  my  humble  residence  He 

has  never  turned  His  back. 
Let  others  sing  their     praises     to  a 

mighty  King  of  kings; 
I  love  the  Christ  of  common  folks, 

the  Lord  of  common  things. 

gives  us  every  good  and  perfect  gift  and 
then  you  can  feel  that  sweet  fellowship 
that  brings  the  victory. 

The  sweetest  thing  in  the  world  is  the 
sweet  fellowship  that  exists  between  that 
pure,  sweet  bride  and  her  bridegroom; 
that  boy  and  girl  that  are  truly  God- 
mated,  whose  marriage  has  been  planned 
of  God.  But  notice  how  quickly  the  faces 
of  these  two  will  be  saddened  if  they  do 
not  continue  to  praise  each  other.  The 
little  loving  caresses  and  words  of  praise 
that  used  to  be  heard  are  heard  no  more. 


Of  course,  it  makes  heavy  hearts.  No 
doubt  they  still  love  each  other  but  the 
cares  of  the  home,  the  responsibilities  of 
life  are  getting  heavy  and  they  forget. 
So  it  is  with  Christ  who  is  our  bride- 
groom. We  get  so  heavily  laden  with  the 
cares  of  this  life  until  we  fail  to  praise 
Him.  Oh,  the  blessings  He  gives  us  and 
we  accept  them  from  His  hand  and  fail 
to  express  our  appreciation  so  often.  Then 
if  our  Christ  who  is  divine  enjoys  being 
praised,  why  is  it  strange  that  we,  who 
are  human,  like  to  be  praised  also?  It  is  a 
dull  life  for  those  who  have  no  one  to 
praise  them  occasionally.  Yes,  it  is;  but 
there  are  thousands  in  the  world  just  like 
that — many  who  are  bearing  their  bur- 
dens and  loads  of  care  without  a  mur- 
mur but  are  hungering  and  thirsting  after 
just  a  word  of  praise. 

I  remember  when  I  was  a  girl  a  doctor 
made  this  remark  about  a  certain  girl, 
"She  has  the  sweetest  face  I  ever  saw." 
That  girl  was  not  just  what  she  felt  she 
should  be  as  a  Christian,  but  this  remark 
was  the  turning  point  in  her  life.  Just  a 
little  word  of  praise.  Yes,  praise  and  ap- 
preciation is  the  food  many  souls  are 
starving  for.  The  good  letters  you  have 
written  me  have  fed  my  soul  and  sus- 
tained me  through  the  years  of  service  for 
you.  Had  it  not  been  for  them  I  would 
have  laid  down  the  burden.  I  call  it  a 
burden  for  that  is  what  it  would  have 
been  had  it  not  been  for  your  words  of 
appreciation,  but  your  words  of  apprecia- 
tion have  turned  my  work  into  a  joyous 
privilege  and  so  it  is  with  every  human 
being  on  the  face  of  the  earth. 

Many  a  sad,  discouraged  soul  could  be 
saved  from  a  fit  of  despondency  and  self- 
destruction  by  a  word  of  praise.  This 
brings  to  my  mind  a  story  of  an  old 
man  who  was  on  the  verge  of  suicide.  A 
woman  spoke  to  him  in  a  sympathetic 
voice,  "Please  don't  do  that."  He  told  her 
no  one  cared,  but  she  assured  him  she  did 
and  then  told  him  of  the  Christ  of  Cal- 
vary who  cared.  He  afterward  gave  his 
life  to  Christ  and  became  a  captain  in  the 
Salvation  Army.  Just  a  word  of  sympathy 
did  the  work. 

Many  people  are  in  the  world  today 
just  like  this,  with  no  one  to  associate 
with,  no  one  to  encourage  them.  Some  are 
lying  on  beds  of  affliction  with  no  ten- 
der care. 

John  B.  Gough,  our  world's  greatest 
temperance  lecturer,  was  once  a  drunkard 
with  no  one  to  care.  One  day  some  one 
passed  him  and  said,  "Good  morning,  Mr. 
Gough."  He  said,  "If  that  person  will 
stoop  to  call  me  Mr.  Gough  then  I'm  go- 
ing to  be  worthy."  And  so  he  became  a 
(Continued   on    page    21) 
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SYNOPSIS 

In  the  dead  hours  of  nighc  Charles  Ludlow 
secretly  steals  away  from  the  happy  Christian 
home  of  his  childhood.  He  had  drifted  further 
and  further  into  sin  and  his  sweetheart,  a  beau- 
tiful Christian  girl  named  Viana  Harvey,  in- 
formed him  earlier  in  the  evening  that  their 
close    friendship    must    cease. 

With  the  decision  to  reform  and  lift  the 
disgrace  he  has  brought  on  those  whom  he  loves 
dearest,  he  boards  the  train  for  Chicago,  where 
hj  obtains  work  as  a  grocery  clerk.  He  reforms 
and  saves  his  money  for  a  while,  but  is  soon 
back    in    the   old   whirl   of   sin. 

On:  evening  he  meets  Judith  Delver,  who  is 
mor.'  beautiful  in  body  than  of  soul.  After  a 
whirlwind  courtship  they  are  married. 

Then  housekeeping  begins,  Judith  proves  to  be 
slothful,  selfish,  and  extravagant.  Charles  cooks 
his  own  breakfast,  buys  his  lunch  and  dines  out 
with  her  each  evening.  He  soon  becomes  manager 
of  the  small  grocery  store.  A  year  passes  and 
on  Charles'  twenty-first  birthday  a  son  is  born 
into  the  home.  Judith  ignores  the  baby.  Charles 
names  him  Stephen,  after  his  own  father  and  the 
New    Testament    hero    of    that    name. 

To  Charles'  disappointment  Judith  soon  be- 
gins leaving  the  infant  in  a  day  nursery  near- 
by, Charles  caring  for  him  each  night  while  she 
attends   gay   social   functions. 

Three  years  elapse.  Judith  buys  a  car  with:ut 
consulting  Charles.  He  refuses  to  pay  for  it,  or 
teach    her   to  drive. 

She  keeps  the  car,  having  the  salesman  teach 
her  to  manage  it.  Suddenly  her  body  is  stricken 
and  she  lives  only  a  short  time.  Thinking  she 
will  recover,  she  refuses  to  make  peace  with  God. 
She  realizes  her  need  too  late,  and  while  dying, 
whispers.  "All  is  lost,"  then,  "Oh!  it  is  so  dark!  ' 
as  she  slips  out  into  eternity,  unprepared. 

Charles    was    saddened,    his    past    life    of    sin  "Say,  kid,  what's  yer  name?  I've  been 

haunted  him,  and  he  felt  that  had  he  only  known  ^cgL\\m'    yfJU    ^d    'cause    I    never    knOWed 
God,     Judith    might    have    been    spared    or    saved  >•  j    c        l  l  L         I,  J 

ill-  yer  name,      said   rreckles,   when   he   and 

through    his    prayers.  '  '  ' 

After    the    funeral,    the    unfriendly    mother-in-        Stephen   Started   OUt   On   their  second   day  S 
law    coolly    advised    Charles    to    place    Stephen    in       work   in   the  paper  selling   business, 
an    orphanage,    which    he   has    already    decided    not  „My    name    ^    Stephen    and    t    wish    yQ1J 

"six    years    had    passed    since    Charles    left    his       would  Call  me  Stephen.  I  don't   like   to  be 
home    in    Elm    Point.    His    sister,    Elizabeth,    had       called  kid.  My  papa  said  that  people  ought 


church,  where  one  evening  he  is  wonderfully  con- 
verted at  an  old-fashioned  altar  after  a  touching 
sermon.  The  next  day,  alone  with  God  amidst 
boxes  and  barrels  in  the  store,  he  was  gloriously 
sanctified.  At  home  that  evening  he  reads  a  Bib'e 
story  to  little  Stephen,  telling  him  of  his  own 
mistake  in  not  accepting  Christ  in  his  childhood. 
Stephen  retires  and  Charles  prepares  to  write  a 
letter  home,  preparatory  to  leaving  for  there  one 
week  later. 

Finishing  the  letter,  Charles  decided  not  to 
mail  it  until  two  days  before  leaving,  and  tucked 
it  away  in  the  lining  of  the  old  suitcase  he  was 
planning  to  use  on  the  homeward  journey.  The 
evening  of  the  next  day  as  he  and  Stephen 
hurried  to  board  the  car  for  their  weekly  trip  to 
a  park,  a  bootlegger's  car  got  out  from  un  .er 
control  of  the  driver  as  he  was  fleeing  from 
tho  law,  and  at  a  terrific  speed  crashed  into 
Charles,  throwing  him  thirty  feet.  It  missed 
Stephen,  and  unhurt,  he  ran  to  his  unconscious 
father's  s  dc,  crying  and  begging  him  to  speak. 
A  policeman  was  summoned,  a  crowd  gathered  and 
Charles  regained  consciousness  for  a  moment.  He 
kissed  little  Stephen,  tried  to  tell  him  where  to 
find  the  letter  he  had  written,  whispered  the 
name,  "Elm  Point,  Elm  Point."  and  paused,  say- 
ing, "Stephen  dear,  meet  papa  in  heaven,  good- 
bye," and  passed  away  with  a  beautiful  smile  on 
his    face.    Stephen    was    heartbroken. 

A  neighbor,  called  old  Tim  by  the  people  of 
th:  community,  took  full  charge  of  the  funeral 
and  befriended  the  little  orphan  boy,  though  a 
vile  sinner.  Soon  he  disappeared,  and  when  litt'e 
Stephen  was  in  desperate  and  destitute  circum- 
stances, a  new  friend  in  the  person  of  Freckles, 
a  newsboy,  arrives  and  introduces  him  to  a 
profession  which  proves  a  means  of  livelihood; 
namely,    selling    papers. 


finished  college  and  married  Viana  Harvey's  broth 
er,  Theodore.  Their  home  was  blessed  with  a 
sweet  little  daughter,  Grace.  Viana  had  also  met 
a  young  ministerial  student  in  college.  Finally 
they  were  married,  and  to  them  was  born  a  little 
girl,  Joy  Louisa,  who  was  the  image  of  her 
mother.  Charles'  parents  were  always  busy  doing 
deeds  of  kindness  and  charity,  and  longing  to 
hear  from  their  prodigal  son,  hoping  some  day 
he  would   return. 

Charles    knew   nothing   of   the   changes    back   at 


not  to  call  children  kids.  He  never  called 
me  kid,  he  always  called  me  Stephen." 

"Stephen — Stephen,"  Freckles  repeated 
slowly,  "Well,  that  sounds  all  right  but 
when  I  can't  think  of  that  high  soundin' 
name  then  I  'spect  I'll  be  callin'  you  kid 
fer  short — well,  we'll  git  'long  'bout 
ther  names;  everybody  calls  me  Freckles. 
I  guess  it's  'cause  of  the  brown  spots  on 


home.  But  his  heart  yearned  to  take  his  son  and 

return   to   his   mother   and    father   and    the    friend:  my    nose    en    all      round    On    my    face,    but 

of    hi:;    childhood.    Contemplating    this    he    soon  that  ain't  really  my  name.  My  'nitials  is 

saves     three     hundred     dollars.       Suddenly     little  ^   same    as   jQjln   D     Rockefeller.    I   wish 

Stephen   becomes   ill   and   is    rushed   to   the   hospi-  ,.  U   >j         11  t   U      T>     t>  „„u„•f„1l„.- 
, '     ,       ,              ,       ,              „i     !,„,.„,„„„  \-t.  Mom  shed  cal    me   John  U.  Kockeieller, 

tal.   After   hanging   for   three   months   between   lite  ^  •» 

and   death,   he   recovers.   However,   the   savings    are  'cause    you  See   I'm   gonna   be   a    millionaire 

spent    and    Charles    is    in    debt,    though    overjoyed  some   day.   I   hain't   a-WOrkin'   SO  hard      fer 

at    his    son's    recovery.  nuthin'  " 

Having   fully   decided   to   return    to   his    father's  .      ,  ,  ,  r       i 

home,  where  little  Stephen,   who  has   no  recol-  F°r  several  days  the  two  boys  worked 

lections  of  his   own  mother,   may   have   the   loving  together    and    divided     the    profits;     llOW- 

care  of   his   grandmother,   Charles   remembers   that  eVer,  SOOn  Stephen  took  his  place  as  One  of 

in   his  only   letter  written   home   since   leaving,   he  ^  ,        newsboys,    and    it   Was   "up   to 

promised   to   become   a   Christian   before   returning.  ,  i  jii  •  I  J 

He  begins  taking  Stephen  to  Sunday  School  and  him     as  Freckles  told  him,  to  make  good. 


Just  when  he  was  getting  somewhat 
accustomed  to  his  work,  Stephen  had  an- 
other sad  experience.  It  was  at  this  time 
one  evening,  when  he  was  unusually 
weary  and  had  not  yet  eaten  his  scanty 
evening  meal,  that  the  landlord,  uninvit- 
ed, stepped  into  the  house  and  informed 
him  that  he  must  move  out  of  the  house 
in  which  he  and  his  father  had  always 
lived  and  which  he  now  called  home. 

For  almost  nine  years  Stephen's  father 
had,  without  once  being  a  day  late,  each 
month  mailed  a  check  for  the  rent  to  the 
landlord.  When  for  the  first  time  the 
check  failed  to  arrive  the  landlord  was 
not  at  all  uneasy,  however  when  a  whole 
month  had  shipped  away  and  no  check  had 
come,  he  came  to  inquire  regarding  the 
cause  of  delay.  He  had  learned  of  the 
death  of  Charles  from  one  of  the  neigh- 
bors before  he  entered  the  house  to  speak 
to  Stephen. 

Stephen  did  not  know  that  the  house 
in  which  he  lived  belonged  to  another 
and  that  he  should  have  paid  rent.  It 
frightened  him  when  he  was  told  that  he 
must  move,  but  he  felt  somewhat  re- 
lieved when  the  landlord  gave  consent  for 
him  to  move  into  the  shack  on  the  alley 
where  old  Tim  had  been  living. 

As  soon  as  the  landlord  had  taken  his 
leave  Stephen  went  out  to  look  at  the 
shack  and  found  it  very  dirty.  He  cleaned 
it  to  the  best  of  his  ability.  That  night, 
lying  on  the  floor  near  his  father's  desk, 
Stephen  again  wept  until  slumber 
brought   rest   to  his  aching  heart. 

Old  Tim  had  sold  much  of  the  Ludlow 
furniture  that  had  real  value  and  had 
spent  the  money  to  purchase  liquor. 
Stephen  moved  his  own  and  what  Tim 
had  left  of  his  father's  clothing,  a  few 
chairs,  a  small  table  and  a  rug.  He  was 
not  able  to  move  heavy  furniture  and  be- 
sides, there  was  not  room  in  the  shack 
for  many  pieces. 

Soon  a  man  and  woman  entered  the 
door  who  announced  themselves  as,  "the 
Browns  who  have  rented  the  house." 
From  all  appearance  they  were  of  the 
same  shiftless  class  of  people  who  were 
now  occupying  most  of  the  houses  in  the 
neighborhood 

When  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brown  discovered 
that  the  furniture  had  not  all  been  re- 
moved they  spoke  very  unkindly  to  little 
Stephen;  however,  when  they  drew  from 
him  the  sad  story  of  his  father's  sudden 
death  they  spoke  a  little  more  kindly. 

"But,  little  boy,"  said  Mrs.  Brown,  "is 
your  mother  dead  also?" 

"No,  ma'am,  I  have  never  had  no 
mother,"  Stephen  answered  sadly,  again 
wondering  why  everyone  asked  that 
question.  Mrs.  Brown  smiled  sarcastically, 
saying  as  she  turned  away  and  went  into 
the  other  room,  "You're  the  first  kid  that 
I  have  ever  seen  who  never  had  a  mother." 
(Continued  on  page  8) 
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Children's  Bible  Lesson 

Subject,  "WEBS" 

Children,  what  is  this  picture  that  I 
am  making  on  the  blackboard?  "Fence!" 
Yes,  and  this  is  the  ground  that  the 
fence  stands  on.  But  what  is  this  that  I 
am  drawing — in  the  corner  of  the  fence? 
"Spider's  web!"  Yes,  and  do  you  see  that 
little  black  (white)  spot  in  the  middle? 
What  do  you  think  that  is?  "Spider!" 
How  many  of  you  can  see  a  horrid,  big 
spider  there,  just  waiting  for  some  poor 
fly? 

What  arc  webs  for? 

What  do  the  flies  do  when  they  get 
caught?  (Buzz — struggle — try  to  get 
out.) 

What  do  the  spiders  do?  (Bit'em! 
eat'em  up!)  Oh,  but  before  that?  Sup- 
pose its  a  big  fly,  or  a  wasp,  and  the 
spider  doesn't  dare  touch  him  at  first? 
(Spins  threads  around  him,  wraps  up  one 
wing,  then  the  other,  ties  down  one  foot 
then  the  other — then  kills  him,  "eats 
him  up.") 

Suppose  the  fly  touches  only  one  foot 
to  the  web?  Couldn't  he  fly  right  away 
again?    (Web  sticks.) 

Children,  are  there  any  webs  in  your 
houses?  Maybe  not  spiders'  webs  but 
worse  than  that?  Webs  that  it  will  take 
more  than  a  broom  to  sweep  down?  I'll 
write  on  the  board  the  names  of  some 
other  webs,  sticky  things  that  catch  chil- 
dren, and  men,  and  women  too,  some- 
times, and  you  tell  me  if  you  have  ever 
seen  any  of  them  around  your  house. 

Here  is  one: 


THE— "l-didn't-think"— WEB 

Story  of  the  little  boy  who  frightened 
his  little  sister  nearly  to  death  because 
he  "didn't  think,"  or  some  other  story  to 
make  this  real. 

Here's   another: 
THE — "l-don't-want-to"— WEB 

Ask   children   if    they   ever   get   caught 
m   this  web,  when  mama     says,     "Com; 
Johnnie,  it's   time   to  get   up,   begin  your 
lessons,  run  on   that  errand,"  etc. 
THE— "By-and-by"— WEB 

This  is  the  worst  of  all.  Mama  says, 
"Do  this,  Annie."  Annie  says,  "By-and- 
by."  And  not  only  when  mama  speaks  but 
when  Jesus  speaks,  Satan  tries  to  tie  Ui 
up  in  this  web.  Jesus  says:  "Come  to  me 
now,  deai  child.  Give  your  heart  to  me 
now."  Child  says,  "By-and-by." 

Does  a  fly  ever  get  out  of  a  spider's 
web  when  once  in?  Not  very  often,  but 
sometimes  when  I  see  a  poor  fly  caught 
and  buzzing  and  struggling  to  get  free, 
and  the  cruel  spider  so  near  to  finish 
binding  up  and  killing  it,  I  take  my  fin- 
ger and  tear  down  the  net,  the  spider  runs 
away  and  the  poor  fly  goes  free.  Just  so, 
only  always,  when  Jesus  hears  us  pray  to 
Him,  He  breaks  the  sticky  webs  of  Satan 
and   sets  our   souls   free. 

Spiders  have  these  big  webs  made  all 
at  once  to  catch  the  fly  in,  but  Satan  can 
only  spin  his  web  around  us,  one  thread 
at  a  time,  and  he  can't  even  do  that  un- 
less we  let  him.  I  wish  Charlie  would 
come  to  me  and  let  me  put  this  thread 
around  his  wrists  once.  Now  see  if  you 
can  break  it.  Oh,  how  easily  it  snapped! 
This  shows  how  easy  it  is  for  children 
who  haven't  said  "By-and-by"  so  many 
times  to  Jesus,  to  break  thru  and  come  to 
Him.  But  now  let  me  wind  the  thread 
around  Charlie's  wrists  several  times. 
This  is  the  way  it  will  be  with  us  if  we 
grow  up  without  giving  our  hearts  to 
Jesus.  Satan  has  bound  a  great  many 
folks  just  this  way.  Boys  and  girls,  is  he 
binding  any  of  you?  Last  winter  Jesus 
said,  "Come!"  but  perhaps  you  said  "By- 
and-by!"  Then  again  He  said,  "Come!" 
and  again  you  said  "By-and-by!"  And 
again,  and  again!  (Leader,  wind  thread 
about  the  boy's  hands  once  for  everv 
"by-and-by.")  Now,  Charlie,  see  if  you 
can  break  the  threads.  You  can't  do  it. 
They  cut  into  your  hands  and  hurt  you, 
but  you  can't  break  them.  How  dread- 
ful it  would  be  if  vou  could  never  get 
them  off.  Hadn't  you  better  ask  me  to 
cut  them  for  you?  See  how  quickly  I  do 
it.  Now,  shall  we  let  Satan  bind  our  souls 
by    saying    "By-and-by,"       "By-and-by," 


any  more,  when  Jesus  calis  to  us?  And 
shall  we  not  ask  Jesus  to  break  the  bands 
already  around  us,  and  help  us  to  come  to 
Him  this  very  day?  Let  us  pray. 

Children's  Bible  Lesson 

Subject,  "THE  HAND" 

Call  attention  to  the  structure  and 
beauty  of  the  hand.  Bones  for  firmness, 
muscles  for  motion,  nails  to  protect  ends 
of  fingers,  veins  to  carry  blood,  rounded 
forms  for  beauty.  Show  how  it  might 
have  looked.  (Make  hand  and  cut  off 
ends  of  fingers.)  Then  call  a  child  to  the 
board,  and  carefully  mark  around  his  lit- 
tle hand   to  show  how  it  does  look. 

The  hand  is  a  part  of  our  wealth.  How 
much  would  you  take  for  your  right 
hand?  Your  left?  Why,  we  are  rich! 

What  is  the  hand  good  for?  Playing 
a  cup,  a  shovel,  a  pointer,  washing  dishes, 
sweeping  floors,  etc.  (Children  give  these 
and  other  answers.) 

But  we  will  use  one  of  our  hands  to- 
day for  something  different  from  all  this. 
Will  you  repeat  with  me: 

"I'm   going  to   use   my  two  little  bands, 
To  help  me  remember  the  Savior's  com- 
mands." 

I  will  call  down  five  "Be's"  and  put 
them  on  the  end  of  our  fingers  so  we 
can  never  forget  them.  They  are  not  the 
stinging  bees.  If  you  were  to  put  five  of 
those  on  the  tips  of  your  fingers  I'm 
afraid  you'd  be  stung,  but  if  you  don't 
have  these  other  Be's  on  your  fingers  or 
in  your  hearts  you'll  surely  be  stung. 

Here's  a  Be  we'll  put  on  the  thumb. 
(Leader  may  draw  a  hand  on  the  board, 
or  use  the  outline  of  child's  hand  there, 
and  print  the  Be's  at  ends  of  fingers. 

1 .  Be  Obed/euf 

The  first  sin — perhaps  the  worst — is 
disobedience.  Adam,  Moses,  Saul,  are  ex- 
amples. 

2.  Be  True 

Easy  to  tell  untruth  with  forefinger, 
for  instance,  to  point  the  wrong  way. 

3.  Be  Gentle 

The  strongest  finger.  It  takes  strength 
to  be  gentle,  kind,  patient,  forgiving.  The 
gentle  boy  makes  the  gentle-man.  In 
England,  only  the  gentlemen  and  gentle- 
ladies  come  in  freely  to  the  royal  palace. 
So  God,  our  great  King,  will  let  only  the 
gentle  in  heart  come  into  the  heavenly 
palace. 

4.  Be  Pure 

"Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart,  for  they 
shall  sec  God."  If  the  heart  is  pure,     the 
lips  will  be  pure.  How  can  we  wash  our 
hearts?    1    John    1:7.    1.   C. 
">.  Be  Strong 

Smallest  finger.  Even  a  little  child  may 

be  "strong  in  the  Lord."  If  we  keep  this 

"Be''  on  the  little  finger,  it  will  be  strong 

enough  to  keep  all  the  rest  from  mischief. 

(Continued  on  page  21) 
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Thinking  Youth 

Frederick  P.  Wood 

Used  by  Permission  oj  the  Zondervan 

Publishing  House 

YOUTH  AND  THE  SIN 
PROBLEM 

Ex,-President  Coolidge,  who  was  known 
as  a  man  of  few  words,  on  returning  to 
the  White  House  from  church  one  Sun- 
day morning  was  greeted  by  his  wife 
with  the  question,  "Well!  what  was  the 
sermon  about?"  "Sin,"  said  her  husband. 
"What  did  he  say  about  it?"  said  she. 
"He  was  against  it,"  was  the  laconic  re- 
ply. 

If  I  can  get  the  readers  of  this  book 
to  be  against  sin,  it  will  not  have  been 
written  in  vain. 

In  the  window  of  a  secondhand  shop 
I  saw  one  day  a  wireless  set  going  cheap. 
It  was  marked  "slightly  soiled,  and 
greatly  reduced  in  value."  "Yes,"  I 
thought,  "and  how  many  young  lives  are 
'slightly  soiled,  and  greatly  reduced  in 
value' — because  of  sin?" 

WHAT  IS  SIN? 

Sin  is  very  much  minimized  today.  It 
is  looked  upon  by  many  as  a  misfortune 
which  cannot  be  helped, — a  thing  to  be 
deplored,  but  inevitable.  A  "constitu- 
tional weakness,"  a  "psychological  com- 
plex," an  "idiosyncrasy  of  individuality," 
or  a  "prenatal  predilection"  are  other 
high-sounding  phrases  for  sin  found  in 
books  and  on  the  lips  of  supposedly  cul- 
tured folk.  As  though  by  such  attempts 
in  the  use  of  verbal  "cosmetics"  anyone 
could  mask  its  ugly  face! 

The  truth  is  that  sin  is  a  black  foul 
reality  which  blights  and  curses  where- 
ever  it  goes.  Sin  is  the  plague  spot  on 
God's  earth.  It  has  left  its  dark  mark  on 
every  page  of  history.  It  is  as  infectious 
as  fever,  and  as  devastating  as  poison  gas. 
Sin  is  the  most  expensive  luxury  in  the 
world. 

Speaking  from  his  experience,  an  old 
Bailey  Judge  said  recently,  "The  greater 
part  of  the  serious  crime  of  this  country 
is  committed  by  youths  from  seventeen  to 
twenty-five  years  of  age,"  and  a  London 
magistrate  has  said,  "Modern  youth  may 
think  it  has  discovered  a  new  liberty,  but 
it  has  found  no  way  of  avoiding  the  old 
penalties." 

But  we  may  well  ask — "What  is  sin? 
Can  we  define  it?" 

It  is  very  common,  and  yet  the  com- 
mon things  are  often  those  of  which  we 
know  least.  Air,  electricity,  light,  and  life 


are  subjects  about  which  scientists  are 
often  puzzled.  They  tell  us  that  all  we 
know  of  them  is  a  mere  fraction  of  what 
they  are.  So  with  sin. 

Many  people  think  that  sin  is  just  vul- 
garity, such  as  drunkenness.  Others  think 
of  it  as  crime.  Would  they,  I  wonder, 
really  feel  guilty  of  sin  if  they  by  acci- 
dent overdrove  the  traffic  lights,  or  rode 
a  bicycle  at  night  minus  a  lamp? 
SCRIPTURAL  DEFINITION 

The  Bible  in  terse  and  simple  language 
says,  "All  unrighteousness  is  sin,"  1  John 
5:17.  That  is  pretty  sweeping  when  you 
think  of  it.  Sin  is  not  merely  the  thing 
which  is  utterly  wrong,  but  that  which 
is  not  perfectly  right, — white  lies  as  well 
as  black  ones,  the  omissions  as  well  as 
the  commissions,  the  deficiencies  as  well 
as  the  extravagances,  the  bad  thing  done 
with  a  good  object,  such  as  gambling  for 
charity,  as  well  as  the  good  thing  done 
with  a  bad  object,  viz.,  generosity  to 
church  funds  for  selfish  ends. 

Sin  is  a  question,  not  only  of  the  act, 
but  of  the  heart.  Pride,  envy,  jealousy, 
vanity,  greed,  hatred,  ingratitude,  im- 
purity, self-will  are  all  hidden  sins  within 
us,  long  before  they  reveal  themselves  in 
outward  acts.  With  penetrating  wisdom 
the  Book  says,  "The  thought  of  foolish- 
ness is  sin,"  Prov.  24:9,  and  our  Lord 
said  "Out  of  the  heart  come  forth  evil 
thoughts,  murders,  adulteries,  fornica- 
tions, thefts,  false  witness,  these 

defile  a  man,"  St.  Matt.   15:19. 

Mr.  Moody  the  great  evangelist  of  the 
past  generation,  once  said,  "If  a  man 
should  set  up  in  your  town  as  a  photog- 
rapher of  hearts,  he  wouldn't  have  any 
customers.'1  Sc,  sin  can  be  in  the  ambi- 
tions, desires,  affections  and  motives 
which  lie  hidden  in  our  hearts,  but  from 
which  all  our  actions  spring. 

The  fact  is — we  do  not  merely  com- 
mit sin,  we  are  sinners. 

A  small  boy  once  asked  a  friend  of 
mine,  "Please  sir,  do  I  commit  sins  be- 
cause I  am  a  sinner,  or  am  I  a  sinner  be- 
cause I  commit  sins?"  Was  he  stumped, 
as  the  small  boy  hoped?  No,  the  boy  had 
met  more  thin  his  match.  With  a  twinkle 
in  his  eye,  and  like  an  Irishman,  my 
friend  answered  by  asking  another  ques- 
tion, "Is  an  apple  tree  an  apple  tree  be- 
cause it  bears  apples,  or  does  it  bear 
apples  because  it  is  an  apple  tree?"  The 
application  is  obvious.  An  apple  tree  is 
an  apple  tree  even  if  sometimes  it  does  not 
bear  apples,  so  we  are  sinners  even  if  no 
outward  evidence  of  it  can  be  seen.  Sin 


is  in  our  very  nature. 

Someone  has  said  that  sin  is  what  you 
know  to  be  wrong  and  yet  do.  Here  again 
the  Bible  is  more  explicit.  It  goes  further, 
and  says  that  sin  is  what  you  know  to  be 
right  and  do  not.  "To  him  that  knoweth 
to  do  good,  and  doeth  it  not,  to  him  it  is 
sin,"   James   4:17. 

Many  think  that  sin  is  a  question  of 
ill-treating  your  fellowman.  Their  pet 
apology  is  "I'm  not  a  sinner.  I  never  do 
anybody  any  harm."  Once  again  God's 
Word  corrects  these  popular,  but  mis- 
taken ideas.  With  blunt  frankness  God 
says,  "Sin  is  lawlessness,"  1  John  3:4  R. 
V.  All  sin,  therefore,  is  primarily  an  of- 
fense against  God  Crime  is  an  act  against 
the  State.  Vice  is  an  act  against  your  fel- 
lowmen.  Sin  is  an  act  against  God.  The 
heart  of  all  sin  is  rebellion,  opposition 
and  insurrection  towards  God.  All  sin  is 
self-will.  The  capital  "I"  is  at  the  very 
centre  of  the  word  itself.  Sin  is  an  as- 
sault upon  God's  wisdom,  and  offense 
against  God's  holiness,  and  an  outrage 
upon  His  love. 

There  are  three  alternatives  in  the 
treatment  of  sin.  We  may  play  with  it, 
— camouflage  it, — or  confess  and  for- 
sake it. 

MOCKING  AT  SIN 

No  one  ever  played  with  sin  without 
sin  getting  the  better  of  him.  The  wise 
man  of  old  said,  "Fools  make  a  mock  at 
sin."  Prov.    14:9. 

In  some  circles  today  it  is  supposed  to 
be  clever,  even  cultured,  to  make  fun  of 
sin.  It  is  toyed  with,  played  with,  joked 
over,  and  made  a  subject  in  novels  for 
satire,  and  in  plays  for  comedv. 

You  know  the  "tough"  who  gloats  over 
his  gambling  winnings,  who  with  a  per- 
fect "sang  froid"  can  tell  the  foul  story, 
and  who  sneers  at  anyone  who  protests 
against  the  immoral  picture  or  play.  The 
"hard  boiled"  type  of  girl  is  not  uncom- 
mon— who  prides  herself  on  the  number 
of  cocktails  she  can  drink,  and  thinks  it 
"funny"  to  lie  and  get  away  with  it. 
She  considers  herself  smart — really  smart 
if  she  is  daringly  immodest  in  manner, 
habits  and  dress. 

Worse  still  there  is  the  young  man  who 
trifles  with  some  girl's  honor,  and  the 
girl  who  plays  fast  and  loses  with  some 
man's  passion. 

A  university  undergraduate  once  told 
me  that  on  returning  to  her  rooms  one 
Sunday  night  she  found  her  two  friends 
lying  helplessly  drunk.  In  the  morning 
they  explained  that  they  had  dared  each 
other  to  go  to  a  public  house  just  to  see 
what  it  felt  like  to  get  drunk.  "It  would 
be  rather  fun,"  they  said.  They  had  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  they  would  like  to 
enter  into  every  experience  of  life,  and 
"getting  drunk"  was  merely  one  of  them. 
Were  they  wholly  to  blame  for  such 
(Continued  on  page  10) 
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The  Modern  Mother  in  the 
Ideal  Home 

Mrs.  Maud  L.  Moser 

You  have  often  heard  that  the.  hand 
that  rocks  the  cradle  is  the  hand  that 
rules  the  world,  and  that  a  nation  can  not 
rise  higher  than  its  motherhood. 
"Mothers  are  the  links  that  bind  the  past 
and  future  of  mankind." 

The   ideal   home    is  one   where   God   is 
recognized   and      worshiped.      The      ideal 
mother  in  this  home  realizes  that — 
"A  partnership  with  God  is  motherhood, 

What  purity,  what  strength,  what  self- 
control, 
What  love,  what  wisdom,  should  belong 
to  her 

Who  helps  God      fashion   an   immortal 
soul." 

Motherhood  furnishes  the  incentive  to 
develop  every  faculty  to  its  highest  point; 
to  invest  every  talent  to  the  limit  of  its 
capacity;  to  practice  the:  cardinal  virtues 
daily.  We  are  a  queer  mixture  of  per- 
sonalities, all  rolled  into  one  person.  We 
lead  a  complex  life,  more  so  than  ever  in 
these  days  when  so  many  things  unknown 
to  our  grandmothers  are  factors  in  our 
daily  lives. 

The  mother  in  this  ideal  home  is  suc- 
cessful. In  order  to  be  successful,  she 
must  not  only  know,  but  be  able  to  dis- 
criminate and  eliminate.  It  seems  the 
modern  mother  should  know  about  every- 
thing— and  be  able  to  do  anything.  In  or- 
der to  accomplish  this,  she  ought  to  live 
at  least  200  years. 

This  is  not  so  impossible  as  it  sounds, 
when  we  consider  the  four  important 
phases  of  life.  We  read  that  Jesus  grew  in 
wisdom  and  stature,  and  in  favor  with 
God  and  man.  In  other  words,  He  de- 
veloped the  physical,  mental,  moral,  and 
spiritual  sides  of  life,  and  kept  perfect 
balance.  As  He  is  our  ideal  pattern,  we 
too  may  not  leave  any  one  of  these  un- 
developed; or  the  result  is  i  lop-sided 
structure — one  likely  to  fall. 

Take  the  physical  first.  Nature  has  en- 
dowed most  of  us  with  a  healthy  body  as 
a  birthright.  This  the  modern  mother  will 
learn,  obey  the  laws  of  health,  and  thus 
preserve  her  health  and  strength  for  fifty 
years,  or  more,  as  well  as  providing 
physical  well-being  for  her  children.  She 
is  too  busy — she  has  no  time  to  be  ill,  so 
these  laws  of  health  are  no  burden  to 
obey.  She  realizes  what  temperance  means 
to  her — and  applies  it  to  work,  rest,  recre- 
ation and  food. 

Her  own  life  equips  her     to     help  her 


child.  It  is  so  easy  to  drop  out  of  things 
that  would  keep  her  mental  alertness  es- 
pecially when  there  is  a  new  baby  in  the 
home.  This  tendency — a  by-product  of 
love  and  eagerness  to  give  up  anything  or 
everything  for  the  welfare  of  her  child — 
will  be  watched  closely  by  the  mother  of 
today.  She  knows  well,  that  in  a  very 
few  years  she  must  be  as  well  prepared 
to  respond  to  the  mental  needs  of  the 
child,  as  to  its  physical  needs  in  infancy. 
How  soon  she  learns  that  she  must  be 
able  to  change  her  trend  of  thought  al- 
most instantly;  one  moment  she  may  be 
required  to  soothe  a  bumped  baby;  the 
next  to  help  the  school  boy  find  the  prin- 
cipal export  of  Borneo;  or  to  answer  such 
questions  as:  "When  is  tomorrow?" 
"How  long  is  forever?"  and,  "When  was 
God  born?" 

More,  perhaps,  than  in  any  other  phase 
of  life,  is  she  the  real  companion  to  her 
child,  when  he  faces  the  moral  issues  of 
his  day.  From  his  early  years  he  has  ab- 
sorbed, unknown  to  him,  pure  and  high 
ideals,  clean  purposes  and  habits.  When 
learned  this  way — the  easiest  and  the 
most  effective,  his  morals  are  such  a  na- 
tural part  of  himself,  that  he  is  strong  to 
meet  temptations,  and  win,  where  many 
fall.  Another  important  factor  here,  that 
is  a  bulwark  of  safety,  is  the  knowledge 
of  the  mother's  perfect  trust.  We  like  to 
live  up  to  what  others  think  of  us — our 
mothers,  perhaps  most  of  all. 

While  the  child  is  growing  up  the 
mother  is  most  needed  as  a  comrade  and 
friend.  Few  pictures  are  so  satisfying  as 
those  of  mothers  and  daughters,  who  are 
friends  and  comrades.  Such  a  relation 
means  much  to  both  mother  and  daugh- 
ter. But  it  is  the  mother  who  must  under- 
stand, for  she  has  been  a  daughter;  she 
should  be  able  to  look  at  things  from  both 
viewpoints. 

She  wisely  studies  how  to  be  a  friend, 
a  comrade,  a  teacher,  a  critic,  and  con- 
fidante. To  keep  the  confidence  of  a 
child  is  often  a  hard  task.  It  seems  an 
abrupt  step  from  the  perfect  trust  of  the 
young  child,  to  the  complete  lack  of  it 
in  the  girl  approaching  womanhood. 

The  modern  mother  is  on  her  guard  to 
prevent  any  lapse  of  this  confidence. 

The  spiritual  life  of  the  modern  mother 
can  no  more  be  neglected  than  it  could 
in  grandmother's  time.  She  needs  to  know 
and  love  God,  she  needs  the  help  of  her 
Savior,  she  needs  to  feel  the  comfort  of 
the  Holy  Spirit,  time  after  time,  in  the 
course  of  a  busy  day.  She  needs  the  faith 


of  the  olden  days,  the  hope  of  youth,  con- 
fidence and  trust — and  to  believe  that 
"My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee"  was 
meant  for  her.  If  any  one  reeds  to  live 
close  to  God  it  is  the  modern  mother. 
She  can  easily  spend  fifty  years,  and  more, 
advantageously  in  her  spiritual  life,  as 
well  as  in  the  physical  or  mental. 

The  modern  mother  in  the  ideal  home 
is  a  patriot  both  as  to  appreciation  of  her 
country  and  respect  for  the  peoples     of 
other  lands.  She  thinks  thus: 
"If  the  soul  of  my  baby  had  happened  to 

stray, 
And  in  coming  from   heaven   had  lost 

the  right  way — 
Why,    she   might   have   been    born    under 

India's  skies, 
Or  in  Africa's  jungles  opened  her  eyes." 

Then  mother  love  turns  missionary — 
"Oh,  I  pray  as  my  child  to  my  bosom  I 

take, 
God  bless  all   the  children  for  my  child's 

dear  sake." 

She  is  a  Christian  pilgrim: 

"I  do  not  ask  for  lifted  load, 
Or  smooth  and  thornless  way. 

I  simply  pray  for  strength  to  bear 
The  burden  of  today. 

"Tomorrow's  load  may  never  need 

My  puny  arm  to  lend, 
Today  alone  I  need  thy  help, 

Today,  unto  the  end.'' 

In  summing  up  this  modern  mother, 
we  find  she  is  strong  physically,  mentally, 
morally   and  spiritually. 

She  is  a  patriotic  Christian  woman, 
whose  motherhood  means  sympathy  for 
children  everywhere.  She  realizes  that  the 
advent  of  each  child  changes  destiny.  She 
feels  her  responsibility  and  works  as  if  all 
depended  upon  her  labors.  She  trusts  all 
to  God,  for  she  knows  that — 

"You  can  glad  your  child,  or  grieve  it; 
You  can  trust  it  or  deceive  it. 
When  all's  done  'neath  God's  sun, 
You  can  only  love,  and  leave  it." 

How  Do  I  Know 

"How  do  you  know  you  are  a 
Christian?"  asked  a  workman.  "Mate," 
he  answered,  "how  do  I  know  I've  sugar 
in  my  tea?"  "Taste  and  see  that  the 
Lord  is  good"  (Psa.  34:8).  "One  thing 
I  know,  that,  whereas  I  was  blind,  now 
I   see"    (John   9:25).— Glad  Tidings. 

Beware  of  Detours 

The  straight  and  narrow  path  is  a 
rocky,  uphill  road,  but  it  gets  you  to 
the  City  of  Light  in  the  end.  The  detours 
along  the  way  look  pleasant,  but  they  are 
bordered  by  quicksands  and  they  all  lead 
downward.  Keep  on  the  posted  road  and 
beware  of  detours. — Nina  WHlis  Walter. 
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"I  DON'T  BELIEVE  IT" 

Henry  J.  Zelley,  D.  D. 

A  man  was  speeding  along  a  highway 
running  parallel  with  a  railroad  track.  A 
train  was  in  sight,  and  he  knew  there 
was  a  crossing  ahead,  but  determined  to 
reach  it  first  and  cross  ahead  of  the  en- 
gine. He  said:  "I  don't  believe  that  the 
engine  can  out-distance  and  reach  the 
crossing  first,"  so  he  stepped  on  the  gas. 
They  gathered  up  the  fragments  of  his 
mangled  body  and  buried  him. 

A  beautiful  young  woman  was  warned 
of  the  dangers  of  modern  dance,  but  re- 
plied: "I  don't  believe  it:  there  is  no 
harm  in  dancing.  I  like  the  thrill  I  get 
out  of  it.  1  enjoy  the  touch  of  a  warm 
hand  upon  my  exposed  flesh  and  to  feel 
the  embrace  of  a  strong  arm  around  my 
yielding  form."  The  inclined  plane  led 
downward  at  a  terrific  speed.  Betrayed, 
disgraced,  despised,  rejected  she  fell  from 
home  and  good  society,  to  dance  halls,  to 
brothel,  to  the  midnight  streets,  hospital, 
pest  house,  and  a  pauper's  grave. 

"The  talk  about  card  playing  being 
morally  injurious  is  all  nonsense  and  I 
don't  believe  it,"  the  young  man  said  and 
so  he  went  on  from  the  social  game  to 
stakes  of  gold,  as  perhaps  he  had  learned 
in  the  home,  and  became  a  hopeless 
gambler.  Why  hopeless?  Thieves,  mur- 
derers, seducers  and  harlots  are  frequently 
saved  from  their  sins,  but  a  gambler  rare- 
ly is.  A  gambler  can  throw  the  dice  for 
the  robe  of  the  Son  of  God  while  He 
hangs  dying  upon  the  "old  rugged  cross.'' 
One  night  inflamed  by  liquor  and  en- 
raged by  his  losses,  he  kills  a  man  and 
then — the  cell,  the  chair,  and  the  released 
lightning  hurls  his  soul  into  eternal 
blackness. 

The  woman  replied  in  the  same  man- 
ner and  insists  that  the  warning  against 
card  playing  is  foolishness,  and  adds:  "I 
don't  believe  it."  Infatuated  by  the  devil's 
tools  or  play  things,  her  home,  her  hus- 
band, her  undesired  babies  are  neglected, 
the  ceaseless  round  of  bridge  parties  are 
such  a  strain  upon  mental  and  moral  na- 
ture, frequently  dope  is  sought  to  recu- 
perate her  wasted  energies,  and  she  is 
doomed  —  almost  hopelessly  doomed. 
Nothing  but  the  power  of  an  Almighty 
God  can  avail  now,  and  that  is  only 
available  for  those  who  seek  Him.  If  He 


is  neglected,  the  road   may     be  short  to 
padded  cell  and  burial  vault. 

;j.      ;;.      *j. 

He  was  warned  of  the  peril  lurking 
in  the  intoxicating  cup,  but  said:  "I 
don't  believe  it.  I  need  its  stimulation 
and  it  promotes  good  fellowship."  It  may 
be  true  that  some  may  be  able  to  drink 
when  they  want  to,  and  leave  it  alone 
when  they  want  to.  But  the  tragedy  of  it 
is  that  "they  don't  want  to."  His  indul- 
gence leads  into  misery,  the  darkness  of 
a  Christless  night,  that  has  no  dawn 
ahead. 

::•    ::-     ss- 

Doubting  in  fact  never  changes  it. 
Whether  we  "believe  it  or  not,"  it  is  still 
true.  "Whatsoever  a  man  soweth,  that 
shall  he  also  reap,"  and  "Whosoever  will 
be  a  friend  of  the  age  is  the  enemy  of 
God."  — The  Wesleyan  Methodist. 

Became    a  Penniless  Orphan 

For  a  number  of  years  a  young  girl 
made  her  home  with  a  family  of  wealth 
and  influence.  She  enjoyed  all  the  privi- 
leges of  a  daughter  of  the  house,  and 
was  usually  looked  upon  as  such.  "Has 
Mr.  B.  adopted  you?"  she  was  frequently 
asked.  "No,"  she  would  reply,  "I've  never 
been  quite  willing  to  break  off  my  family 
connections.  Then,  there  isn't  any  use  in 
it.  I'm  as  well  off  as  I  am.  I  am  just  the 
same  as  a  daughter."  So  she  was  for  the 
time  being,  but  when  her  benefactor  died 
she  found  that  she  was  a  penniless  orphan. 
She  had  no  claim  to  an  inheritance. 

There  are  a  good  many  people  who  tel! 
us  that  they  are  just  as  good  as  the  chil- 
dren of  God,  though  they  have  never 
been  formally  adopted  into  His  family. 
They  forget  that  it  is  only  the  children 
who  are  heirs  of  God  and  joint-heirs  with 
Jesus  Christ. 

— The  Sunday  School  Banner. 

Prayer  is  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to 
heaven,  and  meditation  the  eye  wherewith 
we  see  God. — Sel. 

The  Privilege  of  Prayer 

The  privilege  of  prayer  to  me  is  one 
of  my  most  cherished  and  loved  posses- 
sions, because  faith  and  experience  alike 
convince  me  that  God  Himself  sees  and 
answers,  and  His  answers  I  never  venture 
to  criticize.  It  is  only  my  part  to  ask.  It 
is  entirely  His  to  give  or  withho'd,  as 
He  knows  what  is  best.  If  it  were  other- 
wise, I  should  not  dare  to  pray  at  all.  In 


the  quiet  of  home,  in  the  heart  of  life 
and  strife,  in  the  face  of  death,  the  privi- 
lege of  speech  with  God  is  inestimable.  I 
value  it  more  because  it  calls  for  noth- 
ing that  the  wayfaring  man,  though  a 
fool,  cannot  give — that  is,  the  simplest 
expression  to  his  simplest  desire.  When  I 
can  neither  see,  nor  hear,  nor  speak,  still 
I  can  pray  so  that  God  can  hear.  When 
I  finally  pass  through  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death  I  expect  to  pass  through 
it  in  conversation  with  Him. — H.  T. 
Grenfell. 

The  Christian's  Attitude 
Toward  Death 

It  is  said  that  one  of  the  Lusitania 
victims,  a  few  moments  before  the 
steamer  sank,  spoke  calmly  and  hopeful- 
ly to  those  about  him  in  words  worthy  of 
lasting  remembrance.  "Why  fear  death?" 
he  said.  "Death  is  the  most  beautiful  ad- 
venture in  life."  In  a  similar  mood  one 
recently  met  death  at  home,  in  far  dif- 
ferent circumstances.  Wasting  sickness 
had  done  its  work,  and  friends  could  not 
understand  how  the  sufferer  could  main.- 
tain  not  only  calm  fortitude,  but  a  kind 
of  radiant  and  joyous  look  not  to  be  ex- 
pected (they  thought)  from  one  who  had 
come  so  near  to  what  we  stupidly  call 
"the  end."  At  last  someone  lovingly 
voiced  the  feeling. 

"Oh,"  she  said  quickly,  "how  can  I 
help  it?  I  expect  great  things  of  death!" 

The  Christian  should  live  in  an  atti- 
tude of  eager  and  hopeful  expectancy.  St. 
Paul  did,  and  it  colored  all  his  earthly 
outlook.  Nothing  morbid  or  depressing 
could  exist  in  the  face  of  that  confident 
forecasting.  What  may  happen,  we  know 
not.  Only  the  vaguest  outlines  are  given. 
But  the  character  of  the  experiences  that 
await  us  is  positively  stated  —  wonder, 
joy,  satisfaction  are  some  of  the  elements. 
— Mrs.  A.   B.  Bryant. 

Where  to  Leave  an  Impression 

In  the  central  part  of  Ohio  there  is  a 
picturesque  mass  of  stone  and  soil  rising 
out  of  a  low,  level  stretch  of  land.  On 
Mount  Pleasant  stands  a  great  tree  upon 
which  generations  have  carved  their 
initials.  By  the  number  of  scars  on  the 
bark  of  this  old  sentinel  of  the  forest  it 
would  appear  that  the  desire  to  make  a 
mark  is  well-nigh  universal. 

"Do  not  carve  your  name  on  a  tree 
or  a  wall,"  a  wise  man  has  suggested. 
"Write  it  on  someone's  heart  by  a  deed 
of  kindness  or  love."  Marks  on  a  tree 
will  disappear  with  the  passing  of  time, 
but  impressions  made  on  the  heart  of  a 
child,  or  an  older  person,  will  remain 
when  time  shall  be  no  more.  Jesus  wrote 
nothing  so  far  as  we  know;  He  made  His 
impressions  on  the  hearts  of  His  hearers. 
— S.  S.  World. 


Page  8 


The    LIGHTED    PATHWAY 


February,  193  8 


AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Concmued  from  page  3) 
Stephen    was    puzzled    and    wanted    to 

CiT; 

"Well,  kid,  whatcha  gonna  do  with 
this  stuff  in  here?"  Mr.  Brown  said  im- 
patiently, addressing  Stephen  in  a  harsh 
tone.  "There  isn't  room  for  it  all  in  the 
old  shack." 

"I  don't  know  what  to  do  with  it," 
Stephen  answered,  and  was  about  to  weep 
but  with  great  effort  kept  the  tears 
back. 

They  finally  helped  him  move  a  dresser, 
his  father's  desk  and  a  bed  into  the 
shack.  Mr.  Brown  then  carefully  looked 
the  furniture  over  which  remained  in  the 
house. 

"Will  you  sell  what  is  left  in  the 
house?"   he   inquired  of   Stephen. 

"I  guess  so." 

"I'll  give  you  twenty-five  dollars  for 
it — is  it  a   bargain?" 

"Yes,  I  guess  so,  I  can't  get  it  all  into 
the  one  little  room." 

"All  right,  I'll  give  you  the  money  in 
the  morning." 

Mr.  Brown  telephoned  to  a  secondhand 
furniture  dealer  who  bought  what  was 
left  of  the  furniture  for  seventy-five  dol- 
lars. The  following  day  he  gave  Stephen 
twenty-five  and  put  fifty  into  his  pocket, 
saying  to  his  wife,  "That  was  easy  money; 
I  wish  I  could  strike  a  bargain  like  that 
every  day." 

Stephen  and  Freckles  still  frequently 
walked  to  work  together.  Freckles  ex- 
pressed surprise  when  Stephen  informed 
him  that  he  had  moved  out  of  the  big 
house  into  the  shack  in  the  alley. 

"Whatcha  do  with  all  ther  furniture 
you  had  in  ther  big  house?"  he  inquired, 
always  having  an  eye  for  business. 

"All  that  I  could  find  room  for  I  put 
into  the  shack,  and  the  rest  I  sold  to  the 
man  who  moved  into  the  big  house." 

"I  betcha  yer  got  lots  of  money  fer 
it." 

"He  gave  me  twenty-five  dollars  for 
it." 

"He  did?  Whee— hew!!  Whatcha  gon- 
na do  with  all  that  pile  of  money?" 

"I  don't  know,  I  put  it  into  the  desk 
drawer." 

"Into  the  desk  drawer!"  Freckles  said 
excitedly.  "Why,  kid,  you  can't  keep 
money  in  a  desk  drawer!  If  my  dad 
knowed  that  you  put  it  there,  why  it 
wouldn't  stay  there  fer  en  hour — en  you 
don't  mean  ter  tell  me  yer  gonna  leave 
it  there  today  .vhile  yer  gonna  go  away? 
You  hike  right  back  en  git  that  twenty- 
five  dollars,  er  someone  will  sure  git  it," 
Freckles  commanded  with  wild  gestures. 

Stephen  obeyed;  he  had  not  thought  of 
people  being  dishonest.  Soon  he  returned 
and  the  twro  stepped  into  an  alley  to 
count   the  money. 


"Sure  'nuff,  kid,  you  got  twenty-five 
dollars — my,  but  yer  most  a  millionaire 
now!"  Freckles  said  excitedly.  "Tell  you 
what  you  better  do,  kid.  My  mom  tole  me 
that  durin'  trie  civilized  war,  years,  en 
years,  en  years  ago,  they  used  ter  dig  a 
hole  in  ther  ground  en  bury  their  money 
so  ez  no  one  could  git  it,  when  they  had 
lots  uv  it  ;ike  vou  have  now — you  bet- 
ter put  it  in  a  tin  tobacker  box  en  bury 
it  in  the  back  yard,  then  Dad  nor  no  one 
else  kin  swipe  it  from  you,  'cause  they 
don't  know  where  it  is.  If  yer  don't  some- 
one will  sure  git  it." 

That  evening  after  dark,  Stephen  and 
Freckles  buried,  what  they  considered 
quite  a  forture,  in   the   back  yard. 

"There,  now,''  Freckles  said  when  they 
had  carefully  put  the  dirt  back  and 
placed  a  few  old  bricks  on  top  of  it,  "If 
you  should  make  more  money  a  sellin' 
papers  then  you  kin  use  then  you  kin 
bury  that  too." 

Stephen,  however,  was  never  able  to 
add  to  the  money  that  was  buried  in  the 
rusty  can,  but  gradually  he  was  com- 
pelled to  use  even  that  which  he  and 
Freckles  had  placed  there. 

On  their  way  to  work  the  following 
morning  Freckles  drew  from  his  pocket 
a  package  of  cigarettes,  struck  a  match 
and  began  to  smoke.  Stephen  had  seen 
him  do  this  almost  every  day  and  it 
grieved  him.  Flis  fathe>'  had  faithfully 
warned  him  against  the  use  of  tobacco; 
Freckles  was  the  only  friend  he  had  and 
to  see  him  smoke  cigarettes  made  his 
heart  ache.  At  last  he  summed  up  cour- 
age to  speak  to  him  about  it,  and  said, 
"Why  do  you  smoke,  Freckles?" 

'Cause  I  want  ter  be  a  man,  and  want 
ter  be  a  millionaire  some  day,"  was  the 
quick  reply. 

"Why,  Freckles,  what  makes  you  say 
that?  Do  you  think  that  you  look  more 
like  a  man  when  you  smoke  than  when 
you  don't?  My  father  did  not  smoke  for 
years  before  he  died,  and  he  sure  was  a 
fine  man,  and  your  father  smokes  all  the 
time  and  look  what  he  is — and  then,  how 
can  you  expect  to  become  a  rich  man 
and  a  millionaire  if  you  spend  your 
money    for   cigarettes?" 

"Well,  I  didn't  thought  uv  it  on  that 
way — but  kid,  you  jest  watch  all  ther 
big  guys  a-passin'  by  you  on  the  street 
corner,  who've  got  money,  why,  they  all 
smoke. 

"Yes,"  Stephen  answered  thoughtfully, 
"It  does  look  as  if  most  of  the  rich  men 
smoke,  but  can't  you  see,  Freckes,  that 
if  they  didn't  spend  money  for  cigarettes, 
then  they  would  have  that  much  more 
left?" 

"Say,  kid,  I  believe  you're  right." 
Freckles  said,  now  thoroughly  interested. 
The  simple  mention  of  money  always  in- 
terested  him. 

"Lem-me  see;  I  spend  ten  cents  a  day 


for  cigarettes,"  he  said,  knitting  his  fore- 
head, "ten  cents  a  day — lem'me  see,  that 
would  be  seventy  cents  a  week;  say,  kid, 
if  I  didn't  smoke  I'd  have  seventy  cents 
at  the  end  uv  every  week  ter  lay  aside  fer 
my  millionaire  fund  that  I'm  'spectin'  to 
start." 

Then  grabbing  a  newspaper  he  held  it 
up  against  a  telephone  post,  and  began  to 
put  down  some  figures. 

"What  are  you  doing  now?"  Stephen 
asked. 

"I'm  a  doin'  some  figurin' — lem'me 
see,  I  said  seventy  cents  a  week — four 
weeks  in  a  month,  four  times  seventy — 
yes,  sir,  here  it  is,  sure  nuff,  four  times 
seventy  is  two  dollars  and  eighty  cents. 
Wattcha  think  about  that!  Now  while 
I'm  a  figurin'  I'm  gonna  find  out  how 
much  I've  been  a  wastin'  all  this  time — 
come  here,  kid,  help  me  figger,  hain't 
that  right? — twelve  months  in  a  ye'ar, 
yes  sir,  here  it  is,  twelve  times  two  dol- 
lars and  eighty  cents  is  thirty-three  dol- 
lars and  sixty  cents;  en  I've  been  a  smok- 
in'  fer  two  years — two  times  thirty-three 
dollars  en  sixty  cents  is  sixty-seven  dol- 
lars and  twenty  cents.'' 

Freckles  squinted  his  eyes,  looked  at 
Stephen  sharply  and  then  repeated  slowly, 
"Sixty-seven  dollars  and  twenty  cents." 
Then  j:rked  his  cap  from  his  head,  threw 
it  to  the  ground  with  all  the  force  he 
could  muster,  whirled  around  on  his  heel 
several  times,  and  then,  as  his  custom 
was  when  speaking  very  seriously,  he 
threw  the  corners  of  his  ragged  sweater 
back,  thrust  both  hands  deep  into  his 
trouser  pockets  and  stood  directly  in 
front  of  Stephen,  looking  straight  into 
his  eyes,  again  repeated  slowly,  "Sixty- 
seven  dollars  and  twenty  cents — I'm  the 
biggest  fool  in  ther  world — en  why 
haven't  I  been  a-doin'  some  figurin'  be- 
fore this  time?  Here  I'm  most  workin' 
my  head  off  to  become  a  millionaire,  en 
then  I've  been  a  puffin  sixty-seven  dol- 
lars en  twenty  cents  up  in  their  air.  Say, 
kid,  here's  a  guy  who's  gonna  have  some 
sense.  Two  years  from  today  there's  gon- 
na be  sixty-seven  dollars  en  twenty  cents 
in  my  pocket,  en  not  in  that  there  man's 
pocket  who's  runnin'  that  terbacker 
stand  'round  the  corner." 

With  these  words  Freckles  took  the 
still  smoking  cigarette  from  his  mouth 
and  a  package  from  his  pocket,  and  threw 
it  all  violently  to  the  ground  saying  as 
he  crushed  it  with  his  heel:  "You  robber 
you! — you  thief!  You've  been  a-robbin' 
me  now  fer  two  years,  you  got  sixty- 
seven  dollars  en  twenty  cents  out  uv  me, 
but  you'll  never  do  it  again.  I'll  jest 
show  yer  who's  boss  under  my  hat." 

Freckles  made  sure  that  the  cigarette? 
were  all  crushed  under  his  heel  and  then 
grabbed  his  cap  and  what  papers  he  had 
left,  and  he  and  Stephen  went  their  way. 
He   was  usually   very   talkative  but      he 
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was  not  in  a  talkative  mood  after  such  a 
discovery.  Stephen  embraced  his  oppor- 
tunity to  say  what  was  on  his  mind. 

"My  papa  told  me,"  he  said,  "that  he 
once  had  a  wonderful  opportunity  to  get 
a  very  good  position  and  a  chance  to 
work  himself  up  to  become  a  partner  in 
a  great  business  and  become  a  rich  man, 
but  because  he  smoked  cigarettes  the  rich 
man  would  not  hire  him.  The  rich  man 
told  him  that  the  young  men  who  smoke 
do  not  have  a  clear  mind  to  think,  and 
do  not  have  steady  nerves  like  they  would 
have  if  they  did  not  smoke,  and  that 
cigarette  smokers  are  not  always  depen- 
dable but  are  often  deceitful,  and  so 
Papa  just  begged  me  never  to  use  tobacco, 
and  I  ain't  going  to.  Papa  quit  smoking 
but  it  was  too  late  to  get  that  good  posi- 
tion and  so  he  never  got  rich. 

"If  you  don't  mind,  Freckles,  then  I'll 
just  show  you  something  that  my  papa 
wrote  in  my  notebook  not  long  before  he 
died.  He  had  copied  it  from  some  leaflets 
that  some  nice  ladies  who  are  called 
Woman's  Christian  Temperance 
Union  had  written  and  from  a 
book  that  that  rich  man,  Henry 
Ford,  has  written  to  show  boys 
how  bad  it  is  to  smoke  cigar- 
ettes." 


"Cadillac  Motor  Company. 

"This  poster  was  posted  conspicuously 
by  the  Cadillac  Motor  Company  through- 
out its  large  factories  in  Detroit,  Michi- 
gan. The  notice  is  in  part,  'We  think  it 
a  disgrace  for  grown  men  to  smoke  cigar- 
ettes, because  it  is  not  only  injurious  to 
their  health,  but  it  is  such  a  bad  example 
to  the  boys  ....  in  the  future  we  will 
not  hire  anyone  whom  we  know  to  be 
addicted  to  this  habit  ....  We  are 
proud  to  say  that  none  of  the  prominent 
or  executive  men  in  this  company  use 
cigarettes.  They  believe  the  effect  to  be 
injurious.'  " 

In  amazement  Freckles  looked  at 
Stephen  saying,  "Well,  well,  well,  what 
yer  know  'bout  that — now  I'm  gonna  see 
what  all  ther  rest  of  these  big  fellers  got 
ter  say  'bout  it,"  and  he  continued  to 
read. 

"Justice  David  Brewer  of  the  United 
States  Supreme  Court  said,  'No  ciga- 
rette victim  can  climb  to  the  top  of  the 
ladder.' 


"What'd     you     say? 


that 


there  rich  man  Ford  who  makes 


all  the     Ford     cars? — why. 


kid, 


~C^£5^  Ag*  and  "':-,  j 
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he's  a  millionaire,  en  don't  he 
think  a  feller  arta  smoke  cigar- 
ettes?" Freckles  said  excitedly  as 
he  snatched  the  notebook  from 
Stephen's  hand.  "Come,  let's  sit 
down  here  on  this  here  old  box 
in  the  alley  en  let's  read  it." 

The  two  sat  down     together 
and  Freckles  began  to  read. 

"Thomas  A.  Edison  said,      'I 
employ  no     person  who     smokes  cigar- 
ettes,' and  again,  'I  would  prefer  to  see 
a  boy  with     a  revolver     rather     than   a 
cigarette.'  " 

"O  boy, — now  whatcha  think  about 
that?  Do  you  know  who  that  there  Edi- 
son is?  well,  I'll  tell  you.  I  don't  know 
how  much  money  he's  got,  but  he's  ther 
feller  who's  sure  got  some  brains,  'cause  if 
it  weren't  fer  him  then  I  don't  suppose 
we'd  have  no  'lectric  lights  en  no  phoner- 
grafs  nor  nothin'.  If  that  there  feller  is 
agin  terbacker  then  we'd  better  look  out, 
fer  he  sure  knows  sumpin'.  What  else  yer 
got  in  that  there  book.  Let's  read  the 
rest.'' 

"Luther  Burbank  said,  'No  boy  living 
would  commence  the  use  of  cigarettes  if 
he  knew  what  a  useless,  soulless,  worth- 
less thing  they  would  make  of  him.'  ' 

"I  tell  you  kid,  that  there's  another 
stunner,  fer  that  there  Burbank  was  an- 
other feller  who  shure  had  brains.  En 
here's  one  of  that  big  motor  company, 
I'm  gonna  read  that." 
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Which  way  are  you  going? 

"Dr.  Lewis  of  Harvard  University  said, 
'No  young  man  that  smokes  ever  grad- 
uates at  the  head  of  his  class.' 

"Bob  Burdette  said,  'A  cigarette  smok- 
ing boy  is  like  a  cipher  with  the  rim 
knocked  off.'  " 

Freckles  stood  in  silence  for  a  moment, 
then  threw  the  notebook  to  the  ground, 
jerked  his  cap  from  his  head  and  threw  it 
violently  against  the  sidewalk  of  the  old 
shed,  then  whirled  around  on  his  heel  sev- 
eral times,  repeating,  "A  cipher  with  ther 
rim  knocked  off!  A  cipher  with  ther  rim 
knocked  off! — don't  that  beat  you!" 

Then  picking  up  the  notebook  again  he 
said  slowly,-  "Well,  let's  read  ther  rest, 
jest  as  well  know  all  'bout  it  now.  What 
a  big  fool  I've  been  all  this  time." 

"David  Starr  Jordan,  'Boys  who  smoke 
cigarettes  are  like  wormy  apples,  they 
drop  long  before  harvest  time.' 

"E.  R.  Harnman,  the  great  railroad 
magnate  said,  'I  would  as  soon  have  an 
insane  men  at  the  throttle  of  a  locomotive 


as  a  cigarette  smoker.' 

"Horace  Greeley  made  the  following 
statement:  'Show  me  a  drunkard  that 
does  not  use  tobacco  and  I  will  show  you 
a  white  blackbird.' 

"Dr.  D.  H.  Cress  said,  'It  is  estimated 
that  ninety-six  per  cent  of  our  youthful 
criminals  are  cigarette  addicts.' 

"Dr.  T.  D.  Corothers  said,  'No  person 
can  be  in  complete  possession  of  his  fac- 
ulties and  power  of  control  and  exercise 
the  highest  efficiency  possible,  who  uses 
tobacco.' 

"Marshall  Field  &  Co.,  Chicago,  111., 
greatest  department  store  in  America,  if 
not  in  the  world,  'For  many  years  it  has 
been  our  policy  not  to  employ  boys  who 
make  a  practice  of  smoking  cigarettes, 
as  we  believe  it  to  be  detrimental  to  their 
development.' 

"Here  are  the  views  of  George  W. 
Alden,  head  of  Alden  Merchantile  Co., 
Brockton,  Mass.,  'My  experience  has 
taught  me  that  cigarette  smoking  boys 
are  woefully  lacking  in  both  ambition 
and  devision.  They  soon  become 
dull,  smoke-befuddled  boys.  I 
let  them  know  that  cigarettes 
spoil  boys  for  my  business.' 

"Hudson  Maxim,  who  has 
world  renown  as  the  inventor  of 
high  explosives  for  use  in  battle- 
ship guns,  comes  out  squarely 
against  the  cigarette  in  this 
fashion:  'If  all  boys  could  be 
made  to  know  that  the  cigar- 
ette is  a  maker  of  invalids,  crim- 
inals and  fools — not  men — it 
ought  to  deter  them  some.  The 
yellow  finger  stain  is  an  emblem 
of  deeper  degradation  and  en- 
slavement than  the  ball  and  the 
chain.' 

"Now  what  yer  think  uv  all 
that?"  Freckles  said  very  seriously  as  he 
closed  the  notebook  and  handed  it  back  to 
Stephen  "Jest  'magine  a  feller  bein  'a 
cipher  with  ther  rim  knocked  off — why 
there  wouldn't  be  nuthin'  left — he'd  be 
nuthin',  that's  what  he'd  be — en  then 
think  uv  a  feller  bein'  no  more'n  a  rotten 
apple. 

"Now,  jest  look  here,"  Freckles  con- 
tinued, "since  I'm  beginnin'  to  think 
about  these  here  things  I  figger  this  way 
— now  here's  a  feller  who  wants  ter  make 
money  en  he  goes  to  that  there  million- 
aire, Henry  Ford,  en  asks  fer  a  job.  Well, 
Henry  Ford  he  looks  him  over  en  says, 
'No  sir,  I  kin  not  use  you  'cause  you  use 
cigarettes.'  En  then  he  goes  to  ther  Cadil- 
lac Motor  Company  en  asks  fer  a  job  en 
they  say,  'No  sir,  no  job  here  neither  fer 
a  feller  who  smokes  cigarettes,'  en  then 
he  tries  it  right  here  in  the  big  'partment 
store,  Marshall  Fields,  en  they  tell  him,, 
'Nothin'  doin'  here  neither,  fer  ye  smoke 
cigarettes.'  By  this  time  he's  about  feel- 
fContinued  on  page  14) 
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fody?  Much  modern  so-called  psychology 
urges  this  very  thing  in  the  name  of 
"self-expression."  It  would  be  more  cor- 
rectly called  "self-indulgence." 

"Rather  fun!"  How  often  this  is  used 
concerning   sin! 

Two  boys,  walking  home  from  school 
one  day  had  to  pass  by  the  side  of  the 
electric  railway.  In  his  hand  one  of  them 
had  a  piece  of  copper  wire,  and  he 
thought  it  would  be  rather  fun  to  get 
some  sparks.  So  he  poked  around  the  live 
rail  until — a  flash  of  blue  flame,  a  shriek 
of  pain,  and  he  was  thrown  to  the 
ground;  11,000  volts  had  passed  into  hi? 
body.  Risky?  Yes — but  no  more  risky 
than  playing  with  sin,  for  sin  curses  and 
cripples,  cheats  and  deceives,  robs  and 
swindles,  sin  pauperizes,  sin  pays  heavy 
wages. 

If  you  must  play  with  something  dan- 
gerous, play  with  fire,  play  with  wild 
beasts  or  forked  lightning,  but  don't 
play  with  sin.  These  other  things  only 
hurt  the  body,  sir.  blights  both  body  and 
soul. 

Sin  also  reacts  on  those  whom  the  sin- 
ner influences. 

"Three  men  went  out  one  summer  night, 

No  care  had  they  or  aim, 
And  dined  and  drank — 'Ere  we  go  home,' 

They  said,  'let's  have  a  game.' 

"Three   girls   began,    that   summer   night, 

A  life  of  endless  shame, 
And  went  through  drink,     disease,     and 
death, 

Swift  as  the  racing  flame. 

"Lawless,  homeless  and  foul  they  died. 

Rich,  loved  and  praised  those  men, 
But  when  they  all   shall  meet  with  God, 

And  Justice  speaks — what  then?" 

— Stopford  Brooke 

CAMOUFLAGING  SIN 
There  are  many  ways  of  trying  to 
cover  up  sin.  We  may  throw  the  blame 
upon  someone  else,  as  Adam  did.  He 
blamed  Eve,  and  she  blamed  the  devil. 
Indeed  Adam  even  tried  to  blame  God. 
"The  woman  thou  gavest  me"  was  his 
defense.  How  many  seek  to  do  the  same 
thing.  "Why  did  God  maKe  me  like  this?" 
"Why  does  He  allow  me  to  inherit  such 
cravings?''  "Why  does  He  permit  me  to 
be  in  a  place  of  such  temptations?" 

Besides  ths,  some  blame  their  parents, 
home  influences,  business  conditions,  em- 
ployers, environment,  companions.  They 
say,  "Everyone's  doing  it,"  as  though 
that  made  it   right! 

Another  way  of  camouflaging  sin  is 
to  hide  it  behind  our  good  deeds.  "I  sup- 
pose I  am  a  sinner,  but  there  are  plenty 
worse  than  I  am."  "I  always  try  to  do  a 


good  turn  when  I  can."  'i  am  quite  as 
good  as  others  who  go  to  church."  "I  do 
my  duty,  and  pay  twenty  shillings  in  the 
pound,  and  live  a  decent,  clean  life."  "If 
I  am  a  sinner,  I  can  trust  God  not  to  be 
hard  on  me.'' 

Is  not  this  just  how  people  put  down 
their  good  doeds  as  a  kind  of  "set  off" 
to  their  bad  ones?  As  though  what  we 
do  that  is  right  can  ever  pay  for  what 
we  do  that  is  wrong! 

A  young  accountant  said  to  a  friend 
of  mine,  "I  look  at  all  this  as  a  business 
man.  I  reckon  that  my  life  is  like  a 
ledger.  On  the  debit  side  are  undoubtedly 
many  wrong  things,  but  on  the  credit 
side  are  all  my  good  deeds,  and  I  guess  I 
have  as  many  as  most  men  have,  and 
when  I  come  to  look  at  the  two  sides, 
they  just  about  balance  up,  so  I  shall  be 
all  right." 

If  this  young  man  had  really  carried 
out  his  business  simile,  he  would  havf;  re- 
membered that  every  firm  of  repute  calls 
in  at  regular  times  an  auditor,  and  that 
therefore  he  ought  to  call  in  the  Divine 
Auditor  to  examine  the  account  books  of 
his  life.  If  he  did  so,  God  would  find  sun- 
dry mistakes  in  his  bookkeeping.  Certain 
entries  would  be  found  on  the  wrong 
side.  To  his  list  of  sins  would  be  added 
many  more  known  only  to  God,  and 
from  his  list  of  good  deeds,  many  would 
have  to  be  removed  which  had  been  done 
with  selfish  motives.  When  God  makes 
up  the  account  books  of  any  of  our 
lives,  He  brings  in  a  large  adverse  bal- 
ance. 

In  any  case,  outward  morality  does  not 
change  a  man's  heart.  If  that  had  been 
possible,  there  would  have  been  no  need 
for  Christ  to  die  upon  the  cross.  But 
"by  the  deeds  of  the  law  shall  no  flesh 
be  justified."  It  was  to  the  moral  and 
highly  respectable  church-goer  that  Je- 
sus said,  "Ye  must  be  born  again." 

The  flowers  that  grow  on  Vesuvius, 
make  it  no  less  a  volcano.  So  the  flowers 
of  human  goodness  and  unselfish  deeds 
which  we  can  produce  do  not  necessarily 
alter  us  in  our  hearts,  or  make  us  true 
children  of  God. 

"Not  the  labour  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfill  Thy  law's  demands. 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my   tears   for  ever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone, 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone." 

But  the  worst  way  of  camouflaging  sin 
is  to  try  to  hide  it  behind  other  sins. 
Nothing  is  so  tragic  as  the  vain  attempt 
to  escape  from  the  clutches  of  sin,  by 
plunging  deeper  into  it. 

He  was  an  office  boy  .  .  .  got  in  with 
the  wrong  set  .  .  .  started  to  gamble 
.  .  .  lost  heavily  .  .  .  Alone  during  the 
lunch  hour,  he  was  tempted  to  "bor- 
row." It  was  so  easily  done.  No  one  need 


know  ....  Of  course  he  would  pay  it 
back.  Lost  again.  Couldn't  pay  back.  Ter- 
rified of  his  father  getting  to  know. 
"Cooked"  the  books  .  .  .  got  away  with 
it.  Did  it  again,  still  successfully.  Rose  in 
the  firm  to  a  position  of  trust — became 
himself  an  employer — was  handling  thou- 
sands— mostly  other  people's  money. 
.  .  .  Years  of  trickery  and  fraud.  At 
last,  the  bubble  burst.  All  was  found 
out.  Brought  before  judge  and  jury. 
Convicted — and  then — rather  than  "take 
his  medicine"  he  took  a  poisoned  pill,  and 
had  gone  into  eternity  in  half   an  hour. 

That  is  culled  from  the  newspaper. 

Does  it  ever  pay  to  cover  sin  by  sin? 
CONFESSING  AND  FORSAKING  SIN 

If  you  want  to  get  rid  of  sin  the  only 
thing  to  do  is  to  confess,  forsake,  repent 
and  ask  God  to  forgive  you. 

The  first  step  back  from  the  "far 
country"  is  taken  when  we  do  some  hard 
thinking.  The  Prodigal  started  for  home 
when  "he  came  to  himself,'  saw  where 
he  was,  realized  the  folly  of  his  ways,  and 
began  to  say,  "Falher,  I  have  sinned 
against  heaven  and  before  thee,  and 
am  no  more  worthy  to  be  called  thy 
son."  His  downward  course  began  with 
"give  me."  It  always  does.  When  he 
came  back  his  prayer  was  changed  to 
"make  me." 

How  wonderful  is  the  heartbroken- 
confession  of  that  other  young  man — 
David  by  name,  "I  acknowledged  my  sin 
unto  thee,  and  mine  iniquity  have  I  not 
hid.  I  said,  I  will  confess  my  transgres- 
sions unto  the  Lord;  and  thou  forgavest 
the  iniquity  of  my  sin,"  Ps.  32:5. 

What  a  revelation  of  the  amazing 
grace  and  long-suffering  mercy  of  the: 
Father  God!  Strange,  isn't  it,  how  slow 
we  are  to  confess,  how  loath  to  turn  from 
the  "far  country,"  while  all  the  time 
He   waits   to  forgive  and  even  forget? 

Watch  Out  For  Your  English 

Observation  has  taught  us  that  care- 
lessness, haste,  slovenliness  and  indiffer- 
ence account  for  the  scores  of  mistakes  to 
be  found  in  articles  which  come  to  our 
desk  from  supposedly  educated  men  and 
women.  These  articles  are  dashed  off  in  a 
great  hurry  and  the  authors  depend  on 
editors  to  correct  their  mistakes.  A  while 
ago  we  saw  a  statement  of  Dean  Virginia 
C.  Gildersleeve  of  Barnard  College,  Co- 
lumbia University,  that  prophesies  even 
worse  English  for  the  days  to  come.  She 
says  that  "college  students  are  less  literate 
to-day  than  their  predecessors  because 
they  are  becoming  familiarized  with  Eng- 
lish through  their  ears,  by  radio  and 
movies,  instead  of  through  their  eyes.  The 
effect  upon  their  spelling,  writing  and 
pronunciation  has  been  disastrous." — The 
Watch *m  a  u  -Examiner. 
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The  Wages  of  Sin  is  Death 

But  the  Gift  of  God  is . . .  Life 


By  Linwood  Jacobs 


It  was  a  beautiful  spring  afternoon; 
the  sun  shone  brightly;  the  birds  were 
singing  and  it  was  as  though  all  nature 
was  in  tune  with  the  Infinite. 

Jack  Smith  walked  out  of  his  home 
with  a  scowl  on  his  face  and  with  anger 
in  his  heart.  "Mother,"  he  thought,  "is 
always  talking  religion.  Oh,  I  want  to 
get  away  with  the  gang  and  have  a  big 
time.  But  someone  is  always  ruining  my 
day  by  suggesting  a  prayer  meeting  to 
me.  Oh,  I'm  tired  of  it  all." 

He  walked  on  down  the  street,  blink- 
ing at  the  bright  sunshine.  "Hello  Jack," 
a  familiar  voice  called,  "Where  are  you 
going?" 

Jack  turned  and  saw  one  of  his  cronies, 
Bill  Davis,  coming  towards  him.  He  re- 
membered the  words  of  his  father, 
"Jack,  I  am  not  trying  to  dictate  to  you, 
but  I  do  wish  that  you  would  quit  keep- 
ing company  with  Bill  Davis  and  his 
crowd,  you  know  they  have  a  reputation 
for  doing  some  shady  things,  and  I  would 
rather  you  go  with  other  young  men." 
Jack  remembered  his  rebellious  retort,  "I 
am  always  being  picked  on.  I  surely  must 
be  the  black  sheep  of  this  family.  Every- 
thing that  I  do  is  wrong  and  every  com- 
panion that  I  have  is  a  disgrace.  Now 
Dad,  I  am  of  age.  I  think  I  know  what 
I  am  doing.  I  am  going  to  live  my  own 
life.  No  need  for  me  to  dry  up  and  be  an 
old  hermit.  I  am  not  going  around  all  the 
time  singing,  'happy  day',  I  am  going  to 
live  my  life  and  have  a  big  time.  I  am 
sick  and  tired  of  being  preached  at  all 
the  time." 

"Hello  Bill,"  said  Jack,  "glad  to  see 
you,  old  fellow.  I  crave  excitement.  What 
are  we  doing  this  evening?" 

"Lots  of  big  things,  if  we  can  just  get 
a  car.  Do  you  know  where  we  can  get 
one?" 

"Dad  has  a  car,  I  might  get  it  but  he 
is   such   an   old  Puritan   he   never  would 


let  me  have  it  unless  I  was  going  to 
church  or  some  such  place.  I  know  where 
I  can  borrow  a  T-model  if  it  will  do. 
What  are  you  planning  on  doing?" 

"Yes,  the  T-model  will  do,"  said  Bill, 
"I've  a  plan  whereby  we  can  get  some 
real  money.  There's  an  old  man  that  runs 
a  filling  station  at  Blue's  Crossing.  He 
has  just  wads  of  money  and  we  need  some 
of  it.  We  will  just  go  there  and  scare  the 
old  man,  take  his  money  and  then  go  to 
the  Mellow  Moon  roadhouse  and  have  one 
grand  time.  There  isn't  a  hitch  in  it.  We 
won't  hurt  the  old  man  and  he  has  more 
money  than  he  can  spend.  We'll  wear 
masks  so  that  he  cannot  recognize  us.  If 
we  never  make  any  risks,  we  will  never 
get  anywhere.  I  am  tired  of  sitting 
around  this  one-horse  town  waiting  for 
opportunities.  Here  is  a  swell  chance  for 
adventure,  money  and  a  swell  evening  at 
a  swanky  roadhouse.  What's  the  answer?" 

"I-I've  never  done  anything  like  that. 
Maybe  you  boys  had  better  count  me  out 
on  that." 

"Afraid  you  will  be  caught?  Aw,  there 
is  no  danger  at  all.  I  thought  you  wanted 
a  big  time.  If  you  are  afraid,  we  will  get 
Tommy  Evans  to  go  with  us  and  I  know 
that  he  won't  let  anything  get  by  him. 
We  three  against  one  old  man.  Why  it  is 
a  cinch,  all  we  have  to  do  is  walk  in  and 
take  the  money,  and  then  it  is  ours." 

With  these  and  many  other  argu- 
ments, Billy  finally  persuaded  Jack  to  just 
drive  the  car  to  the  filling  station  and 
then  Billy  and  Tommy  would  go  in  and 
rob  the  man,  all  three  would  divide  the 
spoi's.  All  that  Jack  would  have  to  do 
would  be  to  drive  them  there,  and  sit  in 
the  car  until  they  came  out. 

The  night  was  dark  and  cloudy.  The 
T-model  on  the  highway  cast  a  yellow 
light  that  barely  cut  the  darkness.  A  sud- 
den jagged  streak  of  lightning  seemed  to 
burst  the  sky  and  the  voice  of  the  thun- 
der sounded  as  though  a  thousand  demons 
were  laughing  in  high  glee  at  the  folly 
of  foolish  man. 

"Boys,  I  can't  go  any  farther,"  said 
Jack  who  was  driving  the  car,  "I  can 
hear  my  mother  praying  for  me.  I've 
tried  to  be  tough  and  hard-boiled,  but  I 
guess  that  it  isn't  in  me.  I  don't  like  what 
we  are  doing  tonight,  and  I  feel  a  strong 
hand  pulling  me  back  home.  I  guess  we 
had  better  call  the  whole  thing  off." 

With  a  blasphemous  oath  Tommy 
Evans  replied,  "Jist  listen  to  th'  sissy. 
The  little  mollycoddle  is  about  to  git  re- 
ligion. No!  We  are  not  quitting,  I  need 


the  dough,  and  we  are  going  to  git  it. 
Any  more  squeaks  out  of  you  and  I'll 
punch  you  in  the  nose." 

They  drove  on  in  silence.  Soon  the 
lights  of  the  filling  station  were  in  view. 
The  T-model  drove  in  front  of  the 
station.  Billy  and  Tommy  jumped  cut.  A 
kind.y  voice  greeted  them  on  the  inside. 
Jack  sat  in  the  car  and  nervously  wrung 
his  hands.  He  heard  an  agonizing  cry,  a 
sickening  thud  and  then  silence.  He 
crawled  out  of  the  car  and  with  faltering 
steps  finally  reached  the  door.  What  he 
saw  made  his  eyes  open  in  horror.  Billy 
was  rifling  the  cash  box.  Tommy  was 
kneeling  upon  the  prostrate  body  of  the 
old  man  who  ran  the  station.  His  power- 
ful young  fingers  were  choking  the  life 
from  the  older  man.  As  Jack  looked  the 
body  of  the  old  man  suddenly  went  limp. 
Tommy  rose  to  his  feet,  grabbed  an  iron 
bar  standing  near-by  and  battered  the  old 
man  until  he  was  a  bloody  pulp. 
"What  have  you  done?"  cried  Jack. 
"What  have  you  done?  You  mean, 
What  have  we  done?"  snarled  Tommy. 
"This  old  man  recognized  me  and  would 
have  squealed  on  us.  Say  listen,  fellow, 
you're  in  this  jist  as  much  as  we  are.  If 
we  git  the  'hot  seat'  you'll  git  it  too. 
Cm  let's  git  out  of  here." 

Hours  later  at  the  Smith's  residence, 
all  the  rooms  were  dark  except  one,  ev- 
eryone had  retired  except  one.  The  gray- 
haired  mother  was  alone,  praying  to  her 
God  to  save  her  wayward  son  and  bring 
him  home  safe  again.  A  knock  is  heard 
at  the  door.  The  mother  arose  and  Jack 
rushed  in  with  tears  streaming  down  his 
face. 

"O  Mother,  I  have  sinned.  I  have  been 
with  evil  companions  and  they  have  com- 
mitted robbery  and  murder.  I  am  inno- 
cent, I  was  led  into  being  with  them  by 
persuasion  and  threats.  The  law  will  hold 
me  guilty.  I  must  leave  home,  and,  Moth- 
er, I  can't  let  you  or  father  know  where  I 
am.  Pray  for  your  lost  boy."  With  these 
words  Jack  Smith  kissed  his  mother  and 
left.  With  a  broken  heart,  the  mother 
went  upon  her  knees  to  the  only  One 
who  could  give  help  and  consolation  at 
a  time  like  this. 

The  murder  was  soon  discovered.  The 
machinery  of  the  law  was  soon  put  in 
motion.  Officers  were  soon  upon  the  trail 
of  the  three  fugitives.  Their  trial  at  court 
was  very  sensational.  The  verdict  of  the 
jury  was  "guilty  of  murder  in  the  first 
degree."  This  carried  a  sentence  of  death 
for  all  three. 

The  mother  prayed  for  God  to  work  a 
miracle  in  some  way,  that  her  boy  might 
be  spared.  About  a  week  before  the  death 
penalty  was  to  be  carried  out,  she  went 
to  her  pastor.  Incidentally  she  was  a 
member  of  the  Church  of  God.  She  asked 
her  pastor  to  go  with  her  to  the  peniten- 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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£K  £P.  £.   ^Programs 

OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asklnt; 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  b<= 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
In    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of 
those  Christians  who  ca;i  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  tin- 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
if  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  pen- 
pie  from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in    a    Y.    P.    E.    meeting, 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  ana 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything,  pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    frienos. 


Bible  Lesson 

By  Esther  Holland 

Subject,    "THE  BAPTISM  WITH    THE 

HOLY  GHOST" 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader: 

So  often  when  a  person  is  saved  the 
pastor  and  church  members  begin  to  beg 
and  urge  the  individual  to  seek  the  bap- 
tism with  the  Holy  Ghost.  This  is  good, 
but  the  individual  who  is  a  newly  born 
babe  in  Christ  knows  nothing  about  the 
Holy  Ghost,  not  even  the  purpose  for 
which  He  comes  in  and  dwells  in  the 
temple  of  the  believer. 

The  purpose  of  this  lesson     is  to  help 
the  young  convert  in  seeking  to  be  filled 
with  the  Spirit. 
Promise  of  the  Father: 

Luke  24:49,  "And  behold,  I  send  the 
promise  of  the  Father  upon  you,  but 
tarry  ye  in  Jerusalem  until  ye  be  endued 
with  power  from  on  high."  Acts  1:4-5, 
"And  being  assembled  together  with  them 
commanded  them  that  they  should  not 
depart  from  Jerusalem,  but  wait  for  the 
promise  of  the  Father,  which,  saith  He, 
ye  have  heard  of  me.  For  John  truly  bap- 


tized with  water;  but  ye  shall  be  bap- 
tized with  the  Holy  Ghost  not  many  days 
hence."  We  find  here  that  it  is  God's 
promise  to  Flis  children  and  Jesus  com- 
mands every  child  to  tarry  UNTIL  the 
baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost  comes.  It 
isn't  just  for  the  preacher  or  the  teacher 
but  for  every  one.  And  Jesus  said  in  John 
14:15  that  "If  ye  love  me  ye  will  keep 
my  commandments,"  therefore,  if  we 
love  Him  as  we  should,  then  we  will  keep 
this  commandment  as  well  as  others  that 
He  has  given.  The  Floly  Ghost  is  the 
third  person  in  the  Trinity,  or  Godhead, 
and  inasmuch  as  God  did  not  provide  a 
heavenly  body  for  this  third  person  to 
dwell  in,  He  exalted  new-born  babes  in 
Christ  to  the  position  of  becoming  a 
temple  in  which  the  Holy  Ghost  will 
dwell  if  we  meet  the  conditions.  And  this 
blessed  experience  is  for  every  one  for  we 
find  in  Acts  2:39,  "For  the  promise  is  un- 
to you  and  your  children,  and  to  all  that 
are  afar  off,  even  as  many  as  our  Lord 
shall  call." 

DIFFERENCE  IN  HOLY  GHOST  BE- 
ING WITH  US  AND  IN  US 

John  14:16-17,  "And  I  will  pray  the 
Father  and  he  shall  give  you  another 
Comforter,  that  he  may  abide  with  you 
forever.  Even  the  Spirit  of  truth;  whom 
the  world  cannot  receive,  because  it  seeth 
Him  not,  neither  knoweth  him:  but  ye 
know  him;  for  he  dwelleth  with  you, 
and  shall  be  in  you."  Here  we  find  that 
Jesus  was  speaking  to  His  disciples  on  the 
night  of  His  betrayal.  He  knew  they 
would  be  discouraged  and  their  faith 
would  fail,  so  He  promised  them  that 
the  Spirit  that  had  been  with  them  in 
their  ministry  where  He  had  sent  them 
out  to  preach  the  gospel  and  to  heal  the 
sick,  etc.  would  come  and  dwell  within 
them  and  comfort  their  hearts.  It  was 
blessed  to  have  the  presence  of  the  Spirit 
with  them,  for  we  remember  how  that  on 
one  occasion  after  a  preaching  tour  they 
came  to  Jesus  and  told  Him  that  even 
the  devils  were  subject  to  them  through 
His  name.  But  now  He  is  telling  them 
that  they  are  to  have  a  greater  experience 
and  that  the  life  that  He  had  come  to 
give  would  be  within  them  and  not  only 
with  them.  And  that  this  blessed  experi- 
ence would  come  after  Fie,  Jesus,  went 
away  (for  the  Holy  Ghost  could  not 
come  until  Jesus  had  ascended  because 
the  dispensations  could  not  be  concur- 
rent) . 

WHAT  IS  THE  PURPOSE     OF     THE 
BAPTISM  WITH  THE  HOLY  GHOST? 

Jno.  14:26,  "But  the  Comforter,  which 
is  the  Holy  Ghost,  whom  the  Father  will 
send  in  my  name,  he  shall  teach  you  all 
things,  and  bring  all  things  to  your  re- 
membrance, whatsoever  I  have  said  unto 
you."  John  15:26,  "But  when  the  Com- 
forter  is   come,    whom   I   will   send    unto 


you  from  the  Father,  even  the  Spirit  of 
truth,  which  proceedeth  from  the  Fa- 
ther, he  shall  testify  of  me."  John  16:13. 
"Howbeit  when  he,  the  Spirit  of  truth, 
is  come,  he  will  guide  you  into  all  truth 
....  and  he  will  shew  you  things  to 
come." 

We  find  here  that  the  purpose  of  the 
coming  of  the  Hcly  Ghost  is  to  teach  us 
the  words  that  Jesus  spoke  unto  us.  To 
reveal  the  precious  truths  that  are  hidden 
in  the  Word  of  God  as  Isaiah  prophesied 
in  Isa.  45:2-3,  "I  will  go  before  you  and 
make  the  crooked  places  straight;  1  will 
break  in  pieces  the  gates  of  brass,  and  cut 
in  sunder  the  bars  of  iron.  I  will  give  thee 
the  treasures  of  darkness  and  hidden 
riches  of  secret  places."  And  truly  there 
are  many  truths  in  the  Word  that  we 
need  to  know  and  the  Holy  Ghost  is  our 
teacher.  When  He  comes  into  our  hearts 
to  abide,  then  as  we  read  the  Bible  the 
truths  will  begin  to  open  up  unto  us  and 
we  will  have  an  understanding  that  will 
be  pleasing  to  our  Father. 

HE  ALSO  GIVES  POWER  TO 
WITNESS 

Acts  1:8,  "But  ye  shall  receive  power 
after  that  the  Holy  Ghost  is  come  upon 
you;  and  ye  shall  be  witnesses  unto  me 
both  in  Jerusalem,  and  in  all  Judea,  and 
in  Samaria,  and  unto  the  uttermost  part 
of  the  earth." 

When  Jesus  left  this  old  earth  there 
had  to  be  someone  who  would  tell  the 
story  of  His  love  down  through  the  ages, 
so  He  chose  the  twelve  and  others  to 
perform  this  ministry.  And  we  notice 
that  He  did  not  send  them  out  to  tell  it 
until  they  received  the  power  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.  So  the  Holy  Ghost  gives  power  to 
be  witnesses  for  Jesus.  We  can  be  wit- 
nesses in  many  ways:  We  can  preach  the 
gospel,  and  a  preacher  needs  the  Holy 
Ghost  to  guide  him  in  giving  out  the 
message  unto  others;  we  can  testify  and 
others  will  be  convinced  of  the  truth  of 
our  testimony  because  there  is  a  note  of 
assurance  there  that  rings  true.  Then  we 
can  live  lives  daily  that  will  tell  the 
world  that  we  have  something  that  those 
of  the  world  do  not  have.  We  cannot  be 
a  pleasing  witness  to  God  until  we  are 
baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

HOLY  GHOST  CALLS  TO  SERVICE 
Acts  13:2,  "And  as  they  ministered  to 
the  Lord  and  fasted,  the  Holy  Ghost  said, 
Separate  me  Barnabas  and  Saul  for  the 
work  whereunto  I  have  called  them." 
How  many  times  have  w<;  attended 
church  when  the  sermon  was  dry  and  the 
preacher  would  read  his  talk  and  there 
was  no  power  behind  it!  We  often  won- 
der if  a  man  like  that  is  truly  called  of 
God.  But  beloved,  if  we  will  seek  the 
baptism  with  the  Holy  Ghost  and  then 
listen  to  His  voice  as  He  speaks  to  us,  we 
will  know  when  we  are  called,  and  when 
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the  Holy  Ghost  calls  to  service  He  will 
empower  us  for  that  service  to  which  He 
has  called.  If  you  are  not  sure  of  the  call 
of  your  life,  seek  to  know  the  fullness  of 
it  through  the  Holy  Ghost,  He  will  teach 
you.  It  is  for  us  to  know  the  calling  of 
God  through  the  Holy  Ghost  just  as  He 
has  provided  for  us  to  know  that  we  are 
saved  by  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ.  The 
same  Spirit  that  witnesses  to  the  one  will 
witness  to  the  other. 

"Have  you  received     the  Holy  Ghost 
since  ye  believed?" 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Mrs.  Geneva  Carroll 

Subject,    "JESUS  HATED    WITHOUT 

A  CAUSE" 

Scripture  Lesson:  John   15:2) 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader: 

Why  did   the   world   hate   Jesus?      H: 
was   always   going   about   doing   good.   It 
was  His  nature  to  do  good!  He  came  for 
that  purpose;   His  whole  intent  was     to 
do  good!  Praise  God,  all  that  He  did  was 
good!  He  lived,  and  spoke,  and  suffered, 
and  died  as  no  other  man     will  ever  be 
able  to  do.  Was  it  because  of  His  great 
loving  hand   and   outstretched   arm,   His 
beating  heart  open  to  all?  Was  it  because 
He  refused   to   allow   their  prejudices   to 
blind      Him  and      their     narrowness      to 
hamper  Him?  Was  it  because  His  sayings, 
so  pointed  and  so  cutting,     yet  full  of 
love,  were  a  rebuke  to  them?  There  was 
no    deception    or    "guile      found      in    his 
mouth!"     He  wore  no  religious  garb  to 
cover  up  hypocrisy,     for     He  had  none! 
Was  it  because  He  could  open  life  like  a 
book  and  read  it,     and  because     of  His 
hatred  for  hypocrisy  and  His  rebuke  for 
the  same,  that  they  hated  Him?  He  knew 
what  was  in  man.  He  said  unto  Nathaniel, 
"When  thou   wast  under  the  fig  tree,  I 
saw  thee."  The  evil  workers  of  iniquity 
couldn't  hide   their  lives   from   the  Lord 
of  all. 

JESUS  CHRIST  NO  RESPECTER  OF 
PERSONS 
2  Chron.  19:7 
No  one  ever  called  upon  Him  and  was 
denied!  In  every  home  He  entered  He 
left  a  blessing.  Every  community  that 
He  dwelt  in  or  passed  through  received 
of  His  benefits.  If  He  had  been  a  re- 
specter of  persons  they  might  have  had 
cause  for  hating  Him.  Whether  it  was  a 
Peter  at  his  nets,  or  a  Matthew  sitting  z% 
the  receipt  of  custom,  or  a  blind  man  by 
the  wayside,  or  a  leper  without  the  walls 
crying,  "Unclean",  or  a  lame  man  at  the 
pool  with  no  one  to  help  him,  one  who 
had  spent  all  with  physicians  until  pov- 
erty stared  lines.  The  world  was  His 
parish!  He  came  to  seek,  to  save — all 
who  would  receive  of  His  benefits:  Gen- 
tiles as  well  as  Jews     were  in  His  plan. 


True,  the  Jews  had  the  greater  oppor- 
tunity; He  was  right  in  their  midst  and 
they  could  bring  their  sick;  yes,  the 
Word  says  they  brought  all  their  sick — 
the  maimed,  the  halt,  and  the  blind.  He 
healed  them  all!  But,  thank  God,  the 
Syrophoenician  woman  could  also  receive 
blessings  from  His  hand.  He  showed  al- 
ways His  wonderful  interest  and  love 
and  bestowed  His  blessings. 

THE  GOSPEL  FOR  ALL 
Mark  16:15 
He  spake  His  wonderful  truths  not 
only  in  Nazareth  and  Bethsaida  and  the 
synagogues  of  the  Jews,  but  even  the 
Samaritans,  whom  the  Jews  hated,  found 
a  place  within  His  border.  His  place  or 
country  was  not  marked  out  by  stakes 
and  boundry  to  save  that  which  was 
lost.  And  while  His  sayings  and  His  won- 
derful works  were  not  seen,  or  heard,  or 
feit  much  outside  the  boundaries  of  His 
native  land,  yet,  thank  God,  when  He 
chose  the  twelve,  He  endued  them  with 
power  from  on  High  and  commanded, 
"Go  ye  into  all  the  world  and  preach 
the  gospel  to  every  creature." 

RETURNING  GOOD  FOR  EVIL 

Matt.  5:44 
Jesus  set  us  the  example  of  returning 
good  for  evil.  He  commanded  us  to  love 
our  enemies  and  do  good  to  them  that 
despitefully  use  us.  His  life  was  that  of 
sacrifice  and  service. 

When  they  went  to  stone  Him  once, 
He  said,  "Many  good  works  have  I 
shewed  you  from  my  Father;  for  which 
of  those  works  do  ye  stone  me  ...  If 
I  do  not  the  works  of  my  Father,  be- 
lieve me  not.''  Did  they  hate  Him  be- 
cause He  said,  "Love  your  enemies,  bless 
them  that  curse  you,  do  good  to  them 
that  hate  you,  and  pray  for  them  which 
despitefully  use  you,  and  persecute  you"? 
Jesus  said,  "If  I  had  not  done  among 
them  the  works  which  none  other  man 
did,  they  had  not  had  sin."  "Now  they 
have  no  cloke  for  their  sin." 

Bible  Lesson 

Subject:    "THE  FIRE  THAT    NEVER 
GOES  OUT" 

Scripture  Lesson:  Luke  3:16. 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader: 

The  typical  significances  of  fire  in 
Holy  Writ  are  extraordinary  rich.  And 
some  of  the  most  central  among  them, 
the  most  urgent  in  their  teaching  for  the 
reality  of  Christian  life  and  Christian 
service,  are  involved  in  the  continually 
burning  fire  upon  the  altar  of  the  Taber- 
nacle and  of  the  Temple.  "The  fire  shall 
ever  be  burning  upon  the  altar;  it  shall 
never  go  out."  The  injunction  stands 
emphatically  at  the  close  of  "the  law  of 
the  burnt  offering"  (Lev.  6:13),  and  it 
seems  undoubtedly  to  have  been  given 
before  any  sacrifice  was  ever  offered  by 


the  Aaron ic  priests. 

And  who  kindled  the  fire?  The  an- 
swer has  very  generally  been  supposed, 
and  with  great  probability,  to  be  found 
in  a  chapter  not  much  later.  "There 
came  a  fire  out  from  before  the  Lord, 
and  consumed  upon  the  altar  the  burnt 
offering  and  the  fat:  which  when  all  the 
people  saw,  they  shouted,  and  fell  on 
their  faces,"  Lev.  9:24.  During  the  in- 
terval, Aaron  and  his  sons  had  been  con- 
secrated and  Aaron's  first  sacrifices  had 
now  just  been  laid  upon  the  altar 
(though  Moses  had  offered  previously). 
The  Lord  sent  forth  the  fire  that  con- 
sumed them;  and  it  is  supposed  that  of 
the  fire  thus  lighted  His  priests  were  in- 
structed to  take  and  put  upon  the  altar 
for  every  offering  that  shouid  ever  fol- 
low in  Israel. 

ACCEPTANCE 
The  sending  forth  of  fire  to  consume 
the  sacrifice  was  a  token  of  its  accept- 
ance. That  is  confirmed  by  the  similar 
cases  of  Gideon,  David,  Solomon,  and 
Elijah.  Flow  wonderfully  powerful  is  the 
description,  for  example,  in  the  last  of 
these  cases,  after  the  priests  of  Baal  had 
vainly  plied  their  incantations,  when  the 
prophet's  simple  and  self-forgetting 
prayer  was  marvellously  answered!  "Let 
it  be  known  this  day  that  thou  art  God 
in  Israel.  Then  the  fire  of  the  Lord 
fell." 

The  famous  commentator,  Matthew 
Henry,  puts  this  leading  point  of  accept- 
ance in  a  striking  manner.  The  fire  sig- 
nified, he  thought,  two  things:  First,  the 
turning  away  of  God's  wrath,  which  is  a 
consuming  fire,  by  fastening  upon  the 
sacrifice  instead  of  upon  the  people,  thus 
showing  God's  acceptance  of  an  atone- 
ment for  the  sinner;  and  secondly,  that 
God  entered  into  covenant  and  com- 
munion with  them;  they  ate  their  part  of 
the  sacrifice,  and  the  fire  of  the  Lord 
ate  His  part;  and  thus  He  did,  as  it  were, 
sup  with  them,  and  they  with  Him.  Rev. 
3:20. 

SOMEONE  HAS  SAID  WHEN 
YOUTH  FLAMES 
"Fire  may  come  from  heaven,  and  fire 
may  come  from  hell."  It  was  a  glorious 
day  when  the  Hoi}'  Ghost  came  upon  the 
waiting  disciples  in  an  appearance  of 
"cloven  tongues  like  as  of  fire,"  and  the 
new-born  Church  began  its  life-giving 
ministry  to  the  world.  There  were  young 
people  in  that  day  like  Timothy  and  John 
Mark,  set  on  fire  by  the  Lord.  A 
southern  minister  has  written  a  fearless 
and  significant  reply  to  an  article  by  a 
university  professor  on  "Youth  Creedless 
but  Religious."  This  true  minister  says: 
"We  hear  much  of  flaming  youth,  but 
the  result  of  it  depends  altogether  on 
what  side  it  flames."  Absolom  and  Re- 
hoboam  were  flaming  youths.  The  prodi- 
gal son  ignited  a  smaller  taper  also,  but 
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it  was  blown  out  when  he  went  to  herd- 
ing hogs.  When  youth  is  aflame  for  God 
and  righteousness  its  leadership  is  won- 
derful, but  when  it  deserts  the  Church 
and  the  Scriptures,  it  is  almost  universal- 
ly certain  to  flame  more  hereafter  than 
here.  The  scanty  theological  attire  that 
some  are  coming  out  clothed  with  from 
some  so-called  schools  of  religion  is  no 
more  nor  less  than  a  few  atheistic  fig 
leaves  that  have  been  nipped  by  the  chill- 
ing frosts  of  infidelity.  These  are  scath- 
ing words,  but  sometimes  satire  can  cut 
so  deep  as  to  heal. 
Script  lire  References: 

The  Burning  Bush,  Ex.   3:2. 

The  Lord  answered  him  by  fire,  1 
Chron.   21:26. 

Thou  shalt  not  be  burned,  Isa.  43:2. 

The  Lord  will  come  with  fire,  Isa.  66: 
15. 

No  wood,  no  fire,  Prov.  26:20. 

Note:  Let  the  leader  study  closely 
these  scriptures  and  choose  some  of  them 
for   talks. — Ed. 

Bible  Outline 
A  Perfect  Savior 


Trust  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 

For  Redemption — "Redeemed  with  the 
precious  blood  of  Christ." — 1  Peter  1:19. 
"Redemption  through  His  blood." — Eph. 
1:7. 

For  Salvation — "He  that  believeth  on 
the  Son  hath  everlasting  life." — John  3: 
3  6.  "I  give  unto  them  Eternal  Life  and 
they  shall  never  perish;  neither  shall  any 
man  pluck  them  out  of  my  hand." — John 
10:28. 

For  Deliverance — "God  is  faithful, 
who  will  not  suffer  you  to  be  tempted 
above  what  ye  are  able;  but  will  with  the 
temptation  also  make  a  way  to  escape, 
that  ye  may  be  able  to  bear  it." — 1  Cor. 
10:13. 

Thanks  be  unto  God,  who  always  causeth 
us  to  triumph  in  Christ." — 2  Cor.   2:14. 

For  Strength — "My  grace  is  sufficient 
for  thee;  for  my  strength  is  made  per- 
fect in  weakness."  "Most  gladly  will  I 
glory  in  my  infirmities  that  the  power 
of  Christ  may  rest  upon  me." — 2  Cor. 
12:9. 

For  Comfort — "Casting  all  your  care 
upon  Him;  for  He  careth  for  you." — 1 
Peter  5:7. 

For  Every  Need — "My  God  shall  sup- 
ply ALL  your  need  according  to  His 
riches  in  glory  by  Christ  Jesus." — Phil. 
4:19. 

Many  talk  who  have  nothing  to  say, 
while  some  one  who  really  has  much  to 
say  that  should  be  said  that  is  worth  say- 
ing forced  to  keep  still  until  the  talk- 
ing machine  runs  down  and  there  is  no 
one  to  talk  to. 


AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
in'  like  a  cipher  with  ther  rim  knocked 
off;  but  then  a  feller's  got  ter  work  en 
make  money  en  he  goes  to  another  city 
en  tries  Alden's  big  'partment  store  en 
they  tell  him  right  ter  his  face,  'No,  sir, 
a  feller  who  smokes  is  smoke-befuddled 
en  is  woefully  lackin'  in  ambition  en  de- 
cision— no  job  here  neither  fer  a  cigarette 
smoker.'  Then  ther  feller  says  ter  himself, 
'I've  got  ter  have  a  job,  I'll  try  the  rail- 
road, I  kin  sure  git  a  job  there.'  Then 
that  there  millionaire  railroad  man,  that 
there  honorable  Mr.  Harriman,  meets 
him  en  says  ter  him,  'Me  hire  you?  No, 
sir;  I'd  as  soon  have  an  insane  man  at  the 
throttle  as  you,  'cause  you  smoke  ciga- 
rettes." Now  tell  me,  kid,  how  kin  a  feller 
with  'sperience  like  that  'spect  ter  climb 
to  ther  top  of  ther  ladder?  It  sure  is  be- 
ginnin'  ter  look  ter  me  like  he's  a  cipher 
with  ther  rim  knocked  off." 

Freckles  was  now  thoroughly  aroused, 
"What  gits  me  is  this,"  he  continued, 
"why  do  these  here  folks  who  look  like 
they  arta  know  sumpin'  'cause  they  grad- 
uates from  the  grades  in  school,  en  from 
high  school,  en  from  college,  en  from 
there  semertary,  why  do  they  use  ter- 
backer? — well,  I  suppose,"  he  added 
rather  indifferently,  "I  suppose  they're 
same  as  me,  they  don't  know  nothin', 
'cause  I  never  knowed  it  'til  a  minute  ago 
when  you  told  me  'bout  it." 

Freckles  walked  away  a  few  steps  and 
then  suddenly  turned  on  the  heel  of  his 
right  foot  and  again  stood  facing  Stephen, 
pointing  his  index  finger  into  his  face 
said,  "Here's  'nother  thing,  Steve,  that  I 
never  could  figger,  'fore  you  ever  tole 
me  these  awful  things  'bout  terbacker. 
I  never  could  figger  how  a  young  feller 
could  walk  on  ther  street  with  a  nice, 
pretty  girl,  en  she  a-lookin'  so  pretty,  en 
he  a-b!owin'  tfrbacker  smoke  right  inter 
her  pretty  face.  En  then  when  a  man  has 
such  a  awful  nice  wife  en  maybe  carryin' 
a  nice  baby  on  his  arm,  I  never  could 
figger,  until  I  found  out  that  a  man  who 
uses  terbacker  is  a  cipher  with  ther  rim 
knocked  off,  I  just  couldn't  figger  hovr 
he  could  do  such  a  thing.  You  know, 
kid,  I  always  wanted  a  sister,  but  I  never 
had  none,  but  when  I  get  growned  up 
I'm  gonna  go  with  some  nice,  pretty  girl, 
en  then  some  day  I'm  gonna  marry  her 
but  I  betcha  you'll  never  see  me  blow 
smoke  inter  her  pretty  face." 

Stephen  was  glad  that  his  words  spoken 
to  Freckles,  and  what  they  read  from  the 
little  notebook,  the  words  of  great  men 
and  women,  had  made  an  impresson  for 
good  on  Freckles'  mind.  They  walked  in 
silence  for  some  time  then  Stephen  said, 
"Papa  told  me  that  he,  long,  long  time 
ago,  used  to  drink  and  smoke  and  swear 
but  he  quit  it  all  when  I  was  a  tiny  little 
baby.   As  long     as  I  can  remember     he 


didn't  do  these  things  any  more." 

Then  turning  to  Freckles  he  said  timid- 
1) ,  "I  wish  you  wouldn't  swear,  Freckles, 
I  don't  like  to  hear  anyone  swear." 

"Flow  do  you  s'pose  a  feiler  kin  help 
it?"  Freckles  answered  rather  impatiently, 
"my  mom  she  swears,  en  my  dad  he 
swears  en  seems  like  most  everybody 
'round  me  swears — but  then  I  s'pose  I 
arten  to  anyway — I'll  tell  yer,  kid,  I'm 
gonna  try  to  quit." 

At  this  time  thev  were  passing  a 
church,  and  Stephen  asked,  "Do  you  ever 
go  to  church,  Freckles?" 

"Go  ter  church? — go  ter  church?  I 
should  say  not;  'course  I  don't  go  to 
church!  Why,  kid,  I  couldn't  dress  swell 
'nuff  to  go  ter  church!  I  never  wuz  in 
one  uv  them  things  in  my  life,  en  I  don't 
spect  I  ever  will  be.  Why?  Do  you  ever 
go?" 

"Yes,  I  went  a  few  times  before  my 
papa  died — and  Freckles,  the  people  who 
go  to  this  church  are  not  stuck  up.  One 
Sunday  night  when  we  went  my  papa 
went  to  the  front  and  got  down  on  his 
knees  and  prayed,  and  told  Jesus  how 
sorry  he  was  that  he  ever  drank  and 
smoked  and  swore  and — well,  he  just  told 
Jesus  how  sorry  he  was  for  all  the  sins 
that  he  had  ever  committed,  and  then 
after  a  little  while  he  got  up  from  his 
knees  and  said  that  Jesus  had  forgiven  all 
the  bad  things  that  he  had  ever  done.  O 
Freckles,  papa  was  so  happy  all  the  time 
after  that.  Then  he  told  me  that  he 
wanted  me  to  give  my  heart  to  Jesus,  too, 
so  that  I  might  be  a  good  boy  and  a  good 
man  when  I  get  big;  and  he  said  that  the 
bad  people  who  will  not  let  Jesus  forgive 
their  sins  can  not  go  to  heaven — and 
Freckles,  when  papa  died  he  was  so  happy; 
he  smiled  and  told  me  that  Jesus  was  tak- 
ing him  to  heaven.  I'm  going  to  do  like 
papa  did,  I  want  to  give  my  heart  to  Je- 
sus. I  would  go  to  church  all  the  time 
but  every  time  I  go  as  far  as  the  steps  to 
go  in,  I  feel  so  bad  because  Papa  got 
killed  and  I  always  have  to  cry  and  then 
I   run  back  home." 

Freckles  listened  very  attentively  withe 
Stephen  was  speaking,  and  after  walking 
for  some  time  in  silence  he  turned  to 
Stephen  and  said  very  seriously,  "Kid, 
wuz  it  that  there  church  we  just  passed 
where  you  say  your  dad  wuz  made  so 
happy?  Let's  go  back  and  look  at  it 
agin." 

They  walked  back  slowly  and  stood  in 
silence  for  a  few  moments,  in  front  of 
the  beautiful  church  building. 

With  both  of  his  hands  thrust  deep  in- 
to his  pockets,  Freckles  broke  the  silence, 
saying,  "Say,  kid,  I'm  a-coming'  to  this 
here  church  some  day  if  this  is  where  a 
feller  kin  get  his  swearin'  fergiven — I 
sure  wish  that  I  had  never  sweared  nor 
nothin'." 

(To  be  Continued) 
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The  Wages  of  Sin  is  Death — 
But  the  Gift  of  God  is  .  .  .  Life 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

tiary  and  pray  with  her  boy  that  he  might 
be  saved'.  Bill  Davis  and  Tommy  Evans 
had  already  accepted  the  Lord. 

The  next  day  the  pastor,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Smith  and  their  daughter  drove  to  Co- 
lumbia. The  grim,  dark  walls  of  the  pen- 
itentiary loomed  omniously  against  the 
bright,  blue  sky.  Solemn-faced  guards 
paced  tirelessly  back  and  forth.  Keys 
clicked.  Iron-barred  gates  clanked  open 
and  shut.  They  were  in  the  penitentiary. 
A  stern-faced,  heavily-armed  guard  led 
the  way  down  dark,  gloomy  corridors  to 
the  death  cells.  The  three  young  men 
were  in  separate  cells.  A  smile  spread  over 
their  emaciated  features  as  they  recog- 
nized their  loved  ones  and  friends.  It 
seemed  as  though  they  tried  to  forget  the 
dark  shadow  that  was  hovering  over 
them;  they  tried  to  make  the  visit  as 
pleasant  as  possible. 

At  last  the  pastor  said,  "Jack,  our  mam 
business  here  today  is  to  try  to  help  you 
get  right  with  God.  You  were  reared  in 
a  godly  home.  You  have  been  taught  the 
way  of  holiness.  You  know  that  the  first 
step  to  God  is  in  repentance.  Repent  right 
now,  ask  God  to  forgive  you  and  save 
your  soul.  Jesus  loves  you;  He  loves  you 
even  with  all  your  sin  and  He  will  come 
here  in  the  penitentiary  and  speak  par- 
don to  your  soul." 

Tears  began  to  stream  down  the  face 
of  Jack  Smith.  He  dropped  to  his  knees 
and  gripped  the  iron  bars  in  front  of  him. 
The  building  began  to  ring  with  the  im- 
passioned plea  of  the  seeker,  the  fervent 
prayer  of  the  pastor  and  the  mother.  Sud- 
denly it  seemed  as  though  heaven  swung 
low,  mighty  billows  of  glory  began  to 
roll.  Ten  thousand  voices  of  the  heavenly 
host  were  raised  in  praise  to  God.  He  was 
lost  and  is  found.  He  was  dead  but  now 
he  is  alive.  Jack's  face  was  aglow  with  an 
ethereal  light  as  he  said,  "Thank  God!  I 
am  saved.  I  am  saved  at  last!" 

The  party  left  the  penitentiary  with 
tear-stained  faces.  "Do  you  suppose,"  the 
mother  queried,  "that  it  would  do  any 
good  to  see  the  governor?  Oh,  if  my  boy 
only  could  have  life." 

"It  will  do  no  harm,"  the  pastor  re- 
plied, "let  us  go." 

The  dome  of  the  beautiful  capitol  was 
soon  in  view.  The  party  rolled  up  in  front 
of  the  building.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Smith  and 
the  pastor  went  inside.  As  they  walked 
towards  the  governor's  office,  they  of- 
fered up  silent  prayers  to  God,  "O  God, 
work  a  miracle  and  save  this  misguided 
boy.  O  God,  please  God,  do  something!" 

At  last  the  governor's  office  was 
reached.  The  pastor  reached  forth  and 
took  hold  of  the  door.  He  held  the  door 


open  for  Mrs.  Smith,  then  Mr.  Smith  and 
he  walked  inside.  The  governor's  secre- 
tary looked  up  in  surprise.  "How  did  you 
get  in?" 

The  pastor  answered,  "Why  er-er,  we 
just  took  hold  of  the  doorknob,  turned  it, 
opened  the  door,  and  walked  right  in." 

The  secretary  smiled,  "The  reason  I 
asked  you  is  because  I  had  just  locked  the 
door.  It  is  strange  how  you  got  in  because 
that  is  a  very  good  lock  on  that  door." 
The  secretary  walked  over  to  the  door  and 
examined  it  and  then  relocked  it.  "What 
can  I  do  for  you?" 

A  thrill  of  joy  went  through  the  pas- 
tor's heart  and  a  prayer  went  to  God 
from  his  soul,  "Oh  Jesus,  I  do  thank  you! 
You  have  already  worked  one  miracle  and 
I  believe  you  for  a  still  greater  miracle." 
Then  to  the  secretary,  "We  wish  to  see 
the  governor." 

"It  is  too  late.  I  had  just  locked  the 
door,  the  governor  is  probably  putting  on 
his  hat  now." 

"But  we  must  see  him.  We  are  from 
out  of  town,  and  this  is  a  matter  of  life 
or  death.  We  want  to  see  him  about  a  boy 
that   is   to   die   in    the   penitentiary." 

"Wait  just  a  moment  and  I  shall  see 
if  the  governor  will  see  you." 

In  a  few  moments  the  secretary  came 
back.  "Have  a  seat,  he  will  be  here  in  a 
lew  minutes." 

During  the  few  minutes  that  our  party 
waited,  was  all  the  world  at  a  standstill? 
No,  just  outside  those  walls,  people  were 
hurrying  home  from  work.  Busy  plans 
were  being  arranged  for  a  gala  week-end. 
Birds  were  chirping  merrily;  the  sun 
shone  brightly.  But  inside — a  life  was  in 
the  balance. 

At  last  the  governor  came  into  the 
outer  office.  "What  can  I  do  for  you?  I 
have  only  a  few  minutes,  I  must  hurry." 

All  the  circumstances  of  the  crime 
were  rehearsed  to  the  governor.  It  was 
explained  how  Jack  Smith  had  nothing  to 
do  with  the  actual  murder.  "O  governor, 
you  have  the  power,  just  save  his  life." 

"I  cannot  promise  you  anything  def- 
initely," the  governor  replied,  "but  I  will 
promise  you  that  I  will  review  this  case 
Monday  morning.  I  cannot  tell  you  what 
action  I  shall  take  though." 

"Thank  you,  Governor,  we  are  going 
to  pray  that  God  will  direct  you  in  this 
matter." 

Monday  was  a  very  gloomy  day.  The 
sun  was  hid  by  dark  clouds.  Rain,  rain, 
rain,  rain  beat  upon  the  streets;  muddy 
pools  of  water  laid  everywhere.  People 
hurried  to  and  fro  with  umbrellas  held 
against  the  wind. 

The  pastor  was  in  his  study.  He  had 
spent  much  time  in  prayer  that  God 
would  intervene  and  that  the  life  of  Jack 
Smith  would  be  spared.  But  as  yet  he  had 
received  no  definite  answer. 


A  knock  sounded  at  the  door.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Smith  walked  in.  With  tears  stream- 
ing down  her  face,  and  wringing  her 
hands,  Mrs.  Smith  said,  "O  pastor,  it  is  al- 
most more  than  we  can  stand.  Our  darl- 
ing boy  is  to  die  in  just  a  few  days.  My 
heart  is  heavy.  It  seems  as  though  the 
Lord  has  withdrawn  from  us.  Oh  what 
can  we  do,  what  can  we  do?  We  must  do 
something  to  save  our  boy!" 

The  pastor  tried  to  comfort  them  and 
told  them  to  trust  in  the  Lord  for  the 
Lord  did  all  things  well.  He  then  wrote 
their,  last  letter  to  the  boy  for  them.  They 
were  so  heartbroken  that  neither  of  them 
could  write.  Between  sobs  and  tears  they 
told  the  pastor  what  to  write  in  the  let- 
ter. At  last  with  their  hearts  still  broken, 
the  sad  old  couple  left. 

The  evening  paper  came.  The  pastor 
read  it  carefully.  About  twenty  minutes 
later  he  noticed  a  picture  on  the  back 
page.  It  was  a  picture  of  the  three  men 
condemned  to  die.  He  gazed  at  them 
thoughtfully  for  a  few  minutes  and 
thought,  poor  fellows,  they  must  die,  for 
the  WAGES  OF  SIN  IS  DEATH.  Then 
he  read  the  paragraph  under  the  pic- 
ture— he  read  it  again.  Could  his  eyes  be 
deceiving  him?  No,  there  it  was  in  black 
and  white,  "Governor  commutes  sentence 
of  three  men  who  were  to  die  in  electric 
chair." 

"Ch  thank  the  Lord,  thank  the  Lord. 
Praise  God,  bless  His  holy  name!  He  has 
answered  prayer.  What  will  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Smith  say?  They  know  nothing  about  it. 
Oh,  they  must  know  about  it  immedi- 
ately." The  pastor  jumped  around  noisily 
as  only  a  Church  of  God  pastor  can. 
"Where  is  my  coat,  where  is  my  hat?  I 
must  run  and  tell  them  the  good  news." 
At  last  he  was  out  of  the  house.  He  ran 
with  all  of  his  might.  The  sidewalks  were 
too  muddy  and  slick  so  down  the  middle 
of  the  streets  he  ran.  Not  noticing  or 
caring  about  the  many  stares  of  the  good 
people  who  thought  strange  of  the 
"Reverend"  puffing  and  panting  down 
the  street.  Not  glancing  to  right  or  left, 
on  he  ran  with  the  precious  paper  tucked 
tightly  under  his  arm.  Rain  fell  on  his 
hat.  Rain  blew  on  his  face.  Many  times 
he  stepped  in  pools  of  water  that  went 
over  his  slipper  tops.  But  he  must  hasten, 
he  had  good  news,  so  on  he  ran  down  the 
middle  of  the  street.  At  last  he  saw  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Smith  as  they  were  slowly 
trudging  through  the  rain.  Their  heads 
were  bowed  and  tears  mingled  with  the 
rain  on  their  faces. 

"Brother  Smith!  Brother  Smith!"  the 
pastor  called.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Smith  stopped 
and  turned  slowly  around.  "Brother 
Smith,"  the  pastor  waved  the  paper  wild- 
ly and  ran  towards  them,  "your  boy  has 
life!" 

The  old  couple  ran  towards  the    pastor 
(Continued  on   page   22) 
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COMPOSITION 

Mava  Jean  Morgan 
Henry  Ford,  it  is  said,  one  spring 
morning,  discussing  his  career  within  the 
whitewashed  enclosure  of  his  tractor 
room,  this  question  asked,  "Have  you 
ever  noticed  that  the  man  who  starts  out 
in  life  to  make  money  never  makes  much? 
He  may  gather  together  a  competend  of 
course  in  the  thousands  but  he'll  never 
amass  a  really  great  fortune.  But  let  a 
man  start  out  in  life  to  build  something 
better  and  sell  it  cheaper  than  has  ever 
been  built  or  so.d,  let  him  have  that  de- 
termination and  give  himself  to  it  and 
the  money  will  roil  in  so  fast  that  it  will 
bury  him  if  he  doesn't  look  out." 

Now  may  we  be  absorbed  in  the  logic 
of  Mr.  Ford's  expression  and  apply  his 
vision  to  life.  1  here's  many  things  al- 
ready accomplished  in  life  but  we  ail  like 
to  think  o±  making  good.  Dismiss  from 
your  minds  for  a  minute  the  things  that 
are  and  think  of  the  things  that  might 
be.  Well,  after  all,  just  a  little  vision  and 
grim  determination  on  my  part  and 
yours  will  make  some  of  those  dreams  a 
reality. 

Of  course  this  presently  wealthy  man 
was  looking  on  true  spirited  effort  in  the 
life  of  the  natural  man  that  provided 
temporal  blessings.  This  is  good  but  let 
us  apply  the  same  view  to  the  more  ira- 
portant  side  of  life,  the  spiritual. 

Yes,  the  spiritual,  the  all-important 
factor  that  determines  one's  future.  Here- 
in lies  a  definite  call  to  careful  and 
thoughtful  consideration  on  the  part  of 
every  individual.  But  as  so  much  has  been 
said  by  our  great  writers  already,  that 
we  could  not  say  because  of  a  deficiency 
of  knowledge  on  this  most  important 
phase  of  life;  I  have  decided  to  discuss 
with  you  a  subject  that  will  surely  lead 
anyone  to  spiritual  light,  thence  to  life, 
and  "Study"  is  my  choice.  Maybe  you've 
already  questioned  this  subject.  But  here's 
the  line  of  thought  for  us  to  pursue. 
First,  we  need  knowledge  and  wisdom 
and  this  is  the  fruit  of  learning.    Learning 


learning  ever  became  extinct?  I  say  no. 
Admittedly  some  have  checked  up  on 
study  and  are  therefore  limited  in 
knowledge  of  our  Lord  and  Savior  Jesus 
Christ. 

After  all,  learning  is  only  a  discovery 
of  things  that  are,  or  have  been.  It's  noth- 
ing new.  It  was  there  all  the  while  but 
by  studv  and  application  I  learned  it. 
Now  we  can  see  what's  robbing  us  of 
knowledge. 

Many  people  today  have  surrendered  to 
the  idea  that  school  days  (days  for 
study)  belong  to  the  ages  ranging  from 
5  or  6  to  2 1  years.  True  enough  this  is 
a  period  of  consecrated  study  presented 
to  most  every  boy  or  girl  only  once  in 
life.  But  here's  the  thought  for  you. 
Once  we  enter  the  hall  of  learning  we 
find  no  exit  over  a  doorway. 

We'll  have  a  preview  of  the  progress 
being  made  and  let  knowledge  represent 
the  characters  viewed. 

Here  on  my  life  is  a  dwarf.  There's 
one  somewhat  larger;  here's  a  medium- 
sized  one — yonder's  a  grown  one  and 
look!  there's  a  giant  near  the  farther  side 
of  this  hah!  These  are  all  representatives 
in  the  i.  o.  of  life.  That  giant  you  saw 
is  the  genius. — "But  why  was  he  favored 
to  grow  so  tall,  so  big  and  so  strong;  a 
so  conspicious  being?  Here's  this  wee 
dwarf  hardly  noticeable  by  anyone  and  I 
probably  would  have  overlooked  him 
had  my  mission  not  been  to  closely  ob- 
serve. They're  all  in  here  together;  same 
fields  and  opportunities;  or  is  he,  the 
giant,  the  privileged  character,  the  most 
prominent,  has  more  wealth,  etc.?"  No! 
but  if  you'll  linger  with  me,  seeing  you're 
mystified,  I'll  explain. 

This  hall  is  as  old  as  creation  and  at 
birth  everyone  has  been  placed  at  the 
threshold  of  its  entrance  and  as  time  rolls 
on  the  procession  moves  on. 

Now  God's  the  accredited  author  of 
this  beginning  that  has  no  ending.  This 
mystery  of  life  is  solved  in  Him.  All 
these  animal  objects  you  see  are  attributes 


is  the  producing  fruit  of  study.     We  do      of   God.   Had   you   ever   really    dwelt  in 

study  on  the  thought  that  everything 
that  God  made  has  life  in  some  form? 
Life  bespeaks  activity  and  when  it's 
gone  the  object  is  dead.  That  innumer- 
able number  of  objects  you  would  term 
inanimate,  as  you  view  the  scene,  called 
discoveries,  or  attributes  to  life  by  man, 
came  to  be,  through  Him.  They  passed 
His  permission  and  are  results  of  such 
study  and  application.  Now  to  the    secret 


not  forget  that  God  endows  us  with 
these  blessings.  He  has  given  us  a  ca- 
pacity for  knowledge  that  we  are  filling 
daily.  Remember  I  said,  "filling"  and  I 
believe  no  being  has  filled  this  capacity 
until  it  can  hold  no  more.  Even  the 
prophets  of  God,  prior  to  Christ,  whose 
years  on  earth  went  even  into  the  hun- 
dreds, died  learning.  Do  we  have  a  record 
of  any  being  on  earth  whose  capacity  for 


of  these  varied  sizes.  This  dwarf  started 
across  the  same     space     the     giant     has 
crossed;  but  the  way,  not  a  place,  grew 
too  rough   for  his   feet,    the   sun   too  hot 
for   advancing   and   the   style  just   before 
him    was    too    complicated    an    affair   for 
him  to  worry  his  brain  in  trying  to  cross, 
Thus  he   became   content   to  remain   and 
the  style  is  yet   uncrossed.  The  medium- 
sized  has  crossed  that  style     but     failed 
when  he  came  to  others  a  little  more  dif- 
ficult. He  has  stationed  himself  to  await 
his   summons      to      another      life      easier. 
And,  my  friend,  it  will  not  be  found.  The 
full  grown  grew  stronger  the  farther  he 
went  and  every  style  he  crossed  made  the 
next  one  more  easy.  The  giant  would  not 
be  oppressed   under   the   most   trying  cir- 
cumstances  and  even  yet     he's   growing. 
Every  step  leads  to  discovery  of  another 
not  yet  made.- — Now  I  can  read  the  ex- 
pression on  your  face, — "He  was  born  to 
be    that   way — a   genius."   Don't   stop   on 
that.   I   agree    that   probably   he   was    the 
most  talented.  But  here's  the  idea,     and 
this  is  the  ocean  of  despair  where  number- 
less   throngs   have   drowned      in   hopeless- 
ness;  he   was   born   an  infant      with     his 
mental  organs  enwrapped     in     ignorance 
just  as  this  dwarf  you  see.  He  was  cradled 
in  poverty  while  the    dwarf     in     riches. 
Both  were  placed     at  the     doorway     to- 
gether.   His   path   has   been      rough      and 
thorny  but  his  grim  determination  to  ex- 
plore the  great  expanse  of  knowledge  has 
guided  him  on  to  his  present  goal.  Maybe 
the  dwarf  could  not  have  gone  so  far  as 
he  or  these  others  and  possibly  they  could 
have  advanced  more. — "But  how  am  I  to 
know?"  To  this  question  I  find  only  one 
answer.  They  too,  only  can  discover  their 
possibilities    by   greatest   endeavor. 

Yes,  these  characters  are  like  various 
motor  vehicles.  Some  are  higher  powered 
than  others  but  each  inventor  wants  his 
to  reach  the  peak  of  its  ability.  If  they, 
my  friend,  expect  thus,  how  much  great- 
er is  the  expectation  of  God.  He  expects 
of  every  man  according  to  his  several 
ability.  (Have  you  reached  the  height  of 
your  ability?  and  especially  to  our  youth 
my  answer  is  negative.) 

Life  is  a  great  school  in  which  we  all 
play  a  part.  No  characters  in  this  school 
drama  are  changed.  Each  life  is  a  con- 
tinued scene  until  it  is  hallowed  in  death. 
This,  after  all,  is  the  only  known  drama 
that  is  not  memorized  by  parts.  Its  pro- 
ductions are  not  what  might  have  been 
or  might  be,  not  just  life  in  action  but 
actual  life. 

"Approved  unto  God,  a  workman  that 
needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly  di- 
viding the  word.''  What's  your  possibili- 
ty of  showing  yourself  approved  unto 
God?  "Study."  Is  it  important  now?  I'll 
leave  that  question  in  your  mind  for  you 
to  answer. 

(Continued  »n  page  21) 
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The  Touch  of  the  Master's 
Hand 

'Twas  battered  and  scarred,  and  the  auc- 
tioneer 

Thought  it  scarcely  worth  his  while 
To  waste  much  time  on  the  old  violin, 

But  he  held  it  up  with  a  smile: 
"What  am  I   bidden,     good  folks?"     he 
cried, 

"Who'll  start  the  bidding  for  me?" 
A  dollar — a  dollar — then,  two,  only  two 

Two  dollars,  and  who'll  make  it  three? 
Three  dollars  once,  three  dollars  twice, 

Going  for  three — but  no — 
From   the  room  far  back   a   gray   haired 
man 

Came  forward  and  picked  up  the  bow, 
Then,  wiping  the  dust  from  the  old  violin 

And  tightening  the  old  strings 
He  played  a  melody,  pure  and  sweet 

As  a  caroling  angel  sings. 

The  music  ceased,  and  the  auctioneer, 

With  a  voice  that  was  quiet  and  low, 
Said:  "What  am  I  bid  for  the  old  violin?" 

And  he  held  it  up  with  the  bow. 
"A  thousand  dollars — and  who'll  make  it 
two? 
Two   thousand   once,      three    thousand 
twice, 
And  going  and  gone,"  said  he. 

The  people  cheered,  but  some  of  them 
cried, 
"We  do  not  quite  understand 

What  changed  its  worth."  Swift  came 
And  many  a  man  with  life  out  of  tune 

And  battered,  and  with  sin  scarred, 
Is  auctioned     cheap     to     a     thoughtless 
crowd, 
Much  like  the  old  violin. 
A  "mess  of  pottage,"  a  glass  of  wine, 

A  game — and  he  travels  on. 
He  is  going  once,  and   going   twice, 

He's  going,  and  almost  gone; 
But  the  Master  comes,      and   the  foolish 
crowd 
Never  can   quite  understand 
The  worth  of  a  soul  and  the  change  that 
is   wrought 
By  the  touch  of  "The  Master's  Hand." 

How  God  Saved  a  Swedish 

Woman 

/.   V.  Aronson 

Sweden  was  the  land  of  my  first  birth 
and  I  lived  there  until  I  was  fourteen 
years  old.  Then  I  left  and  came  over  to 
the  United  States  of   America. 

In  Sweden  my  family  were  members  of 
the  Lutheran  Church,  and  so  was  I.      I 


was  sprinkled  and  confirmed  in  that 
church  and  thought  for  years  all  was  well 
with  my  soul  for  eternity,  because  I  was 
a  church  member  in  good  standing. 
Strange  as  it  may  seem  no  one  ever  asked 
me  if  I  was  saved  or  if  I  was  a  Christian, 
or  if  I  was  born  again,  nor  did  I  think 
about  it  myself  until  a  friend  of  mine 
died    very    suddenly. 

The  day  I  heard  of  her  death,  the  ques- 
tion came  into  my  mind,  "Are  you  ready 
to  die  and  meet  God?"  I  answered  in  the 
silence  of  my  heart,  "No."  I  knew  God 
had  spoken  to  me  and  I  began  to  seek 
salvation.  I  quit  going  certain  places  1 
believed  to  be  wrong,  and  doing  things 
I  knew  were  not  right,  such  as  going  to 
worldly  parties  and  theaters  and  playing 
cards.  This  went  on  for  three  months 
when  a  Swedish  friend  of  ours  who  had 
gotten  saved  came  to  visit  us  one  Sun- 
day afternoon.  He  asked  me  if  I  be- 
lieved in  Jesus  and  the  new  birth.  I  an- 
swered him  that  I  always  believed  all 
about  Jesus,  but  I  had  never  heard  of  the 
new  birth  and  that  I  needed  to  be  born 
again.  He  told  me  that  I  must  be  born 
again  if  I  wanted  to  be  in  heaven. 
("Except  a  man  be  born  again,  he  can- 
not see  the  kingdom  of  God."  John  3: 
3.)  I  said  I  knew  people  needed  to  have 
a  change  and  live  better,  but  I  could  not 
understand  about  being  saved  and  being 
born   again. 

Although  I  knew  little  on  the  subject 
and  understood  less,  I  learned  that  day 
that  I  needed  to  be  born  again,  and  that 
I  never  would  be  in  heaven  unless  I  was, 
and  I  was  really  troubled  about  my  soul. 
I  wisely  considered  the  question  that  God 
had  spoken  to  me  three  months  previous, 
"Are  you  ready  to  die  and  meet  God?" 
Ar.d  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  I  was 
not  ready  to  die  nor  was  I  ready  to  meet 
God,  and  if  I  die  as  I  am,  although  re- 
ligious and  a  church  member,  I  will  die 
in  my  sins  and  be  in  hell. 

I  was  convicted  and  awakened  about 
my  soul  but  I  did  not  know  how  to  be 
saved.  What  death  and  darkness  pre- 
vailed in  my  soul!  It  got  worse  and  worse 
until  I  could  neither  eat  nor  sleep  as  I 
thought  of  meeting  God  in  my  sins  and 
of  judgment  to  come.  I  wept,  read  and 
prayed  trying  to  get  saved,  but  all  was 
in  vain,  and  I  could  not  see  how  I  could 
be  saved,  and  I  wardered  on  in  the  dark- 
ness. Finally  one  day,  alone  in  the  kitchen 
I  gave  up  all  hope  of  ever  being  saved. 
I  realized  I  was  before  God  as  a  con- 
demned, guilty,  helpless  sinner  on  the 
brink  of  hell.  As  I  thus  saw  myself  lost 


I  cried  out,  "What  must  I  do  to  be 
saved?"  Then  the  words  of  a  hymn  came 
before  me,  "Take  the  world,  but  give  me 
Jesus."  I  saw  that  Jesus  died  for  me  and 
that  He  bore  all  my  sins  and  that  I  had 
nothing  to  do  but  just  believe  in  Jesus.  I 
believed  in  Him  and  received  Him  as  my 
own  personal  Savior,  and  I  can  truthfully 
say,  "Take  the  world,  but  give  me  Je- 
sus." 

"Just  believe  in  jesns, 

The  Savior  on  the  tree, 
Who  died  for  guilty  sinners, 

Who  died  for  even  me." 

It  was  there  and  then  the  burden  of 
sin  rolled  away  and  I  was  happy  and 
saved  and  free,  and  have  been  ever  since. 
Reader,  you  need  not  be  so  long  in 
coming  to  Christ  as  1  was.  Why  not  come 
to  Him  now  as  you  read  this  incident?  If 
you  come  to  Him  now,  His  Word  as- 
sures you,  "Him  that  cometh  to  me  I 
will  in  no  wise  cast  out."  (John  6:37.) 
It  is  weary  work  believing, 

Days  and  weeks  and  years  of  toil; 
Weary  work  a  gift  receiving, 

Who  would  God's  salvation  spoil. 
But   'tis  faith's  delight  to  ponder 

What  the  Son  of  God  has  done, 
And  by  faith  to  see  Him  yonder 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Risen  One. 

—Faithful  Words. 

A  Week  Too  Late 

God  forbid  that  any  of  you  should,  at 
the  last,  have  the  dismay  of  the  Scotch- 
woman of  whom  I  was  reading  a  few 
days  ago.  One  night  she  could  not  sleep 
because  of  her  soul's  wandering  from 
Christ.  She  got  up  and  wrote  in  her 
diary:  "One  year  from  now,  I  will  attend 
to  the  matters  of  my  soul."  She  retired, 
but  she  could  not  sleep.  So  she  arose 
again,  and  wrote  a  better  promise  in  her 
diary.  "One  month  from  now  I  will  at- 
tend to  the  matter  of  my  soul."  She  re- 
tired again  but  found  no  sleep;  and  arose 
again  and  wrote:  "Next  week  I  will  at- 
tend to  the  matters  of  my  soul."  Then 
she  slept  soundly.  The  next  day  she  went 
into  scenes  of  gaiety.  The  following  day 
she  was  sick,  and  the  middle  of  the  next 
week  she  died.  Delirium  lifted  from  her 
mind  just  long  enough  for  her  to  say, 
"I  am  a  week  too  late.  I  am  lost!"  Oh,  to 
be  a  year  too  late,  or  a  month  too  late, 
or  an  hour  too  late, — aye,  to  be  a  second 
too  late,  is  to  be  forever  too  late.  May 
God  Almighty,  by  His  grace,  keep  us 
from  the  wild,  awful,  crushing  catastro- 
phe of  a  ruined  soul! — T.  Dewitt  Tal- 
mage. 

The  person  who  defends  himself  is 
liable  to  be  convicted,  but  the  one  whom 
God  defends  is  sure  to  be  vindicated. 

See  special  notice  on  page  24. 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Again  I  find  myself  writing  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway  a  few  words  of  appre- 
ciation to  you  for  your  untiring 
efforts  in  preparing  the  paper  for  the 
benefit  of  the  young  people.  I  for  one  en- 
joy reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  more 
than  words  can  ever  express.  I  also  find 
it  very  useful  in  our  Y.  P.  E. 

I  am  president  and  leader  of  our  Y. 
P.  E.  here  at  Davis  and  feel  that  I  just 
couldn't  get  along  without  the  paper.  We 
have  a  nice  band  of  girls  and  boys  in  our 
Y.  P.  E.  but  the  sad  part  of  it  is,  most 
of  them  ais  unsaved.  Please  pray  that 
God  will  get  hold  of  them  and  they 
will  give  their  hearts  to  Him  so  they  can 
use  their  talents  entirely  for  the  Lord.  I 
love  every  one  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  workers 
and  I  really  feel  that  they  all  love  me. 
I'm  the  one  who  first  started  the  Y.  P.  E. 
here  at  Davis,  about  two  years  ago,  and 
have  been  the  leader  ever  since.  God  has 
wonderfully  blessed  us  together  in  our  ef- 
forts and  I  believe  we  have  one  among 
the  very  best  Y.  P.  E's  in  the  district. 
While  mentioning  the  district,  I  just  wish 
to  say  we  truly  appreciate  our  good  dis- 
trict pastor,  Brother  John  D.  Raynor.  He 
is  indeed  a  preacher  filled  with  the  pow- 
er of  God  and  always  brings  us  such  good 
heaven-sent  messages  that  feed  our  hun- 
gry souls.  Praise  God. 

I  request  special  prayer  for  a  dear  sis- 
ter who  is  very  sick  and  hasn't  been  able 
to  come  fo  services  for  two  months, 
Sister  Lahman.  She  loves  the  Y.  P.  E.  and 
has  been  faithful  in  helping  me  in  every 
way  possible  since  I  started  the  Y.  P.  E. 
here.  Although  she  is  an  aged  woman  she 
always  does  her  very  best  to  come  and 
she  has  always  gathered  from  six  to  eight 
of  her  grandchildren  and  brought  them 
with  her,  seeing  that  they  too  help  in  the 
Y.  P.  E.  Now,  saints,  please  do  pray  for 
this  precious  sister,  we  miss  her  so  much. 
Also  pray  for  me  that  God  will  direct 
me  in  every  effort  I  may  make  for  the  in- 
terest of  the  young  people.  God  has  reallv 
laid  it  on  my  heart  to  work  with  the 
young  people  and  it's  a  work  I  love  to 
do.  I  have  a  greater  z<;al  for  the  Y.  P.  E. 
than  any  other  part  in  church. 

I'm  the  mother  of  five  children  and  I 

need    God's    guidance    in    my    life    that    I 

may  be  an  example  to  the  young  people 

— Viola  Cassady,  Davis,  W.  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  name  of  Jesus.  It  gives 
me  great  joy  to  see  your  work  growing. 
I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  very 
much.  I  can  hardly  wait  for  the  next  pa- 


per. 

I  do  not  have  any  trouble  selling  mv 
paper  and  am  hoping  that  soon  I  can 
order  two  rolls  instead  of  one.  Our  Y. 
P.  E.  is  growing  fast.  Our  pastor,  Brother 
Wm.  Morrow,  is  certainly  fine.  Pray  for 
him  and  our  Y.  P.  E.  that  many  souls 
will  be  saved. 

May  God  bless  you  is  our  prayer. — Mrs. 
Gladys  Sloan,  Easley,  S.  C. 

*    *    * 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

These  few  remarks  will  express  only  in 
part  the  good  accomplished  by  the  recent 
Y.  P.  E.  revival  conducted  by  Brother  J. 
L.  McCoy  at  Somerset,  Pa. 

God  blessed  in  a  wonderful  way 
throughout  this  revival.  There  were  elev- 
en saved,  seven  sanctified,  and  three  bap- 
tized with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

This  revival  was  rot  only  for  the 
young  people,  but  an  invitation  was  ex- 
tended to  the  older  folks  as  well.  We  feel 
that  this  revival  has  inspired  and  encour- 
aged many  to  press  onward  to  the  goal. 

Somerset  has  a  group  of  sincere  young 
people  who  are  willing  to  work  for  the 
Lord.  We  are  glad  for  every  member  of 
our  Y.  P.  E.  but  most  of  all  we  are 
thankful  for  God's  presence  in  our  midst. 

We  ask  an  interest  in  your  prayers. — 
Florence  Welch,  Somerset,  Pa. 

Dear  Sister   Harrison: 

I  certainly  like  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
Although  every  bit  of  it  is  good,  I  think 
I  enjoy  the  Exchange  Page  the  best,  for 
I  do  like  to  read  the  testimonies  of  other 
young  people. 

I  live  in  the  country  and  I  do  get  lone- 
some, so  I  would  enjoy  corresponding 
with  some  other  young  person  who  lives 
quite  a  distance  from  Michigan.  I  am 
saved,  sanctified,  have  the  blessing  and 
belong  to  the  Church. — Ruth  Morgan, 
Lake  Orion,  Mich.,  Route   1. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  can  hardly  wait  from  one  month  to 
the  next  for  the  little  paper.  I  like  the 
stories  and  most  of  all  the  poetry. — Al- 
verda  Darr,  St.  Charles,  Pa. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison'. 

I  am  a  reader  and  also  Gideon  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  has  im- 
proved so  much  in  the  past  six  weeks 
that  we  have  two  groups,  the  red  and 
blue.  I  don't  know  what  we  could  do 
without  our  programs  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway. 


We  had  several  young  people  join  the 
church  this  week  that  were  members  of 
the  Y.  P.  E.  We  are  thanking  God  for 
the  interest  our  young  people  are  taking 
in  the  church.  Our  daily  prayer  is  that 
our  Y.  P.  E.  will  keep  building  up  and 
our  Y.  P.  E.  members  may  become  mem- 
bers of  the  Church  of  God. 

Don't  forget  to  pray  for  us. — Miss 
Ethel  En  m,  209  S.  Main  St.,  Moores- 
ville,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Although  I  have  been  a  reader  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  for  only  seven  months, 
I  can  say  that  I  certainly  enjoy  it,  and 
especially  do  I  enjoy  "Treasured  Glean- 
ings" and  "From  My  Scrapbook"  pages. 
On  each  page  are  printed  dozens  of  ser- 
mons if  we  would  think  upon  them  for 
only  a  moment. 

I  would  like  to  become  a  member  of 
your  reading  circle. 

Below  is  a  poem  which  I  composed: 

THE  NEW  PAGE 

I    have    a    clean    white   page    before    me, 
Not  a  mark;  not  a  smear, 

It   is   the   page   on   which   I   will   write 
My  deeds  of  this  new  year. 

The  Lord  has  given  me  this  page 

To  write  each  deed  I  do; 
And  then  I  will  return  it, 

When   this  year  is   through. 

Lord,  help  me  do  each  little  task 

In  just  the  right  way; 
Let  me  be  thoughtful  and  kind 

Each  and   every  day. 

Help  me  to  live  so  I  will  not  mar 

The  beauty  of   this  page; 
Help  me  do  every  task 

As  if  I  were  a  sage. 

— Grace  Churchman,  Iowa  Park,  Tex. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  received  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It 
surely  is  a  grand  little  paper  and  has 
been  a  blessing  to  us.  I  enjoy  the  good 
stories  and  like  to  read  how  the  Lord  is 
blessing  our  young  people. 

God  is  blessing  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  young 
people  are  getting  interested.  We  never 
have  a  service  that  God  doesn't  come 
down  and  bless  our  souls.  We  have  good 
attendance.  Our  young  people  believe  in 
having  many  prayers  and  letting  the 
Holy  Ghost  lead.  God  certainly  does 
bless.  Praise  the  name  of  the  Lord.  It 
makes  me  feel  good  just  to  think  of  it. 
I  praise  the  Lord  for  this  wonderful  op- 
portunity of  serving  Him. 

Pray  for  our  young  people  and  visit  us 
if  ever  possible. — Agnes  Morgan,  Wood- 
ruff, S.  C. 

See  special  notice  on  page  24. 
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Contributions  By  Young  Writers 


The  Coming  Day 

There  is  corning  a  day  when  we  all  shall 

behold 
Our  Savior  so  wondrously  fair; 
Every  eye  shall  see,  every  tongue     shall 

confess, 
Every  knee  shall  bow  in  prayer. 
As  we  confess  the  deeds  that  we've  done, 
Both  good  and  bad  the  same; 
As  He  separates  the  sheep  and  the  goats, 
The  sheep  will  know  their  name. 

Some  have  their  sins  gone  on  before, 
And  some  go  following  the  soul; 
How  will  it  be  with  you,  my  friend, 
When  Jesus  shall  call  the  roll? 
Will  you  be  one  to  enter  in, 
Or  will  you  hear  the  sad,  Depart? 
Are  you  the  one  to  whom  many  times, 
God  has  said,  "Give  me  thine  heart"? 

When  we  hear  the  shout  of  the  archangel, 
Will   we   shrink   from   that      sound  with 

fear; 
Or  will  we  arise  with  a  shout  of  laughter, 
To  welcome  our  Lord  so  dear? 
Will  we  cry  for  the  rocks  and  mountains 
As  the  graves  give  up  the  dead; 
Or  will  we  change  for  an  immortal  body, 
And  a  bright  crown  for  our  head? 

Make  ready,  friends,  it  may  not  be 

So  long  before  that  day; 

When  Jesus  bursts  the  eastern  skies 

To  catch  His  bride  away. 

Our  lamps  must  be  trimmed  and  burning, 

And  oil  in  our  vessels  of  gold; 

Wearing  the  wedding  garment, 

The  Holy  Ghost  in  our  soul. 

— Mrs.  V.  M.  Sanford,  Buffalo,  S.  C. 

Don't  Worry 

By  Charley  Hodge 

Don't   worry,  it  may  not  happen, 
That  fear  you  have  in  mind; 
Ignore  the  dread  and  work  ahead, 
A  solution  you  will  find. 

Don't  worry,  it  may  not  happen, 
Though  dark  the  skies  today; 
Keep  a-going,  wisdom  showing. 
Common  sense  will  clear  the  way. 

Don't  worry,  it  may  not  happen, 
Keep  on  smiling  just  the  same; 
If  it's  raining  stop  complaining, 
Be  a  sport  and  play  the  game. 

By  a  crippled  boy  from  Carbon  Hill,  Ala. 

»»,       *»,       »»„ 

A  Teacher's  Testimony 

Many  were  the  nights     I   wrestled   with 
God  in  prayer, 


Until  with  weariness  I  have  fallen  asleep; 
Praying  for  the  time  when  my  soul  should 

drop  its 
Earthly  weight  and  soar  to  heaven,  Christ 

to  keep, 
Or  that  I  might  some  task  be  assigned  to 

do, 
Helping  in  some  way  the  kind,  the  brave 

and  the  true. 

Then  "Go,"  said  the  Spirit  of  my  Fa- 
ther divine, 

"Go  teach  little  children  for  they  all  are 
mine. 

Many  will  reject  me  as  did  their  parents 
of  old, 

But  it  is  my  promise  the  way  to  all  na- 
tions must  be  told. 

You  shall  be  persecuted  like  my  people  of 
every  day, 

Yet  a  few  have  I  reserved  to  brighten 
your  way." 

Now  I  teach  in  the  pulpit  of  an  old  coun- 
try church, 

Essaying  to  exalt  the  stone  once  disal- 
lowed; 

A  stone  by  many  of  my  earlier  friends  re- 
jected, 

But  of  this  stone  I've  become  very  proud, 

I  hear  the  voice  yet,  "Away  with  the 
King  of  the  Jews," 

But  who  can  be  against  me  if  His  way 
I   choose. — Ruth  V.   Baird,   Lafollette, 

Tenn. 

Intreat  Me  Not  to  Leave  Thee 

Ruth  1:16 

Intreat  me  not  to  leave  thee, 

For  to  follow  thee  I  will, 

Where  thou  goest  I  will  go  and  there  I'll 

stay; 
Where  thou  lodgest  I  will  lodge, 
And  dwell  in  thy  most  holy  hill, 
Let  thy  people  be  my  people  all  the  way. 

Intreat  me  not  to  leave  thee, 

For  thy  God  my  God  shall  be; 

Where  thou  diest  will  I  die,  and  buried 

be, 
In  the  sepulchers  of  our  fathers 
Who  have  put  their  trust  in  thee, 
Ought  but  death  shall     separate   'tween 

thee  and  me. 

Intreat  me  not  to  leave  thee, 

A  humble  gleaner  let  me  be; 

In  whose  ever  sight  I  may  find  grace  to- 
day, 

Let  me  labor  in  the  field  there 

'Till  the  setting  sun  I  see, 

Binding  gleanings  that  are  left  along  the 
way. 

Intreat  me  not  to  leave  thee — 


Great  reward  comes  by  and  by — 

In  my  own  field  glean,  no  danger  shall 

you  fear; 
If  thou  thirstest,  living  waters 
Shall   be  furnished  very  nigh, 
And  the  care  of  one  who  understands,  is 

near. 

Intreat  me  not  to  leave  thee — 
Soon  His  secret  He'll  confide — 
I   have   seen   the    thought    and   intent   of 

thy  heart; 
How  thou'st  left  thy  land  and  people, 
Under  God's  wings  to  abide; 
At  my  table  thou  shalt  surely  have  a  part. 

Intreat  me  not  to  leave  thee, 

Only  let  me  humbly  lie 

At  thy  feet  and  serve  thee  now  and  all 

the  way; 
Fear  not,  daughter,  I  have  heard   thee, 
And  the  time  is  very  nigh 
When,   as   bride,    thou   shalt   be   mine   in 

that  glad  day. 

Intreat  me  not  to  leave  thee — 

Christ  thy  bridegroom  soon  to  be, 

Thou   3  servant   now,     but  soon     to  go 

away 
To  the  one  great  marriage  supper, 
That's  prepared  for  you  and  me, 
There,  His   bride   to  be  in     that  eternal 

day. 

— F.  H.  Bcauchamp,  Somerset,  Ky. 
:;•    :;•    * 

Consolation 

When  the  way  seems  dark  and  dreary, 
And  my  strength  seems  almost  gone; 
Then's  the  time  I  look  to  Jesus 
Until  He  puts  in  my  heart  a  song. 

Then   I  praise  His   name   with   gladness, 

As  new  courage  I  receive; 

And  I  know  He's  always  caring 

For  His  children  who  believe. 

He  will  guide  me  thru  dark  places, 
When  temptations  'round  me  rise; 
If  I'll  always  trust  in  Jesus, 
I  shall  meet  Him  in  the  skies. 

Where  the  devil  will  not  tempt  me 
And  no  sorrows  I  will  bear, 
For  in  heaven  there  is  no  darkness, 
All  will  be  so  bright  and  fair. 

It  will  be  worth  all  my  efforts, 
All  my  struggles  here  below; 
Just  to  have  a  home  with  Jesus 
And  ever  then  His  joys  to  know. 

So  I'll  travel  on  in  patience, 
Trials  and  tests  I'll  count  as  gain; 
For  in  heaven  I'll  be  rewarded, 
And  His  love  I  shall  attain. 

Oh!   dear  sinners  while  I'm  writing, 
How  my  heart  goes  out  in  prayer 
To  my  blessed  God,  to  save  you, 
That  you  too  may  enter  there. 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Glints  of  Knowledge 


The  Tomb  of  Pharaoh's 
Daughter 

Professor  Garstang,  head  of  Sir  Charles 
Marstom's  Archaeological  Expedition  in 
the  Near  East,  claims  to  have  unearthed 
the  tomb  of  Hatsheput  (or  Hatasu) ,  the 
daughter  of  Pharaoh,  who  found  Moses 
in  the  ark  of  bulrushes  and  saved  him 
from  Pharaoh's  death  decree. 


Relief 

It  is  strange  in  these  United  States,  the 
most  steadily  prosperous  of  all  nations, 
to  have  relief  of  the  poor  one  of  the 
most  pressing  national  problems.  Our  peo- 
ple are  instinctively  generous  in  the  mat- 
ter of  food  and  raiment.  Any  cry  from 
starving  people  in  any  region,  at  home 
or  abroad,  calls  out  large  donations. 
When  we  were  told  of  the  unemployed 
and  helpless  people  who  were  hungry  and 
naked,  we,  through  our  representatives, 
made  it  a  government  matter  and  poured 
out  billions  of  dollars  in  a  way  un- 
matched in  all  history.  We  never  heard 
an  upright  citizen  object. 


A  church  statistician  says  that  five 
per  cent  of  all  church  members  do  not 
exist;  ten  per  cent  of  them  cannot  be 
found;  twenty-five  per  cent  never  go  to 
church;  fifty  per  cent  never  contribute 
a  cent  to  the  work  of  the  church;  sev- 
enty-five per  cent  never  attend  the  mid- 
week prayer  service;  ninety  per  cent  do 
not  have  family  worship  in  their  homes; 
and  ninety-five  per  cent  never  try  to  win 
a  lost  soul  to  Christ.  If  the  statement  is 
true,  it  is  startling. — The  Watchman  Ex- 
aminer. 


The  Voice  tells  us  that  we  have  439,- 
640  girls  in  our  colleges,  universities  and 
normal  schools,  where  they  are  being 
trained  to  serve  the  nation  as  useful  wives, 
mothers,  teachers  and  workers  of  every 
type.  We  have  1,3  50,000  girls  being 
trained  in  our  taverns  and  saloons  to  be — 
well,  you  name  it. — The  Covenant  Wit- 
ness. 


The  murmuring  melodies  of  the  jew's- 
harp  are  no  longer  allowed  in  Germany. 
The  simple  souls  who  loved  its  tremulous 
tones  and  the  tingling  of  its  vibrations 
on  their  tongues,  will  now  be  deprived  of 
their  pleasure  because  of  the  unfortunate 
name  of  the  instrument,  which  is  neither 
a  harp  nor  the  product  of  the  Jews.  The 
sole  manufacture  and  distribution  of  the 
so-called  jew's-harp  has  been  in  the  hands 
of  a  British  family  at  Birmingham,  Eng- 
land,  for  over   two  hundred  years. — Sel. 


the  average  man  who  receives  a  life 
sentence  stays  in  prison  about  ten  years, 
which  is  a  travesty  on  justice.  The  more 
so  because  these  ten  years  are  more  on  the 
order  of  a  vacation  than  a  punishment 
....  Many  a  hard-boiled  criminal  has  a 
much  better  time  in  prison  than  out,  and 
when  he  is  released  after  his  brief  vaca- 
tion there  is  nothing  to  deter  him  from 
committing  other  and  worse  crimes. — 
The  Banner. 

— O— 

Americans  are  smoking  more  cigarettes 
than  ever  before. 

Treasury  reports  showed  today  87,- 
094,812,102  cigarettes  were  produced  in 
the  first  half  of  this  year.  It  was  a  new 
high  and  an  average  of  604  cigarettes,  or 
more  than  three  a  day,  for  every  person 
in  the  country. 


Radium  is  still  the  world's  most  expen- 
sive element,  though  its  price  has  gone 
down  to  a  fifth  of  what  it  was  a  little 
over  ten  years  ago.  At  one  time,  when 
the  low-grade  carnotite  ores  in  Colorado 
constituted  the  world's  principle  source 
of  supply,  radium  sold  at  $3,S00,000  an 
ounce,  or  $125,000  a  gram.  The  price 
now  as  a  result  of  the  recent  discovery  of 
rich  radium  ore  at  Great  Bear  Lake, 
Canada,  has  kept  tumbling  down  until 
recently  it  hit  a  new  low — only  $700,000 
an  ounce,   or    $2  5,000    a   gram. 


In  1937  America  has  grown  the  larg- 
est corn  crop,  the  largest  wheat  crop  and 
the  largest  cotton  crop  since  1931. 


Sales  taxes  seem  to  be  all  the  rage. 
Twenty-three  states  now  have  this  va- 
riety of   tax. 


Chain  store  taxes  are  on  the  march, 
twenty-three  states  now  impose  such 
taxes.  Five  states  have  increased  them  in 
1937. 


Crime  is  increasing  in  the  country, 
statistics  of  the  federal  bureau  of  inves- 
tigation indicate. 

Crime  reports  submitted  in  sixty-sev- 
en cities  of  more  than  100,000  popula- 
tion each  show  that  murders  and  non- 
negligent  manslaughters  increased  from 
5  69  to  615  between  Jan.  1  and  June  3  0. 
Other  increases  were  robbery,  5,5  24  to 
6,388;  assault,  4,866  to  4,916;  burglary, 
28,971  to  32,108;  larcenies,  72,724  to 
84,201  and  auto  thefts,  22,370  to  24,422. 


Federal    investigators   have    found    that 


What  a  relief,  in  an  age  that  worships 
the  successful  moneygetter,  to  find  men 
with  large  incomes  who  are  not  domi- 
nated bv  selfish  ambitions.  Not  long  ago, 
Dr.  William  Mayo,  of  the  famous  Mayo 


brothers,  surgeons,  said,  speaking  for  his 
brother,  Dr.  Charles  Mayo,  and  himself: 
From  1894  onward  we  have  never 
used  more  than  half  of  our  income  on 
ourselves  and  our  families;  iatterly  much 
less.  We  have  both  put  ourselves  on  sa- 
laries and  live  within  them.  All  our  pos- 
sessions go  out  of  our  family  when  we 
die.  They  are  turned  over  to  the  Founda- 
tion. I  would  not  want  my  children  to 
be  deprived  of  the  fun  and  benefit  of 
wanting  something  and  going  out  to 
fight  for  it.  Our  money  is  holy  and  must 
go  into  the  service  of  that  humanity 
which  paid  to  us.  In  this  way  we  can  help 
to  pass  on  the  torch. 


The  southern  Baptist  church  has  67 
colleges.  The  Baptist  colleges  in  the  South 
have  endowment  of  $26,147,369.19  and 
property  of  $39,294,812.55  making  a 
total  of  $65,422,181.74.  The  total  num- 
ber of  students  in  the  Baptist  colleges  last 
year  reached  24,609,  the  summer  school 
enrollment,  5,143,  making  a  total  for  the 
year  of  29,7  5  2.    

A  hungry  Chinamen  never  washes 
dishes  to  pay  for  a  meal.  When  a  cus- 
tomer eats  dinner  in  a  restaurant  and  can- 
not pay  for  it,  the  manager  compels  him 
to  kneel  on  the  street  in  front  of  the 
restaurant  and  beg  until  he  has  collected 
enough  to  pay  for  the  meal. 


By  the  will  of  the  late  Charles  Howard 
Warren,  one  million  dollars  (estimated) 
will  go  to  Yale  University  to  found 
scholarships  for  "aiding  healthy,  deserv- 
ing and  ambitious  boys  and  young  men 
between  ages  of  sixteen  and  twenty- 
five."  These  must  also  be  "the  sons  of 
white,  Christian  parents  of  Anglo-Saxon, 
Scandinavian  or  Teutonic  descent  who  are 
citizens  of  the  United  States  and  born  in 
America." 


More  than  a  century  ago  the  great 
historian  Macaulay  stated:  "Your  re- 
public will  be  pillaged  in  the  twentieth 
century,  just  as  the  Roman  empire  was  by 
the  barbarians  of  the  fifth  century,  with 
this  difference,  that  the  devastators  of 
the  Roman  empire  came  from  abroad, 
while  your  barbarians  will  be  the  people 
of  your  own  country  and  the  product  of 
your  own  institutions." 


WOMEN  PREACHERS 
Two  of  the  most  effective  English 
preachers  today  are  London  women.  The 
wife  of  Rowntree  Clifford,  ex-president 
of  the  Baptist  union  of  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland,  has  built  up  a  great  congregation 
of  women  and  two  thousand  listen  to  her 
every  week.  Dr.  Maude  Royden,  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Established  Church,  holds  her 
crowded  service  in  Guild  House.  She  is 
a  fearless  exponent  of  the  cause  of  peace. 
— C.  U.  Herald. 


February,  193  8 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


Page  21 


Children's  Bible  Lesson 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

Could  a  boy  double  up  his  fist  to  fight, 
if  the  little  finger  should  stand  straight 
out  and  say  "I  won't"?  (Illustrate  by  the 
fist.) 

What  kind  of  strength?  "To  overcome 
evil." 

How  may  we  be  strong?  Christ  will 
strengthen.   Phii.    4:13. 

How  may  we  catch  and  keep  all  these 
Be's.  By  coming  to  Jesus,  asking  Him  to 
help  us. 

(Leader,  write  over  the  hand  and  its 
Be's,  on  the  board  "Lord  help  me."  Paper 
hands  may  also  be  given  each  child,  at 
close.) 

Note:  You  see  it  is  very  necessary  to 
have  a  blackboard  in  children's  work.  If 
you  have  one  try  this  lesson. 

First  Fruits 

A  LESSON  ON  THE  TITHE 

Read  Deut.  26:1-11  for  a  beautiful  ex- 
planation of   the   law  of  first   fruits.      If 
the  children  are  small,  give  the  narrative 
in  simple  words  of  your  own. 
God's  Share 

Teach  the  children  that  God  has  al- 
ways required  His  people  to  give  Him  a 
shar;.  Te  1  the  story  of  the  first  two 
children  (Gen.  4:3-5),  and  show  how 
wrong  offering  was  followed  by  anger, 
by  hatred,  by  murder. 

God  claims  for  His  special  service  a 
portion  of  His  people,  their  time,  their 
money. 

He  receives  a  share  of  His  people  when 
we  set  apart  and  support  certain  ones 
for  His  ministry. 

We  give  Him  a  share  of  our  time  by 
keeping   the   Sabbath. 

We  give  Him  a  share  of  our  money  by 
spending  a  portion  entirely  for  His  cause. 

But  when  we  give  God  a  share  of  our 
time  it  is  because  it  all  belongs  to  Him;, 
and  when  we  set  apart  certain  ministers 
for  God's  special  service  it  is  in  order 
that  we  all  may  serve  Him  better.  So 
when  we  spend  a  share  of  our  money  for 
religious  purposes  it  is  a  promise  that  all 
our  money  shall  be  rightly  used. 

What  share  of  our  money  shall  we 
give? 

Abraham  and  all  the  children  of  Israel 
gave  the  tenth  of  their  increase,  or  in- 
come. Jesus  approved  this,  Luke  11:42; 
and  all  Christian  people  who  have  given 
the  tenth  to  the  Lord  have  been  greatly 
blessed  and  prospered. 

Where  a  part  of  God's  people  give  their 
whole  time  to  God's  service,  the  entire 
people  is  prospered  more  than  where  all 
work  for  themselves. 

Where  we  give  one  day  entirely  to 
God's  work,  we  can  do  more  in  the  other 
six  than  when  we  try  to  use  all  seven  for 
ourselves. 


So  when  we  give  the  tenth  of  our 
money  to  God's  special  service,  He  makes 
the  other  nine-tenths  do  more  for  us 
than   the   whole   world   would   do. 

Lesson    Illustrations 

Gates  of  Paradise. 

Shut  to  Adam  because  of  sin.  Gen.  3: 
24. 

Opened  to  Christ.  Ps.  24:7. 

Opened    to    saints,    cleansed    from    sin. 
llev.  22. 
Suppers. 

The  Gospel  Supper.  Luke   14:16. 

The  Marriage  Supper.  Rev.    19:9. 

A  sheet  of  tissue  paper  rolled  up  into 
a  little  ball  may  illustrate  a  single  act  of 
ours,  which  looks  small,  but  will  be 
found  to  be  great  when  its  influence  is 
unfolded.  -::    -::    -;: 

A  bit  of  shining  silver,  teaspoon  or 
napkin  ring,  in  which  children  can  see 
their  faces,  may  illustrate  how  Jesus  re- 
fines the  hearts  of  His  people  till  He  can 
see  His  image  there. 

An  example  in  long  division  worked 
out  before  the  class,  with  a  mistake  at  the 
very  first  makes  all  the  work  wrong, 
though  it  looks  right.  The  mistake  of  not 
choosing  to  be  a  Christian  makes  all  the 
life  wrong. 

EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
great  temperance  worker.  Just  a  word  was 
all  it  took  to  save  a  soul.  Are  we  speak- 
ing  that  word? 

Now  I  wonder  if  you  know  why  I  am 
writing  like  this  to  you.  Because  I  want 
tc  stir  your  hearts  to  do  the  work  that 
lies  on  my  heart.  It  has  always  been  my 
delight  to  go  into  homes  and  comfort  the 
sick,  to  encourage  the  discouraged  and 
help  the  poor.  The  brightest  spot  in  my 
life  is  the  few  years  we  lived  in  Sacra- 
mento, Calif,  when  I  had  the  privilege 
of  working  in  the  slums  and  helping  drag 
out  the  old  bums  and  fallen  women,  see 
them  saved,  cleaned  up  and  on  their  road 
to  heaven.  Yes,  their  faces  shone  just  as 
radiantly  as  yours  has  ever  shone-.  Their 
shout  of  victory  was  just  as  musical  as  can 
come  from  the  lips  of  any  human  being 
in  the  world. 

Then  I  have  visited  in  the  jails  and 
tried  to  speak  words  of  encouragement  to 
the  poor,  fallen  creatures  there.  I  enjoy 
this  work,  but  I  cannot  do  it  now  be- 
cause of  my  weak  body;  but  I  am  trying 
to  inspire  you  to  do  it. 

We  so  often  hear  of  some  old  sinner 
dying.  He  was  called  suddenly  and  you 
say,  what  a  pity;  but  had  you  done  your 
best? 

Our  friends,  our  brothers  and  sisters  in 
the  Church  need  our  encouragement  and 


our  praise.  Did  you  ever  see  any  one  in 
the  world  whom  you  could  not  find 
something  good  about?  Search  it  out  and 
speak  the  word  of  praise.  It  will  inspire 
them  to  better  living.  Then,  "Let  us  not 
keep  the  alabaster  boxes  of  our  love  and 
tenderness  sealed  till  our  friends  are  dead." 
Fill  their  lives  with  sweetness.  Speak 
approving  and  cheering  words  while  their 
ears  can  hear  them,  and  while  their  hearts 
can  be  thrilled  and  made  happier.  The 
kind  things  we  mean  to  say  when  they 
are  gone,  let  us  say  before  they  go.  The 
flowers  we  mean  to  send  for  their  coffin, 
let  us  send  to  brighten  and  sweeten  their 
homes  before  they  leave  them.  If  my 
friends  have  "alabaster  boxes"  laid  away 
full  of  fragrant  perfumes  of  sympathy 
and  affections  which  they  intend  to 
break  over  my  body,  I  had  much  rather 
they  would  bring  them  out  in  my  wearied 
and  troubled  hours  and  open  them  that  I 
may  be  refreshed  and  cheered  while  I  need 
them.  I  had  rather  have  a  plain  coffin, 
without  a  flower,  a  funeral  or  eulogy, 
than  a  life  without  the  sweetness  of  love 
and  sympathy. 

"Let  us  learn  tc  anoint  our  friends  be- 
forehand for  their  burial.  Post  mortem 
kindness  does  not  cheer  the  burdened 
spirit.  Flowers  on  the  coffin  cast  no 
fragrance  back  on  the  weary  way." 

This  closing  quotation  is  not  my  own. 
I  do  not  know  the  author  but  it  expresses 
just  what  I  want  to  say- 
Again  God  bless  you  and  make  you  a 
blessine. 


Composition 

v Continued  from  page  16) 
Young  people,  let's  shake  our  satisfied 
condition  until  we  become  disturbed'  and 
can  truly  realize  that  the  deceptive  pos- 
sibilities of  the  adversary  of  our  soul  can 
destroy  us  unless  we  know.  The  pioneer 
soldiers  who  have  forded  th<*  streams  be- 
fore us  have  made  visible  plain  paths  for 
our  feet  but  we  in  crossing  behind,  must 
experience  contacts  from  different  angles, 
because  in  all  the  storms  of  life  new 
debris  is  being  swept  off  the  shore  and 
somewheii  in  crossing  you  and  I  too  will 
meet  it  and  would  want  to  turn  back  and 
wait  until  the  stream  is  cleared  and  the 
water  ripples  smoothly  and  gently  on. 
But  for  the  Christian  soldier  there'll  be 
no  calm,  undisturbed  stream  to  linger  for. 

Christ  showed  us  by  actual  example 
how  to  be  cheerful  without  foolish  or 
giddy.  He  had  not  the  least  resemblance 
of  the  humorist,  yet  His  soul  was  contin- 
ually overflowing  with  joy  and  His  life 
a  continual  sunshine  to  all  about  Him. — 
The  Yout/fs  Visitor. 

The  carnal  Christian  is  never  within 
the  range  of  God's  best,  and  therefore,  is 
dissatisfied  and  disgruntled. — R. 
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Our  First  President 


In  Memory  of  Washington 

Man   of  a  noble  soui,     man  of  majestic 

frame, 
Man  of  heroic  deed,  man  of  worthy  name. 
Borp  for  the  fateful  hour,  with  spirit  to 

endure, 
With    patriot   purpose   strong,   a   people's 

ills  to  cure. 
All  on  the  altar  laid,  no  thought  of  self- 
ish gain, 
A    living   sacrifice,    smiling    at    toil      and 

pain. 
First   on   the   roll   of   fame,   first   both   in 

peace  and  war, 
First   in   each    loving     heart,      America's 

brightest  star. 
O  Washington,  the  good,  the  noble,  and 

the  brave, 
Thy  name  is  still  revered  by  those  whom 

thou  didst  save. 
As  in  years  gone  by,   so  in    the   years   to 

come, 
The  pilgrim's   feet  shall   turn   to  thy   an- 
cestral home. 
The   sage,   the  sire,   the   child,      alike    thy 

praise  shall  sing, 
And    with    thy    well-beloved      name    the 

wooded   temples  ring. 
While  patriotism  lives,  and  memory  holds 

her  seat, 
Thy   praises   shall  be  sung  in   tones   both 

loud  and  sweet. 
A  pattern  man  and  true  was  Washington 

the  great; 
The   noblest   of  his   time,   with   heart    for 

any  fate. 
He    did   not   live    in    vain,    nor   can    they 

ever  fail 
Who  harmonize  with  God,     whose  pur- 
poses prevail. 

— R.  Crosby. 
*   *    * 

Facts  About  Washington 

He  was  the  oldest  of  five  children.  His 
army,  when  he  first  took  charge,  was 
fourteen  thousand  men,  nine  thousand 
of  them  from  Massachusetts.  As  Com- 
mander-in-chief of  the  Army  he  drew 
$5  00  a  month. 

Of  sixty-nine  electoral  votes  cast  for 
the   first   president,   he   got   sixty-nine. 

He  was  fifty-nine  years  old  when  he 
entered   the  office  of  president. 

He  always  had  his  hair  powdered  at 
public  receptions,  and  never  shook  hands 
with  any  one  at  such  times. 

His  father  had  a  farm  of  one  thousand 
acres,  so  that  chopped  cherry  tree  wasn't 
such   a  heavy   loss   after  all. 

He  was  married  to  Mrs.  Custis,  Jan. 
6,  1 7  S  9,  and  for  seventeen  years  they 
lived  the  simple  life  on  their  Mount 
Vernon  estate. 

At  his  inauguration  he  wore  a  full  suit 
of  fine  cloth  made  by  his  own  servants, 


and  the  dresses  of  his  wife  were  also 
woven  on   the  plantation. 

He  was  just  twenty-one  years  old 
when  Governor  Dinwiddie  sent  him  on  a 
perilous  journey  to  Ohio  to  find  out  the 
strength  of  the  French,  which  he  accom- 
plished handily. 

The  Indians  said  he  bore  a  charmed 
life  after  he  got  four  bullets  through  his 
coat  and  had  two  horses  shot  under  him 
in  a  movement  led  by  General  Braddock 
against  Fort  Duquesne. 

At  thirteen  he  was  the  strength  marvel 
of  the  neighborhood,  being  abundantly 
able  to  outwrestle,  outrun,  outleap,  out- 
pitch  quoits  and  outtoss  iron  bars  any 
boys  of  his  age  in  Virginia,  to  say  noth- 
ing of  his  hatchet  accomplishments. 

He  wrote  Governor  Clinton  at  the 
close  of  the  war:  "The  scene  is  at  last 
closed,  and  I  feel  eased  of  a  load  of  pub- 
lic care.  I  hope  to  spend  the  remainder  of 
my  days  in  cultivating  the  affection  of 
good  men  and  in  the  practice  of  the  do- 
mestic virtues." 

After  one  of  his  disastrous  campaigns, 
the  ladies  of  Philadelphia  declined  to 
notice  his  wife  and  administered,  instead, 
the  snub  direct,  which  was  in  interest- 
ing contrast  to  their  reception  of  her 
when  next  she  entered  Philadelphia  as  the 
wife  of  the  president. — Selected. 


How   Washington    Ruled    His 
Spirit 

Again  we  are  reviving  the  memory  of 
George  Washington,  "The  Father  of  Our 
Country." 

He  is  a  unique  character  in  history.  He 
had  opportunities  that  come  but  once  to 
any  man  in  all  time,  and  he  improved 
them  so  signally  that  he  is  forever  classed 
among  the  noblemen  of  history. 

We  presume  that  the  average  school 
boy,  if  asked  who  is  the  greatest  man 
America  has  produced,  would  reply  un- 
hesitatingly, "George  Washington." 

But  we  wonder  whether  this  same 
school  boy  knows  how  great  George- 
Washington  was.  He  knew  that  he  was  a 
brave  soldier,  a  successful  general,  and  an 
illustrious  president  of  the  United  States. 

But  the  Bible  has  its  tests  of  character. 
The  wise  man  declares  that  "he  that 
ruleth  his  spirit  is  greater  than  he  that 
taketh  a  city." 

How  would  George  Washington  stand 
this  test? 

He  certainly  was  a  spirited  man.  He 
was  highborn  and  bred  among  the  aris- 
tocracy of  his  day.  That  he  was  proud  of 
his  family  and  social  station  cannot  be 
denied. 

One  day  he  had  an  argument  with  a 
young  friend  of  his,  which  soon  deepened 


into  a  quarrel.  Back  and  forth  flew  the 
warm  words,  getting  hotter  every  mo- 
ment, until  at  last  George  made  use  of 
language  so  violent  and  so  provoking  that 
he  was  answered  by  a  blow.  His  friend 
knocked  him  down. 

Thia  would  be  very  serious  in  our  day, 
but  it  was  especially  so  a  hundred  and 
fifty  or  sixty  years  ago.  Among  gentle- 
men, it  was  held  that  insults  like  this 
could  be  avenged  only  by  bloodshed.  The 
companions  of  the  young  men  were 
greatly  excited,  and  looked  for  nothing 
but  a  duel  as  the  outcome  of  this  unfor- 
tunate encounter.  Both  these  men  were 
known  to  be  proud  and  brave,  and  peo- 
ple thought  it  certain  that  a  duel  would 
be  fought  which  would  result  in  the 
death  of  one,  and  possibly  both,  of  them. 

George  Washington  went  home  and 
thought  the  whole  matter  over.  He  tried 
to  put  himself  in  the  other  man's  place, 
and  from  his  point  of  view  to  pass  a  just 
judgment  upon  himself.  He  was  com- 
pelled to  acknowledge  to  himself  that  he 
had  used  words  that  were  bitter  and  pro- 
voking. No  doubt,  fault  lay  on  both 
sides,  but  George  was  responsible  for  his 
portion  of  it.  Hard  as  it  was,  he  came  to 
this  conclusion  and  he  decided  also  that 
he  would  not  carry  this  responsibility  any 
longer  than  he  could  help. 

The  next  day  he  started  out  to  find 
the  man  who  had  knocked  him  down.  He 
found  him — not  alone,  but  standing  in  a 
group  of  his  companions.  When  they  saw 
Washington  approaching,  they  felt  sure 
that  the  quarrel  was  to  be  renewed  or 
else  a  challenge  was  corning. 

But  to  their  astonishment,  George 
Washington  walked  up  to  the  young  man 
and  held  out  his  hand.  "I  was  in  the 
wrong  yesterday,  he  said,  "I  am  sorry, 
and  ask  your  pardon." 

This  friendly  and  straightforward  ap- 
peal met  with  an  instant  response.  The 
two  young  men  grasped  hands  and  be- 
came life-long  friends  thenceforth. 

Those  who  stood  by  were  astonished. 

"That  young  chap  will  make  a  man — 
a  great  man — some  day,"  said  an  old  gen- 
tlemen who  had  witnessed  the  scene. 
— Classmate. 

The  Wages  of  Sin  is  Death — 
But  the  Gift  of  God  is  .  .  .  Life 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

with  a  little  scream  of  joy.  There  in  the 
middle  of  the  street  Mr.  Smith  cm- 
braced  the  pastor.  All  three  stood  there 
and  cried  for  joy.  Were  the  angels  sing- 
ing? Did  heaven  seem  near?  Some  may 
call  it  fanaticism — but  no — a  boy  was 
dead  but  is  alive  again,  for  the  wages  of 
sin  is  death— but— the  GIFT  OF  GOD 
IS  ...   .   LIFE. 

(This  story  is  founded  on  an  incident 
in  my  own  ministry.) 


February,  193  8 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


Page  23 


From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


Change  the  Habit 

When  we  come  to  the  end  of  a  busy  day 
And  look  back  o'er  the  hours, 

We   think  of   the   thorns   that   beset     the 
way; 
Why  not  remember  the  flowers? 

When   we    come    to   the  end   of   a    busy 
week, 
We  think  of  each  gloomy  day; 
'Twould   be  just   as  easy   to     pause   and 
speak 
Of  the  sun  that  cheered  the  way. 

When  we  come   to  the     end     of  a  busy 
year, 
And   the  months  pass  in   review, 
We  harp  on  the  trouble,  the  doubt,  the 
fear; 
Why  not  of  the  glad  and  true? 

When  we  come  to  the  end  of  a  busy  life, 
When  the  fleeting  years  have  fled, 

We'll  picture  the  struggle,     the     storm, 
the  strife, 
Instead  of  the  joys  ahead. 

Let's  change  the  habit  and  move  along, 

Forgetting   the   gloom   and  strife, 
And  finish  the   days     and     years     with 
song, 
Continued   in   yonder   life. 

— Nola  B.  Catron. 
»   *   • 

A  Few  Little  "Justs" 

"Just  to  be  tender,  just  to  be  true, 
Just  to  be  glad  the  whole  day  through, 
Just  to  be  merciful,  just   to  be  mild, 
Just  to  be  gentle,  kind,  and  sweet, 
Just  to  be  helpful  with  willing  feet, 
Just    to    be    cheery      when      things      go 

wrong, 
Just   to  drive     sadness     away      with      a 

song — 
That  is  happiness  all  day  long. 

Charity 

Pray,  don't  find  fault  with  the  man  who 
limps 

Or  stumbles  along  the  road, 
Unless  you  have  worn  the  shoes  he  wears 

Or  struggled  beneath  his  load. 
There  may  be  tacks  in  his  shoes  that  hurt, 

Though  hidden  away  from  view, 
Or  the  burdens  he  bears  placed  on  your 
back 

Might  cause  you  to  stumble,  too. 

Don't  sneer  at  the  man  who's  down  to- 
day, 
Unless  you  have  felt  the  blow 
That  caused  his  fall,  or  felt  the  same 


That  only  the  fallen  know. 
You  may  be  strong,   but   still   the  blows 

That  were  his,  if  dealt  to  you 
In  the  self-same  way  at     the     self-same 
time, 

Might  cause  you  to  stagger,  too. 

Don't  be  too  harsh  with     the  man  who 
sins, 

Or  pelt  him  with  words  or  stones, 
Unless  you  are  sure,  yea,  double  sure, 

That  you  have  not  sins  of  your  own. 
For  you  know,  perhaps,  if  the  tempter's 
voice 

Should  whisper  as  soft  to  you, 
As  it  did  to  him  when  he  went  astray, 

'Twould  cause  you  to  falter,  too. 

— Anon. 
«    -s    -u 
Old  Crankmire  Talks  Again 

Old    Crankmire    saw    us    running    helter 

skelter  down  the  street. 
A   hero   was    returning   whom    the    town 

turned  out  to  meet. 
"Come    along      and   join    the    cheering," 

cried  a  neighbor  passing  by. 
But    the   gruff   old   fellow   muttered, 

"No!    I   cheered   him   last   July! 

"I    did   my    running    to   him   when   you 

fellows   turned   him   down, 
When  he  needed  help  and  couldn't  find 

a  helping  hand  in  town; 
Now  you'll  take  him  on  your  shoulders 

and  you'll  form  a  great  parade, 
But   I   didn't   see   you   running   when  he 

called   to  you  for  aid." 

"It's  all   right   to  cheer  a  victor;   go 

ahead   and   join    the    throng, 
Now   he  doesn't   need  your  friendship 

you   can   follow   him   along; 
I  don't  have  to  stand  there  shouting 

when  he's  done  with  doubt  and  fear, 
I  was  out  there  cheering  for  him  when 

he  needed  words  of  cheer. 

"No,    I    won't    be    there      this      evening 

when  the  banquet  boards  are  spread. 
There'll    be    hundreds    there    to       flatter 

now  the  crown  is  on  his  head, 
But   I    will   be   there  to   cheer  him   with 

that  strength  I  have   to  spend 
If   good   fortune   should    desert   him   and 

he  has  to  have  a  friend." 

— Edgar  A.  Guest. 
«•    :;-    JS- 
Old  Pine  Trees 

By  Leigh  Hanes 

Whenever  I  come  to  an  old  pine   tree, 
Something  leans  over  and  talks  to  me; 


I  feel  its  breath  and  I  hear  it  sigh 

As    a   pine    tree   will    when    the   wind 
goes  by. 
I  hear  it  tell  how  the  eons  pass 

Like   ripples   that   wave   in   a    field   of 
grass; 
How    the    storms      that      wrestled      and 
swayed  and  beat 
Have   fallen   asleep   at   a      pine      tree's 
feet. 
And    there's    always    a    calm      when    the 
whispers  cease, 
Always  a  mantle  of  cool  green  peace, 
Always  the  doubt  that  a  thing  can  die 
That  has   gripped   the  earth,   that  has 
scanned  the  sky. 

"Thank  God  I  am  Just  Me" 

By  Elsie  Janis 
When  my  luck  seems  all  out 
And  I'm  down  at   the  mouth, 
When    I'm    stuck    in    the    North, 
And  I  want  to  go  South; 
When  the  world  seems   a  blank 
And  there's  no  one  I  love, 
And   it   seems  even  God's 
Not  in  heaven  above, 
I've  a  cure  for  my  grouch 
And  it  works  like  a  shot — 
I   just    think   of    the    things    that 
I'm  glad  I  am  not: 
A  bird  in  a  cage, 
A   fish  in  a  bowl, 
A  pig   in   a   pen, 
A  fox  in  a  hole, 
A  bear  in  a  pit, 
A   wolf  in  a   trap, 
A   fowl  on   a  spit, 
A  rug  on  a  lap, 
A  horse  in  a  stable, 
A   cow   in   a   shed, 
A  plate   on  a   table, 
The  sheet  on  a  bed, 
The  case  on  a  pillow, 
A   bell   on  a  door, 
A  branch  on  a  willow, 
A  mat  on  the  floor, 
When  I  think  of  the  hundreds  of  things 

I  might   be, 
I  get  down  on  my  knees  and  thank  God 

that   I'm  me. 
Then  my  blues  disappear,  when  I  think 

what  I've   got, 
And  quite  soon  I've  forgotten  the  things 
I   have   not. 

A  sharp  tongue  and  a  dull  mind  are 
usually  found  in  the  same  head. 

The  world  is  a  looking  glass  and  gives 
back  to  every  man  the  reflection  of  his 
own  face.  Frown  at  it,  and  it  will  look 
sourly  upon  you;  laugh  at  it  and  with  it, 
and  it  is  a  jolly,  kind  companion. 


Misery   loves      company      and 
manages   to  have   some  around. 

See  special  notice  on  page  24. 
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Each  One  Counts 

It  is  often  a  good  thing  for  anyone  to 
realize  how  small  his  influence  is,  and 
how  little  he  counts  in  the  world.  But 
we  should  never  let  this  wholesome  hu- 
mility keep  us  from  understanding  that 
each  one,  however  small,  helps  to  make 
up  totals.  Ii  you  feel  like  just  one  stick 
in  a  bundle,  you  need  not  be  a  crooked 
stick,  for  the  bundle  loses  so  much  of  its 
value  by  your  deficiency.  Government  is 
taking  more  and  more  account  of  "the 
people" — that  is,  of  every  one,  every  in- 
dividual in  the  land.  But  if  the  individ- 
uals do  not  live  up  to  their  best,  their 
government  cannot  benefit  them  much. 
Christianity,  from  the  beginning,  has  in- 
sisted upon  the  value  of  every  single 
soul.  God  expects  each  one  of  us  to  count 
in  the  sum  total  and  never  to  be  left 
out.  We  have  some  influence,  some 
weight,  some  value,  and  we  can  use  it  for 
God.  If  we  do,  He  will  give  us  more 
value  and  more  power  as  we  go  along 
trying  to  follow  out  His  will  for  us. — 
Publisher  Unknown. 

Consolation 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

Where  your  hearts  will  be  so  happy, 
And  you'll  be  so  glad  and  free; 
That  you  gave  your  heart  to  Jesus, 
When  His  blessed  face  you  see. 

As  I  now  refrain  from  writing, 
Only  for  the  present  time; 
I  am  asking  God  to  help  you, 
As  you're  reading  o'er  these  lines. 

— Composed      by     Viola  Cussady,   Davis, 
W.  Va. 

I  am  Saved 

Once  I  was  lost,  lost  deep  in  sin, 
No  one  to  help  me,  no  peace  within; 
I  was  so  weary,  no  rest  could  I  find, 
Life  was  so  dark  and  dreary 
In  a  heart  where  there  was  no  sunshine. 

I  wandered  one  day  over  field  and  plain, 
With  no  one  to  comfort  me; 
My  soul  was  longing  for  Jesus 
All  praise  to  His  wonderful  name. 

There  at  last  in  a  little  church 

I  saw  a  light  so  bright; 

I  went  in   and  Jesus  saved  me, 

And  He  showed  me   a   beautiful  sight. 

I  fell  down  at  His  precious  feet, 
Then  His  loving  hand  touched  me 
And  He  said, 
"Child   is   not   your  joy  complete?" 

Now  I  am  singing  as  I  onward  go. 
Jesus'   blood  has   washed    me   as   white   as 

snow; 
Now   the  news  I'm  telling 
Praising  His  name  so  sweet, 


He   can   save   you,    sinner, 

And  take  you  where  we  all  shall  meet. 

— Rose  Anna  DeHaven,  Crisfield,  Md. 
Attention,    Please! 

We  will  appreciate  it  if  you  will  send 
us  names  of  people  whom  you  think 
would  subscribe  for  the  Lighted  Path- 
way if  they  knew  about  it.  We  will  send 
them  a  sample  copy  with  a  subscription 
blank.  Please  do  this  as  soon  as  possible; 
we  want  to  work  hard  this  month.  Thank 
you. — Editor. 

Special  Notice 

Here  is  a  chance  for  you  to  win  some 
cash  to  help  you  go  to  school  this  year  or 
to   build    that   new    church. 

We  are  asking  for  5  00  subscriptions 
for  The  Lighted  Pathway.  To  the  one 
securing  the  largest  number  of  the  5  00 
at  $1.00  per  year,  we  are  going  to  give 
$25.00  in  cash;  for  the  second  largest, 
$15.00;  for  the  third  largest,  $10.00. 
There  will  be  no  prizes  given  until  the 
5  00  goal  is  reached.  To  those  who  do  not 
care  to  work  for  the  prize,  we  will  give 
ten  per  cent  on  all  subscriptions  over 
25,  whether  the  5  00  goal  is  reached  or 
not. 

Come  on,  boys  and  girls,  and  earn  some 
money  and  help  the  good  cause  along. 

Please  send  us  your  name  if  you  de- 
sire to  enter  this  contest,  or  to  work  for 
the  percentage,  as  your  subscriptions 
will  not  be  counted  unless  you  have  en- 
rolled. You  may  have  your  friends  in 
other  churches  solicit  for  you  if  they  de- 
sire, unless  someone  there  is  a  contestant 
also.  Now  Y.  P.  E's,  you  could  easily 
make  one  of  these  prizes  for  your  church 
if  you  would  make  the  effort.  Put  this 
paper  in  the  hands  of  other  people  as 
well  as  our  own  Church. 

Remember 

Any  Y.  P.  E.  desiring  to  put  the 
Lighted  Pathway  into  hospitals,  jails, 
offices,  stations,  or  any  public  places  may 
have  them  at  2c  each  after  you  have 
bought  3  rolls  per  month  at  $1.00  per 
roll  of  14.  Your  order  for  these  extra  pa- 
pers should  be  in  by  the  10th  of  each 
month  so  that  we  can  run  them  off 
extra 

Come  on,  friends,  and  let  us  do  all  we 
can  this  year.  Did  you  know  what  we  do 
must   be  done  quickly? — Editor. 

A  "Thank  You" 

Thank  you,  everybody,  who  sent  us 
Christmas  remembrances.  How  I  wish  I 
might  write  personally  to  you.  May  God 
bless  you  through  the  coming  year  and 
make  you  a  blessing. 


Silver  Lining 

Come  on,  young  people,  and  earn 
$15.00  by  selling  100  Silver  Linings.  You 
order  them  and  sell  them  at  2  5c  each. 
Send  us  $10.00  in  thirty  days.  You  can 
divide  them  among  your  people  and  let 
your  whole  church  help  in  selling  them. 
Please  have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
when  you  send  for  the  books.  They  can- 
not be  returned.  Send  order  to  Alda  B. 
Harrison,  Cleveland,  Tennessee. 


New  Gideons 

1.  Evelyn  McFather,     Tarpon  Springs, 
Fia. 

2.  Mrs.      Earnest      Arrowood,        High 
Shoals,  N.  C. 

3.  Mary  Henderson,  Marietta,  Ohio. 

4.  Dorothy  Klans,  Inkster,  Mich. 

5.  C.   R.   Jones.      North     Wilkesboro, 
N.  C. 

6.  Virginia  Kirkland,  Vero  Beach,  Fla. 

7.  Miss  Viola  Licht,  Zolfo  Springs,  Fla. 

8.  Dorothy  Moore,  Dyersburg,  Term. 

9.  Miss  Dink  Hale,  Joiner,  Ark. 

10.  Miss  Mildred  Millican,  Joiner,  Ark. 

11.  T   J.   McKelvey,  Hurlack,  Md. 

12.  Mary  Truitt,  Johnson  City,  Tenn. 

13.  Mrs.  Anna  White,  Spray,  N.  C. 

14.  Miss  Rhoda  Hudson,  Charleston,  W. 
Va. 

15.  W.  FI.   Ward,  Pulaski,  Va. 

16.  Mrs.  Pauline  Buchanan,  Lenoir  City,. 
Tenn. 

17.  Mab'e  Bailev,  Glen  Morrison,  W.  Va. 

18.  Mirs  Reba  Hicks,  Sweetwater,  Tenn. 

19.  E.  P.  Kimball,  Exeter,  Maine. 

Io  be  a  Gideon  vou  may  order  a  roll  of  THti 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirty 
Jay>.  Wh'  n  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year? 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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JESUS    THE    LIGHT    OF    THE    WORLD 


"My  Presence" 

By  Alice  F.  Dunlap 

They  tell  me  that  "His  coming"  is  very  near  at  hand, 
When  the  glory  of  His  presence  shall  fill  this  shadowed  land, 
Made  dark  by  many  a  shadow,  many  a  cry  of  human  woe, 
Where  the  good  seem  overburdened  and  oppressed  by  carnal  foe. 
They  tell  me  that  His  kingdom  shall  be  set  upon  the  earth; 
That  peace  shall  reign  forever  from  the  hour  of  its  birth; 
That  the  good  shall  be  released  from  every  sorrow,  care  and  pain, 
And  like  their  glorious  Master  they  xvith  Him  shall  rule  and  reign. 
But  I  see  in  those  around  me  bearing  sorroiv  day  by  day, 
Such  a  peace  and  such  a  glory,  such  a  victory  'long  the  way; 
Such  a  triumph  o'er  oppression,  and  submission  under  pain, 
That  I  knoiv  the  Lord  of  glory  has  already  come  to  reign. 
In  the  hearts  of  many  lonely — many  longing,  tvaiting  ones. 
He's  already  set  His  kingdom,  and  His   reign  has  there  begun. 
And  His   will  to  them  is  holy,  and  sweet,  and  full  of  joy 
While  their  lives  are  crowned  with  sunshine  in  their  Master's  rich  employ. 
They  have  caught  the  blessed  vision  through  the  eye  of  simple  faith, 
And  they  hold  with  Him  communion  as  with  Him  face  to  face, 
And  earth's  sorrows  seem  to  vanish,  and  earth's  burdens  lighter  grow, 
For  the  Master  walketh  with  them,  and  His  presence  now  they  know. 
Chattanooga,  Tenn. 


"Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:105 
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Alda  B.  Harrison,  Editor 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

This  month  I  am  giving  you  my  spirit- 
ual message  on  the  "Helps  for  Tempted 
Page"  and  after  you  read  this  I  want 
you  to  turn  right  over  and  read  it.  It 
might  be  best  to  read  it  first.  Perhaps  it 
will  help  you  to  rise  up  and  take  a  new 
start  in  life  with  new  encouragement. 
These  days  are  dark  days,  looking  at  it 
from  a  standpoint  of  what  the  world  can 
do  for  us;  but  when  we  lift  our  eyes  unto 
the  "hills  from  whence  cometh  our  help,'' 
my,  how  things  brighten  up.  You  read 
that  message  and  then  perhaps  it  will 
spur  you  on  to  help  me  do  the  things  I 
want  you  to  do. 

The  first  thing  I  want  to  talk  to  you 
about  is  to  ask  you  to  forgive  me  if  I 
have  failed  you  in  any  way;  if  I  have 
not  published  that  article  or  poem  sent 
in,  or  if  I  have  not  written  to  you  when 
you  feel  that  I  should.  There  are  so  many 
things  to  hinder  and  when  you  read  my 
message  to  the  "Tempted  and  Tried''  I 
feel  that  we  will  have  a  better  under- 
standing of  each  other.  Only  yesterday  I 
found  a  letter  in  my  office  that  had  been 
misplaced.  A  young  man  had  written  in 
for  help  in  preparing  a  speech  to  be  made 
at  a  convention.  I  didn't  receive  the  let- 
ter until  the  convention  was  over  ten 
days.  Well,  now  what  do  you  suppose  he 
thought  of  me  for  not  even  answering 
his  letter?  Perhaps  he  thought,  Well,  I 
thought  Sister  Harrison  was  my  friend 
but  if  she  is  I  don't  understand.  He 
might  have  waited  on  my  letter  'til  it 
was  too  late  to  prepare  his  talk.  Well,  I 
just  answered  it  last  night,  but  I  hope 
God  helped  him  out  without  my  assist- 
ance. Perhaps  when  he  utterly  leaned  on 


God  for  help  he  did  better  than  if  I  had 
helped  him.  Remember  children,  I  am  al- 
ways glad  to  help  you  when  I  can. 

Now  about  your  contributions  you 
have  sent  in.  We  cannot  say  why  they 
are  not  published.  There  are  different 
reasons.  There  are  hundreds  of  articles, 
poems,  etc.  coming  to  our  office.  We  do 
our  best  with  them.  This  is  one  thing 
especially  that  I  want  you  to  do.  Get  you 
a  loose  leaf  notebook  and  when  you  write 
a  poem,  keep  a  copy  and  paste  it  in  your 
notebook,  so  that  if  it  is  not  published 
you  will  have  it  anyway.  I  have  some 
poems  in  a  scrapbook  now  that  I  wrote 
when  quite  young,  which  were  never 
published.  I  prize  them  very  highly.  If 
you  feel  that  you  have  a  talent  for  writ- 
ing either  poetry  or  prose,  be  sure  to  cul- 


tivate it.  If  you  do  not  get  them  published 
at  first,  don't  get  discouraged.  Keep  on 
and  fill  your  scrapbook.  You  can  see  how 
you  improve.  However  we  would  like  to 
have  a  copy  for  our  files  too.  Many  of  our 
great  poets  struggled  just  like  you  are. 
Some  have  gotten  discouraged  and  quit 
who  might  have  developed  into  great 
writers. 

Now  here  is  something  I  want  to  urge 
you  to  do  for  me  this  next  month.  First 
I  want  to  ask  you  a  question.  Do  you  be- 
lieve the  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  blessing 
to  those  who  read  it?  If  you  do,  why  not 
make  a  drive  in  your  Y.  P.  E.  for  menv 
bers  for  our  Reading  Circle?  What  about 
it,  Y.  P.  E.  leaders?  If  we  can  get  our 
boys  and  girls  to  reading  the  whole  paper, 
I  am  sure  they  will  make  better  Y.  P.  E. 
members  and  better  Christians.  Here  arc 


the  conditions  by  which  you  can  be  a 
member  of  the  Reading  Circle.  A  promise 
to  read  the  whole  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way each  month  will  make  you  a  mem- 
ber. Then  as  you  can  you  may  follow 
any  suggestions  from  time  to  time  found 
on  our  Reading  Page.  You  might  have  a 
Reading  Circle  in  your  own  Y.  P.  E. 
Take  up  a  book  and  then  meet  in  some 
home  to  discuss  it.  This  will  make  you 
a  good,  social  evening  and  be  a  blessing 
also.  The  different  ones  can  bung  out 
the  part  of  the  book  that  impressed  them 
most.  How  about  trying  the  "Prince  of 
the  House  of  David"  this  time?  On  the 
reading  page  you  will  find  the  book  re- 
view by  lone  Self. 

Then  we  are  very  anxious  to  get  our 
page  of  questions  and  answers  started.  We 
feel  that  your  problems  answered  will 
help  many  others  who  have  the  same 
problem.  We  are  starting  this  page  this 
month.  Be  sure  to  look  it  up.  Send  in 
your  problem  and  we  will  do  our  best  to 
help  you. 

Now  here  is  something  else  I  am  bring- 
ing to  you  this  month.  A  real  request  and 
I  feel  that  you,  who  love  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  are  interested  in  its  success, 
will  respond.  I  want  a  special  drive  put 
on  for  subscriptions.  We  need  enough 
subscriptions  to  pay  off  a  back  debt  of 
the  paper.  We  have  several  hundred  dol- 
lars indebtedness  caused  by  delinquent 
Gideons.  If  this  article  should  happen  to 
fall  into  your  hands  will  you  not  try  to 
rush  your  payment  to  us  so  this  bill  can 
be  met?  We  know  sometimes  we  get  in  a 
hard  place  and  can't  pay  but  if  you 
haven't  been  able,  up  until  now,  will  you 
please  try  to  arrange  to  help  us  now? 

I  believe  that  if  every  one  would  take 
this  to  heart  that  we  could  have  a  thou- 
sand subscriptions  this  month.  Now 
Johnnie,  if  you  leave  this  to  Mary,  and 
Robert,  if  you  leave  it  to  Martha,  it  is 
just  sure  to  fail;  but  if  every  one  will 
let  the  responsibility  rest  on  his  should- 
ers, you'll  find  we  will  come  out  on  top. 
This  need  not  hinder  your  using  your  roll 
of  papers  also,  for  I  am  sure  that  in  your 
neighborhood  there  must  be  others  who 
would  buy  a  paper  each  month  if  you 
would  just  take  time  to  go  after  them. 
Don't  just  circle  around  in  your  own 
church  but  go  after  outsiders  also.  Come 
on,  don't  fail  me  please.  I  want  to  make 
the  paper  go  over  big  this  year,  don't 
you?  It's  your  paper  now.  I  am  just  your 
little  hired  servant,  but  I  want  to  do  mv 
best,  don't  you?  God  demands  our  best. 

Again  may  the  Lord  bless  you  and 
cause  His  face  to  shine  upon  you  and 
give  you  peace. 
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At  the  Cross  Roads 

MINNIE  E.  LUDWIG 

Used  by  Permission  of  Nazarene  Publishing   House 
(Continued  from  last  issue) 


SYNOPSIS 

In  the  dead  hours  of  night  Charles  Ludlow 
secretly  steals  away  from  the  happy  Christian 
home  of  his  childhood.  He  had  drifted  further 
and  further  into  sin  and  his  sweetheart,  a  beau- 
tiful Christian  girl  named  Viana  Harvey,  informed 
him  earlier  in  the  evening  that  their  close  friend- 
ship must  cease. 

With  the  decision  to  reform  and  lift  the  dis- 
grace he  has  brought  on  those  whom  he  loves 
dearest,  he  boards  the  train  for  Chicago,  where 
he  obtains  work  as  a  grocery  clerk.  He  reforms 
and  saves  his  money  for  a  while,  but  is  soon  back 
in  the  old   whirl   of  sin. 

One  evening  he  meets  Judith  Delver,  who  is 
more  beautiful  in  body  than  of  soul.  After  a  whirl- 
wind courtship  they  are  married. 

Charles  is  disappointed  in  Judith,  who  proves 
to  be  slothful,  selfish  and  unprofitable  as  a  home- 
maker.  A  year  passes  and  on  Charles'  twenty-first 
birthday  a  son  is  born  into  the  home.  Judith 
ignores  the  baby.  Charles  names  him  Stephen 
after  his  own  father  and  the  New  Testament 
hero  of  that   name. 

To  Charles'  disappointment  Judith  soon  begins 
leaving  the  infant  in  a  day  nursery  nearby,  Charles 
caring  for  him  each  night  while  she  attends  gay 
social   functions. 

Three  years  elapse,  Judith  buys  a  car  without 
consulting  Charles.  He  refuses  to  pay  for  it  cr 
teach  her  to  drive.  She  keeps  the  car,  having  the 
salesman  teach  her  to  manage  it.  Suddenly  her 
body  is  stricken  and  she  lives  only  a  short  time. 
Thinking  she  will  recover,  she  refuses  to  make 
peace  with  God.  She  realizes  her  need  too  late, 
and  while  dying,  whispers,  "All  is  lost,"  then, 
"Oh,  it  is  so  dark!"  as  she  slips  out  into  eternity, 
unprepared. 

Charles  was  saddened,  his  past  life  of  sin  haunt- 
ed him,  and  he  felt  that  had  he  only  known  God, 
Judith  might  have  been  spared  or  saved  through 
his   prayers. 

After  the  funeral,  the  unfriendly  mother-in-law 
coolly  advised  Charles  to  place  Stephen  in  an  or- 
phanage, which  he  had  already  decided  not  to  do. 

During  the  six  years  that  had  passed  since 
Charles  left  his  home  in  Elm  Point,  many  changes 
took  place.  His  sister,  Elizabeth,  had  married 
Vian'.  Harvey's  brother,  Theodore,  and  Viana 
herself  had  married  a  young  minister.  Of  these 
changes  Charles  knew  nothing,  but  he  was  sure 
that  his  father  and  mother  would  welcome  him 
home.  He  decided  to  take  little  Stephen  there. 
Suddenly  Stephen  became  ill  and  all  the  savings 
arc  spent  before  he  recovers. 

In  a  touching  service  one  Sunday,  Charles  is 
gloriously  converted.  The  next  day  alone  in 
prayer  he  is  sanctified.  That  evening  after  read- 
ing the  Bible  to  Stephen,  he  points  out  the  folly 
of   pursuing   a   sinful   life. 

Once  more  they  begin  making  preparation  to 
go  to  Charles'  childhood  home.  Walking  with 
Stephen  down  the  sidewalk  the  next  evening, 
Charles  is  struck  by  a  car,  operated  by  a  boot- 
legger who  is  fleeing  from  the  law,  and  dies  al- 
most instantly  leaving  little  Stephen  alone. 

Stephen  is  befriended  by  a  ragged  newsboy, 
Freckles,  and  begins  selling  papers  for  a  livelihood. 

Soon  the  landlord  appears  and  informs  Stephen 
that  he  must  move  from  the  only  home  he  has 
ever  known,  but  grants  him  permission  to  live  in 
an  old  alley  shack  on  the  premises.  The  family 
moving  into  the  vacated  house  buys  the  excess 
furniture  for  $2 J. 00,  which  Stephen  and  Freckles 
bury  in  the  back  yard  of  the  shack. 

En    route    to   work    the    next    morning,    Stephen 


begins  a  conversation  with  Freckles  which  results 
in  a  firm  determination  on  Freckles'  part  to  quit 
tobacco  and  leave  off  swearing,  and  they  both 
decide   to  soon   begin   attending   church   services. 


Both  Stephen  and  Freckles  slowly 
walked  away,  neither  one  spoke  a  word 
for  some  time. 

Stephen  was  very  lonely  and  often 
hungry.  One  gloomy  evening  while  he 
was  sitting  alone  on  a  box  in  the  alley, 
leaning  against  the  wall  of  the  shack, 
some  boys,  who  frequently  played  in  the 
alley  with  their  dog,  made  their  appear- 
ance and  tried  to  get  Stephen  interested  in 
their  sport,  but  his  heart  was  too  heavy 
to  care  to  play. 

"Say,  kid,"  one  of  the  boys  said,  "tell 
yer  mom  ter  give  us  sumpin'  ter  eat  fer 
this  here  dog,  he's  hungry  as  a  rat." 

When  Stephen  did  not  answer  but 
seemed  indifferent,  the  boy  said  impa- 
tiently, "Ah,  you  stingy,  kid,  I  say,  tell 
yer  mom  ter  give  us  a  bone  for  this  'ere 
dog." 

"I  haven't  got  any  mother,"  Stephen 
answered  somewhat  indifferently. 

"Yer  haven't?  Then  where  is  she? 
You're  jes  a  kiddin'  'cause  yer  don't  want 
ter  ask  her  for  sumpin'  ter  eat  fer  the 
dog." 

"No,  I  never  had  no  mother,"  Stephen 
replied  sadly. 

At  this  the  boys  all  laughed  and  said, 
"Ah,  kid,  yer  don't  know  nothin',  'course 
you  had  a  mother,  everybody  had,"  and 
calling  the  dog  after  them  they  ran  down 
the  alley. 

Stephen  sat  in  silence  and  in  deep  medi- 
tation for  a  long  time  after  the  boys  had 
gone. 

"There  is  that  same  question  again 
about  my  mamma,"  he  said  to  himself. 
"Oh,  I  wish  that  I  had  a  mamma  like 
other  people,  then  everybody  wouldn't 
make  fun  of  me  'cause  I  tell  'em  that  I 
never  had  no  mother." 

He  then  thought  of  his  father's  plans 
to  go  to  his  grandfather's  house,  and  the 
words  he  had  spoken  the  night  before  he 
was  killed,  "Grandmother  will  let  you 
call  her  mamma,  and  she  will  love  you!" 
Then  he  added  with  a  sigh,  "Oh,  if  I  on- 
ly knew  where  Grandmother  lives  then 
I  could  go  to  her." 

Then  suddenly  he  recalled  the  words  of 
his  father,  "Sonnie,  it  would  be  nice  if 
you  would  adopt  the  sweet-faced  lady  in 
your  new  book  for  your  mamma  until  we 
go  to  Grandmother's  house." 


Strange,  but  Stephen  had  not  seen  this 
book  since  the  evening  his  father  had 
presented  it  to  him,  which  was  the  eve- 
ning before  his  sudden  death.  Stephen 
hastened  into  the  house  determined  to 
find  the  book.  After  a  long  search  he 
found  it  among  some  other  books  in  one 
of  the  desk  drawers.  He  eagerly  opened 
it  and  began  to  turn  its  pages.  There  he 
found  the  picture  of  the  sweet-faced  lady. 
"That  sweet  lady  is  going  to  be  my 
mamma,"  he  said  and  tenderly  kissed  her. 

Stephen  did  not  see  Freckles  fer  several 
weeks  and  he  was  very  lonely.  Some  boys 
gathered  each  evening  in  the  little  park 
a  few  blocks  away  to  shoot  marbles. 
Stephen  became  interested  and  sometimes, 
until  very  late,  spent  his  evenings  there. 
One  day  just  at  dusk  when  Stephen  was 
about  to  go  to  the  park  Freckles  walked 
into  the  little  shack  and  greeted  him  with 
the  words,  "Hi,  kid,"  and  sat  down  on  a 
chair  near  the  door,  without  saying  an- 
other word. 

"Well,  Freckles,  where  did  you  come 
from?  You  haven't  been  here  to  see  me 
for  a  long  time,"  Stephen  said  in  surprise, 
then  noticing  the  troubled  look  on 
Freckles'  face  he  added,  "What's  the 
matter,  are  you  havin'  trouble?" 

"I  sure  have,  you  'member  ther  day 
when  you  told  me  yer  didn't  want  me 
ter  swear  any  more — well,  t'oder  day 
Dad  en  Mom  they  got  into  a  terrible 
fight,  en  they  were  both  jes  a  swearin'  en 
a  swearin',  en  when  Dad  he  went  out  uv 
ther  house  I  says  ter  Mom,  'Mom,  I'm 
a-tryin'  ter  quit  swearin',  I  wanter  go  ter 
heaven  when  I  die.'  Then  I  says,  'Mom 
you  arter  quit  swearin'  too  en  help  me  be 
good,'  en  then  I  went  out  ter  play  with 
ther  boys,  en  later  I  comes  in  the  house 
agin  en  Mom  she  wuz  in  ther  bedroorr 
jes  a  bawlin'  en  a-sayin',  'Jesus,  fergive 
me! — fergive  my  sins!'  I  tell  yer,  kid,  it 
skeered  me.  En  when  Mom  she  saw  me 
comin'  in  she  says  ter  me,  'O  Freckles,  I 
want  Jesus  ter  fergive  me,  I'm  sich  a 
wicked  sinner!'  En  then  she  says  ter  me 
that  her  mother  she  wuz  a  good  Chris- 
tian en  if  she  had  followed  her  wavs  she 
wouldn't  be  so  wicked  as  ter  swear  en 
such  like.  Well,  Stev,  my  mom  she  got 
happy  en  didn't  swear  no  more;  but 
what's  a  worryin'  me  now,  my  mom  she's 
sick,  en  ther  doctor  says  she's  a  gonna 
die  in  a  day  or  two,  en  if  my  mom  dies 
my  dad  he'll  beat  me  most  ter  death. 
He'd  a'  done  it  more'n  once  if  my  mom 
hadn't  stopped  him.  Dad,  he's  off  on  a 
drunk  now  en  Mom  a  dyin'." 

Freckles  rose  to  go,  saying  as  he 
walked  to  the  door,  "Well,  I  must  go  en 
see  if  Mom  wants  a  drink  or  sumpin'." 

"O  Freckles,  I  don't  want  your  mamma 
to  die,"  Stephen  said  weeping.  He  threw 
himself  on  the  floor  and  found  relief  in 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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The  Woman  Who  Was  Bent 
Double 

Today  I  want  to  tell  you  a  Bible  story, 
one  which  you  may  never  have  heard 
about.  Did  you  ever  hear  any  Bible 
story?  Yes.  (Addressing  someone  whose 
hand  has  been  raised.)  What  was  it 
about?  (Let  different  children  tell  of 
Bible  stories  they  have  heard  and  put 
names  mentioned  on  blackboard  as  David, 
Moses,  Daniel,  etc.)  But  this  story  is  not 
about  any  of  these  persons,  it  is  about 
"a  woman  who  was  bent  double."  Did 
you  ever  hear  that  story?  Did  you  know 
there  was  such  a  story  in  the  Bible? 
Well,  there  is  and  I  will  read  it  to  you, 
and  I  want  every  one  of  you  to  listen 
and  learn  all  you  can  about  her.  Read 
Luke    13:10-17. 

About  whom  is  this  lesson?  A  woman. 

What  did  she  have?  A  spirit  of  in- 
firmity. Explain  what  this  is.  Yes,  she 
was  bent  double,  and  wherever  she  went 
people  would  notice  her  and  either  laugh 
at  or  pity  her.  But  why  didn't  she 
straighten  up  and  walk  like  other  peo- 
ple? She  was  helpless.  Verse  11  says,  She 
could  not  help  herself. 

Could  her  neighbors  help  her? 

No,  her  best  friends  could  do  nothing 
for  her.  But  tell  me  how  this  came  upon 
her?  Satan  bound  her.  Ah,  that  explains 
it  all!  It  was  Satan's  work,  and  he  was 
stronger  than  the  woman  and  stronger 
than  her  friends.  And  that  is  the  trouble 
with  our  weaknesses;  our  bad  habits. 
Who  teaches  boys  and  girls  to  steal  and 
swear  and  lie  and  drink?  Satan.  Yes, 
whenever  you  see  a  boy  with  bad  habits 


you  can  say,  "Satan  bound  him."  Does 
Satan  like  to  harm  us?  Yes,  God's  Word 
calls  him  our  adversary  or  enemy,  and 
says  he  seeks  to  devour  us.  Read  1  Pet.  5 : 
8.  Whom  does  Satan  seek?  Every  one  ot 
us.  Yes,  he  wants  to  destroy  every  little 
boy  and  girl  and  I  suppose  many  who 
are  here  today  are  under  Satan's  power. 
Can  your  friends  save  you?  Can  you  save 
yourself?  No,  we  cannot.  But  our  lesson 
tells  of  one  who  is  mightier  than  Satan. 
Who  is  it?  Jesus.  Yes,  Jesus  is  the  friend 
we  need.  Now  tell  me  what  is  said  about 
Jesus.  He  saw  her.  Yes,  those  living  eyes 
of  Jesus  saw  her  in  her  need,  and  they 
see  us  too  in  our  helplessness  and  sin.  How 
did  He  feel?  He  pitied  her.  Yes,  Jesus' 
loving  heart  was  full  of  pity  for  her,  and 
it  is  for  us.  What  did  He  do?  Called  her. 
And  His  voice  is  calling  us  today.  What 
else  did  He  do?  Touched  her.  Yes,  those 
loving  hands  were  always  held  out  to  do 
good.  They  touched  the  leper,  they  healed 
the  iittle  children;  they  were  nailed  to 
the  cross  and  they  are  held  out  today  to- 
ward us.  And  what  else  did  He  do? 
Healed  her.  How?  By  His  power.  And 
can  He  do  the  same  for  us?  Yes,  He 
can.  The  poor  woman  was,  and  I  may  be, 
saved  by  Jesus.  And  now,  dear  children, 
let  me  read  what  the  Bible  says  about 
every  one  of  us.  Read  Rom.  3:23.  All 
are  bent  down  by  sin,  some  for  a  few 
years,  some  for  many  years,  and  we  can- 
not save  ourselves.  What  shall  we  do? 
Let  us  ask  Jesus,  who  sees  and  pities  and 
loves  us,  to  heal  and  save  us  this  day  by 
His  mighty  power. 

Invite  children  to  Jesus  and  have 
prayer  with  them. 

«•    »    x- 

Children's  Bible  Lesson 

Leader  prepare  ten  hands  cut  from 
paper,  and  on  each  write  subject  and 
reference  as  given  below.  These  are  to  be 
given  to  the  children  and  read  in  order. 

1.  Eve's  disobedient  hands,  Gen.  3:2-6. 

2.  Adam's  stealing  hands,  Gen.   i:6. 

3.  Jeroboam's  idol-making      hands,      1 
Kings   12:28-30;    13:4. 

4.  Sabbath-breaking  hands,     Neh.    13: 
15-19. 

5.  Drunkard-making  hands,      Hab.   2: 
15. 

6.  Herod's  murderous  hands,  Matt.   2: 
16. 

7.  Pilate's  hands,  Matt.    27:24. 

8.  Paul's  persecuting  hands,     Acts  26: 
9-12. 

9.  Clean  hands,  Ps.  24:4. 

10.   Jesus'  hands,  Matt.  8:3;  Mark  5:41; 
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Mark   8:23;   John   20:25,   27;   Luke 
24:50. 


Lesson  Illustrations 

A  mirror  or  bright  metallic  surface, 
reflecting  in  dazzling  brightness  the  rays 
of  the  sun,  teaches  how  Christians,  the 
light  of  the  world,  shine  by  reflecting 
the  light  first  received  from  the  Sun  of 
Righteousness.  Move  the  reflector  out  of 
the  sun,  and  teach  that  only  while  dwell- 
ing with  Jesus  and  receiving  light  from 
Him,  can  any  one  shine  as  a  light  in  the 
world.— M.  G.  B. 

A  child  bound  willingly  to  a  chair,  so 
that  he  cannot  enter  a  pleasanter  room, 
or  go  to  a  friend  who  calls  him,  may 
illustrate  how  Satan  binds  us,  if  we  let 
him,  and  so  keeps  us  out  of  heaven,  and 
away  from  God.  Then  let  the  child  call 
the  strong  friend  to  come  and  unbind 
him,  and  so  illustrate  how  God  can  break 
the  bonds  of  the  evil  one. — R. 

An  autograph  album  will  illustrate 
God's  Book  of  Life,  where  He  writes  the 
names  of  His  friends.  John  15:14;  1  John 
3:22.— W.   B.   F. 

A  charred  and  blackened  stick  with 
several  white  ones,  may  represent  the  ef- 
fect of  bad  company.  Rub  the  sticks  to- 
gether. The  black  one  gets  no  whiter,  but 
the  white  ones  are  blackened. — Knox  P. 
Taylor. 

Or  the  same  thing  may  be  illustrated 
by  a  glass  of  pure  water  and  a  bottle  of 
ink.  A  few  drops  of  water  in  the  ink 
make  no  particular  difference,  but  a  few 
drops  of  ink  in  the  water  darken  it 
greatly. — C. 

Temperance  Lesson 

(Read  the  story  of  David  and  Goliath  to 
the  children) 
Now,  did  you  know  that  old  Goliath 
is  not  dead?  You  go  home  and  tell  your 
lather  I  said  the  old  giant  is  living  in 
this  very  town.  Have  not  you  seen  pic- 
tures of  him,  sitting  astride  a  beer  bar- 
rel, over  the  door  of  a  saloon?  I  have 
They  say  his  name  is  Gambrinus,  but  I 
say  it's  old  King  Alcohol.  What  is  his 
name?  Did  you  ever  see  a  drunkard? 
Hold  up  your  hands,  all  who  ever  did. 
What  are  the  drinks  that  make  folks 
drunk?  Let's  see  how  many  we  can  count 
up  on  our  fingers.  Now,  all  these  have 
old  King  Alcohol  in  them,  and  that's 
what  makes  men  who  drink  them  "crazy 
on  purpose,"  as  I  once  heard  a  boy  call 
it.  Old  Goliath — I  mean  King  Alcohol — 
thinks  he  is  very  strong,  and  boasts  that 
nobody  can  conquer  him,  but  I'll  tell 
you  what  I  believe:  If  we  can  get  all  the 
brave  little  Davids  who  are  here  today, 
and  all  the  little  Davids  in  the  world,  to 
(Continued   on   page   22) 
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God  and  the  Sin  Problem 

In  the  West  Indies  there  grows  a 
poisonous  tree,  which  has  a  golden-col- 
ored fruit.  So  deadly  is  the  poison  that 
one  drop  of  the  juice  will  blister  the 
skin.  Buc  nearby  there  grows  the  White- 
wood  tree,  the  sap  of  which  is  so  power- 
ful, that  if  applied  at  once  is  a  perfect 
antidote. 

So  for  every  soul  whose  life  has  been 
scorched  and  blistered  by  the  poisonous 
tree  of  sin,  there  is  another  tree,  the 
"Whitewood  tree"  of  the  cross,  from 
which  the  blood  flowed  that  is  the  per- 
fect antidote  and  is  ever  nigh  at  hand. 

We  come  now  to  that  which  is  so 
sacred  that  we  must  needs,  as  it  were, 
take  the  shoes  off  our  feet,  for  it  is  holy 
ground. 

Here  we  touch  the  very  heart  of  the 
Christian   message. 

If  in  the  previous  chapters  we  have 
seen  the  loathsomeness  of  the  disease  of 
sin,  we  are  now  to  contemplate  how  God 
in  His  mercy  has  provided  a  perfect  cure. 

We  have  thought  of  what  Youth  does 
with  sin.  Now  let  us  ponder  what  God 
does  with  it. 

GOD    IN  HIS  JUSTICE    CONDEMNS 
SIN 

The  Apostle  Paul  says  "God  sending 
his  own  Son  in  the  likeness  of  sinful 
flesh,  and  for  sin  (lit.  'by  a  sacrifice  for 
sin'),  condemned  sin  in  the  flesh:  That 
the  righteousness  of  the  law  might  be 
fulfilled  in  us,"  Rom.  8:3,  4. 

As  we  have  already  seen,  "sin  is  law- 
lessness," that  is,  an  offence  against 
God.  1  John  3:4.  Sin  therefore  produces 
guilt.  Guilt  inevitably  issues  in  condem- 
nation. Now  God,  being  righteous,  when 
His  law  is  violated,  must  inflict  a  penalty. 
The  infinitely  Holy  One  cannot  ignore 
or  excuse  sin.  His  holiness  must  be  satis- 
fied, and  His  justice  must  be  met.  The 
penalty  of  His  broken  law  must  be  paid. 
The  condemnation  must  be  borne. 

The  sacrifice  upon  the  cross  therefore 
finds  its  first  cause  in  the  holiness  of  God. 
"Thou  art  of  purer  eyes  than  to  behold 
evil,  and  canst  not  look  on  iniquity," 
Hab.  1:13.  He  can  never  look  on  sin 
with  favor.  His  very  nature  forbids  Him 
to  look  on  it  complacently,  approvingly, 


tolerantly.  He  must  condemn  it. 

Perhaps  a  story  will  light  up  what  may 
appear  to  be  rather  theological  and  to 
some  minds  distasteful.  The  granddaugh- 
ter of  the  late  Archbishop  Benson  wis 
a  very  precocious  child  and  especially 
proud  of  her  family  name;  so  much  so, 
that  even  though  she  was  very  small,  she 
preferred  to  be  known  as  Miss  Benson, 
rather  than  by  her  Christian  name. 

On  one  occasion  unfortunately  she 
had  been  very  naughty,  in  fact,  she  had 
not  lived  up  to  the  name.  Her  mother 
told  her  to  go  upstairs  and  confess  to  God 
how  naughty  she  had  been,  and  to  ask 
Him  to  forgive  her.  After  a  short  time 
the  little  girl  came  down  again  looking 
very  pleased  with  herself.  "Well,  dar- 
ling," said  Mrs.  Benson,  "did  you  tell  God 
all  about  it?"  "Yes,  Mummy,  I  did,  and 
He  just  said  to  me,  'Please  don't  men- 
tion it,  Miss  Benson,'  "  was  the  rather 
disconcerting  reply. 

That  little  "Miss"  had  yet  to  learn 
that  God  never  views  sin  in  that  way. 
He  cannot  show  partiality  towards  it.  He 
sees  it  in  all  its  hurtful,  harmful,  hinder- 
ing power,  and  that  is  why  He  hates 
it.  He  loves  the  sinner  with  a  holy  and 
divine  love,  but  He  loathes  the  sin  with 
a  holy  and  divine  hatred.  "He  can  by  no 
means  clear  the  guilt,"  Ex.  34:7. 

God  never  condones  sin;  He  never 
countenances  it,  or  compromises  with  it. 
Nobody  is  so  hard  on  sin  as  God.  He  dare 
not  be  lenient  towards  it.  A  God  tol- 
erant toward  sin  would  be  a  menace  to 
the  world. 

But  many  say — "Isn't  God  a  God  of 
love?"  Certainly,  but  His  utter  hatred 
of  sin  is  a  necessary  consequence  of  His 
love.  Cannot  love  be  angry?  Have  you 
never  heard  a  mother  say  to  a  child  who 
is  the  very  light  of  her  eyes,  "I  shall  be 
angry  with  you  if  you  play  with  that 
knife,"  or  "I  shall  be  cross  if  you  go  so 
near   to   the  edge  of   the   cliff"? 

Love  and  anger  can  be  very  closely 
akin.  Indeed  the  greater  the  love,  the 
deeper  the  anger  against  anything  that 
will  harm  the  one  loved.  When  God 
shows  His  anger  against  sin  in  condemn- 
ing it,  He  is  thereby  showing  how  much 
He  loves  us  sinners. 

I  remember  one  day  going  for  a  walk 
with  a  Secondary  School  boy.  The  way 
led  over  cliffs  on  the  Welsh  coast,  and 
as  we  strolled — it  was  a  hot  day — we 
revelled  in  the  beauty  of  the  scene.  At 
the  same  time  our  thoughts  for  the  most 


part  were  on  the  loveliest  subject  of  all, 
"the  Creator  who  became  our  Savior." 

My  companion  was  a  thoughtful  lad, 
and  he  had  put  to  me  several  posers 
which  had  made  our  talk  full  of  interest. 
One  of  his  leading  questions  was  "Would 
you  tell  me — did  Jesus  Christ  come  into 
the  world  to  set  before  us  the  example 
of  a  good  life,  or  did  He  come  to  ap- 
pease God's  anger  against  us  sinners,  by 
dying  on  the  cross?" 

He  was  certainly  getting  to  the  heart 
of  things.  When  a  fellow  talks  like  that, 
one  can  get  on.  "Well,  Norman,"  I 
said,  "the  first  half  of  your  question  is 
easy  to  answer.  Jesus  certainly  did  come 
to  set  us  a  good  example,  but  the  other 
bit  needs  some  clear  thinking.  The  Bible 
never  says  that  He  came  to  appease  God's 
anger  against  us  sinners.  It  never  sug- 
gests that  because  He  died,  He  changed 
an  angry  God  into  a  loving  one,  or  that 
He  persuaded  God  by  dying,  to  be  gra- 
cious to  us.  What  the  Bible  does  teach  is 
that  God's  character  is  evenly  balanced. 
On  the  one  hand  He  is  holy,  righteous 
and  just;  on  the  other  He  is  loving,  gra- 
cious, and  merciful.  His  holiness  de- 
manded that  sin  should  be  condemned. 
His  love  in  Christ  undertook  to  bear  the 
condemnation.  In  other  words  His  justice 
required  a  penalty;  His  love  provided  the 
payment  of  that  penalty.  God,  one  per- 
son, does  not  forgive  you,  a  second  per- 
son, because  Jesus,  a  third  person  died  on 
the  cross.  The  truth  is  that  God  loved 
you  from  all  Eternity,  but  He  hates  your 
sin.  Both  sides  of  His  character  had  to 
find  expression.  Because  He  was  love  He 
must  sacrifice,  and  because  He  was  holy 
He  must  condemn.  How  could  these  op- 
posites  both  be  revealed?  The  answer  is 
'God  was  in  Christ  reconciling  the  world 
unto  Himself.'  Jesus  was  God  coming  in- 
to human  form  and  human  flesh,  and  on 
the  historic  cross  at  calvary  He  gathered 
up  unto  Himself  the  sum  total  of  the 
guilt  of  the  human  race,  and  by  His 
own  sacrifice,  satisfied  the  demand  with 
His  own  righteousness,  thus  proving  a 
basis  on  which  He  could  justly  pardon  us 
sinners. 

"The  love  that  was  aglow  in  His 
heart  from  all  eternity  caused,  compelled, 
and  created  this  mvsterious  suffering  in 
which  'He  bore  our  sins  in  His  own  body 
on  the  tree.'  The  cross  was  the  place 
where  in  love  to  us,  God,  in  the  person 
of  His  ordy  begotten  Son,  endured  His 
own  righteous  judgment  on  our  sin. 
'For  God  so  loved  the  world,  that  he 
gave  his  only  begotten  Son,  that  whoso- 
ever believeth  in  him  should  not  perish, 
but  have  everlasting  life.'  " 

"Do  you  mean  to  say,''  said  the  boy, 
"that  Jesus  really  was  God  bearing  our 
sins?"  "Yes,"  I  said.  "Perhaps  an  old 
(Continued  on   page   23) 
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^Kelps  for  tempted  and  ^ned 


NOT  UNDERSTOOD 

Not    understood.     We    move    along    asunder; 

Our     paths     grow    Nvider     and     the     seasons 

creep 

Along   the   years,    we    marvel   and   we   wonder, 

Why  life  is  life,  and  then   we  falf.  asleep — 

Not     understood. 


No:  understood.   We  gather  false  impressions 
And    hug    them   closer   as   the   years   go    by, 
Till    virtues   often   seem    to    us    transgressions: 
And   thus   men    rise   and   fall,    and   I've   a"d 
die- 
Not    understood. 

Not     understood.     Poor     souls     with     stunted 
vision 
Oft    measure    giants    by    the    narrow    gauge, 
The    poisoned    shafts    of    falsehood    and    de- 
cision 
Are    oft    impelled    'gainst    those    who    mold 
the  age — 

Not    understood. 

Not    understood.    The    secret    springs    of    ac- 
tion 
Which     lie     beneath     the     surface     and     the 
show 
And   disregarded.    With   self-satisfaction 

We    judge    our    neighbors    and    they    often 
go — 

Not    understood. 

Not  understood.  How  trif!,?s  often  change  us. 
The    thoughtless    sentence    or    the    fancied 
slight 
Destroy     long     years     of     friendship     and     es- 
trange   us 
And.    on    our    soul    there    falls    a    freezing 
blight — 

Not  understood. 

Not  understood.  Ho\v  many  breasts  are  aching 

For    lack    of    sympathy.    A»h,    day    by    day 
How      many      cheerless,      lonely      hearts      are 
breaking! 
How    many    noble    spirits   pass    away? 
Not     understood. 

O   God!    that   men    would   see   a   little   clearer, 

Or    judge    less    harshl.y    when    they    cannot 

see! 

O   God!    that  men   would   draw  a   little   nearer 

To    one   another! — they'd    be   nearer    Thee. 

And    understand. 

Selected    and    sent    in    by    Mrs.    W.    W.    Ball, 
Lake    Park.    Ga. 


THE    UNDERSTANDING 
CHRIST 

BY  THE  EDITOR 

Dear  Tempted  and  Tried  Friends: 

We  have  been  feeling  for  several  days 
we  were  to  write  you  personally  this 
month,  and  one  night  recently  while  go- 
ing through  some  trials  of  our  own  and 
we  could  not  sleep,  the  Lord  very  defin- 
itely gave  us  the  topic  wc  are  bringing  to 
you. 

The  testing  you  are  going  through 
witn  just  now  will  either  make  or  mar 
you.  It  can  either  be  a  steppingstone  up- 
ward or  downward,  just  as  you  choose. 

We  arc  talking  to  the  largest  company 
of  people  at  this  time  that  we  find  in  the 
world,  "The  tempted  and  tried."  Who  is 
not  in  this  class?  Our  understanding 
Christ  was  in  this  class  and  that  is  why 
He  was  tempted  in  all  points  like  as  we 
are,  yet  without  sin.  He  overcame  out 
there  in  the  wilderness  when  all  the  world 
was  offered  to  Him  as  a  prize  and  when, 
by  speaking  the  word,  He  might  have 
satisfied  that  hunger  which  came  from  a 
40-day  fast.  But  He  did  not  yield.  He 
could  have  called  down  hosts  of  angels 
to  deliver  Him  when  they  were  nailing 
Him  to  the  cross,  but  no,  He  looked 
away  down  here  in  the  future  and  saw 
you  and  me  and  He  bore  it  all  for  us. 
Bless  His  name.  Can  we  not  do  as  much 
for  Him?  You  may  say,  but  we  are  not 
Christ,  we  are  human.  So  was  Christ  hu- 
man and  divine  and  so  we  can  have  this 
divine  Christ  in  our  lives  so  that  we  too 


may   overcome. 

One  of  the  greatest  trials  we  can  think 
of  is  that  of  being  misunderstood.  On 
this  page  we  are  giving  you  a  beautiful 
poem  which  is  certainly  true  (stop  here 
and  read  it).  There  would  be  little  trou- 
ble among  God's  children  today  if  each 
one  could  take  a  look  into  the  other's 
heart  and  know  the  secrets  there.  How 
much  easier  it  would  be  for  us.  We  want 
to  mention  some  of  the  misunderstandings 
which  have  come  under  our  observation 
in  the  years  we  have  been  trying  to  live 
for  God,  "The  first  one  we've  had  some 
experiences  with  is  that  of  being  misun- 
derstood by  friends  and  loved  ones  be- 
cause of  our  taking  the  way  of  the  cross. 
The  call  of  God  comes  to  us  to  lay  aside 
the  pleasures  of  the  world  and  give  our 
lives  into  the  hands  of  Christ  to  be  used 
of  Him  in  the  great  work  He  has  to  do. 
That  work  was  unfinished  when  He  went 
away  and  somebody  must  finish  it.  But 
when  this  step  is  taken  many  times  it 
brings  misunderstandings.  Our  parents 
sometimes,  our  children,  our  friends  and 
associates  criticize  us  and  think  we  are 
exceedingly  peculiar.  Of  course  we  are. 
God's  Word  tells  us  we  are  a  peculiar 
people.  We  have  left  the  world  with  its 
frivolous  pleasures  and  have  taken  the 
way  of  the  cross.  Our  friends  cannot  un- 
derstand because  the  natural  man  cannot 
discern  the  things  of  the  Spirit.  They 
cannot  see  the  sweet  peace  and  joy  that 
floods  your  soul  and  mine  that  far  sur- 
passes everything  that  the  world  meant 
to  us.  And  all  we  can  do  is  to  look  up 
into  the  face  of  our  understanding  Christ 
and  know  that  He  understands  and  sym- 
pathizes  and  that  He  holds  the  crown  in 
His  hands  for  all  those  who  will  face  the 
foe  and  overcome  by  the  blood  of  the 
Lamb. 

Then  there  is  another  misunderstand- 
ing that  is  harder  to  bear  than  the  one 
we  have  just  mentioned.  That  is  the  one 
which  comes  from  our  brothers  and  sis- 
ters in  the  church.  We  expect  to  be  mis 
understood  by  those  on  the  outside,  but 
oh,  when  those  within  our  own  ranks 
misunderstand  us  and  criticize  us,  it 
breaks  our  hearts.  When  we  have  done 
our  very  best  and  still  they  do  not  un- 
derstand or  appreciate  us,  it  is  then  we 
can  only  look  up  into  the  face  of  our 
understanding  Christ  for  consolation. 

There  are  so  many  kinds  of  callings  in  I 
the  work  of  our  Lord,  so  many  kinds  of 
work  in  His  great  harvest  field.  He  must 
choose  people  in  these  different  fields  to 
suit  the  need.  Some  folks  criticize  and 
misunderstand  you  because  you  do  not 
enter  the  f  eld  they  think  you 
should.  By  way  of  explanation  we  will 
say  everybody  is  not  called  to  preach, 
but  as  soon  as  a  young  man  or  woman  is 
(Cortinued  on  page  22) 
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treasured  8 leanings  for  ^Ministers  and 
Christian  cWorkers 


Kindness  to  Old  People 

Kindness  to  old  people  often  pays  big 
dividends.  Do  they  not  remember?  Do 
their  faces  not  shine  when  they  see  you, 
and  are  their  hearts  not  saying,  "That  is 
the  young  person  who  was  so  kind  to 
me"?  Is  not  Aunt  Lucretia  swift  to  point 
out  Gwendolyn  to  her  friends,  and  to 
say,  "That  is  the  dear  girl  who  comes  and 
reads  to  me  so  often  since  my  old  eyes 
gave  out"? 

As  for  ambitious  young  Nathan  San- 
ford  is  he  not  indebted  to  the  crippled 
old  sailor,  Captain  Carter,  for  his  present 
poistion  in  that  great  store,  the  Em- 
porium, in  the  great  city  that  elbows  his 
home  town?  Many  a  time  Nathan  had 
been  kind  and  helpful  to  the  crippled  cap- 
tain. He  did  not  know  that  Captain 
Carter  had  been  a  schoolmate  of  the 
great  city  merchant  and  that  they  were 
fast  friends.  True,  Nathan  had  been  rich- 
ly repaid  for  every  kindness  by  the  in- 
teresting tales  of  the  old  captain  as  he 
told  of  far-away  places  and  people,  and 
of  many  a  sea-going  adventure,  but  an- 
other reward  was  headed  his  way. 

The  time  came  when  the  old  sailor 
went  to  his  merchant  friend  and  said, 
"John,  I  want  you  to  make  a  place  in 
your  store  for  Nathan  Sanford.  He  has 
three  great  qualities;  he  is  handy,  help- 
ful and  kind.  Start  him  in  at  janitor 
work,  or  opening  cases  of  goods,  or  any 
odd  jobs.  I  am  sure  he  would  work  in  and 
make  good  with  you  and  for  you." 

This  explains  why,  now  that  a  few 
years  have  passed  by,  Nathan  holds  a 
good  position  in  that  great  store.  He 
commands  an  excellent  salary  for  he 
proved  to  be  as  helpful  to  customers  as 
he  had  been  to  the  crippled  old  captain. 
There  are  no  greater  rewards  for  kindness 
to  old  people  than  an  approving  God  and 
an  approving  conscience,  but  other  re- 
wards often  follow.  Let  me  give  you  a 
true  incident. 

Before  the  days  that  autos  were  abroad 
in  the  land,  the  carriage  of  an  old  gentle- 
man broke  down  close  to  a  small  manu- 
facturing plant.  Out  of  the  kindness  of 
his  heart  the  proprietor  sent  out  two  of 
his  men  to  make  needed  repairs.  After  the 
repairs  were  finished  the  old  gentleman 
said,  "How  much  is  your  bill?"  The  reply 
was,  "Nothing;  that  is  not  our  regular 
line  of  work;  we  did  it  simply  to  help 
you  out."  The  old  gentleman  said, 
"Thank  you,"  and  drove  away- 

This  was  but  the  first  chapter  of  the 


incident.  The  old  gentleman  was  a 
wealthy  man  and  through  his  influence 
orders  flowed  in  until  the  little  factory 
was  crowded  with  work,  without  doubt, 
the  fruits  of  a  single  kindly  deed. — 
George  W.  Tuttle,  in  Sunday  School  Mes- 


A  Strange  Opiate 

Followers  of  Karl  Marx  are  in  the  habit 
of  saying  that  "religion  is  an  opiate  for 
the  people."  Russian  Communists  have 
justified  their  hostility  to  the  Church  by 
saying  that  religion  is  "dope"  and  that 
its  purpose  is  to  make  people  "stay  put." 

The  question  arises  as  to  how  long  re- 
ligion has  been  an  opiate.  Some  three 
thousand  years  ago  Abraham  was  living 
comfortably  in  Ur  of  the  Chaldees.  He 
could  have  stayed  there,  but  he  heard  an 
inner  voice  saying,  "Get  thee  out  of  thy 
country,  and  from  thy  kindred,  and 
from  thy  father's  house,  unto  a  land  that 
I  will  show  thee."  Not  self-interest,  but 
a  religious  purpose  drove  Abraham  into 
a  new  land  and  made  him  a  spiritual 
pioneer  for  the  ages.  A  strange  opiate! 
Moses  was  brought  up  in  a  palace.  He 
could  have  had  an  easy  life,  but,  both  as 
a  prince  and  as  a  shepherd,  he  longed  to 
deliver  his  people  from  slavery  and  the 
worship  of  idols.  He  risked  his  life  op- 
posing Pharaoh,  delivered  the  Israelites 
from  Egypt,  led  them  through  the  wil- 
derness and  brought  them  to  the  edge  of 
the  promised  land.  His  religion  made  him 
do  this — a  strange  course  to  pursue  if  re- 
ligion puts  people  to  sleep. 

Paul  under  this  same  soporific  influ- 
ence or  religion,  gave  up  his  position  as 
a  Pharisee,  trudged  across  Asia  Minor  and 
across  part  of  Europe,  sailed  the  seas,  was 
imprisoned,  scourged,  persecuted  and  the 
last  record  we  have  of  him  is  as  a  prisoner 
in  Rome  facing  death  for  Christ  and  the 
gospel.  Certainly  religion  was  no  sleeping 
power  for  Paul. 

Livingstone  was  another  man  who  was 
chloroformed  by  religion  and  crossed 
Africa.  Kagawa  came  under  the  deaden- 
ing spell  of  religion,  gave  up  his  wealth, 
lived  in  a  slum  and  his  "Kingdom  of 
God"  movement  bids  fair  to  become 
world-wide.  In  Canada  McDougal,  Rob- 
ertson and  Wordsworth,  under  the  anes- 
thetic of  the  Christian  faith,  rode  the 
western  plains  as  pioneers. 

Opium  deadens;  religion  quickens.  The 
Christian  faith  is  no  opiate;  it  is  a  stimu- 
lant,  a   source  of   power.      Still   it   chal- 


lenges. "Get  thee  out."  It  sends  its  mis- 
sionaries to  the  nations  of  the  world.  It 
builds  churches,  founds  schools,  operates 
hospitals.  It  is  surprising  beyond  credita- 
bility  that  an  "opiate"  should  lead  to 
such  achievements. — Onward. 

•K     *     * 

Begin 

Difficulties,  like  steep  hills,  do  not 
look  so  formidable  when  you  start  to 
climb  them  as  they  do  when  you  stand 
off  and  simply  stare  at  them.  For  in- 
stance, the  sculptor  who  cut  the  Con- 
federate Memorial  out  of  the  solid  granite 
at  Stone  Mountain,  Georgia,  might  have 
looked  at  that  vast  expanse  of  obdurate 
stone  and  been  dismayed  by  it.  But  he 
and  his  assistants  went  to  work,  with 
hand  tools  at  first,  later  with  dynamite, 
and   the   mighty   feat   was   achieved. 

If  you  have  a  task  to  do,  begin.  There 
is  an  old  Latin  epigram,  which  translated, 
reads:  "Begin;  to  begin  is  half  the  work. 
Let  half  still  remain;  again  begin  this, 
and  thou  wilt  have  finished." 
:;•    :;•    * 

There  is  a  story  to  the  effect  that 
Leonardo  da  Vinci  took  a  friend  to  criti- 
cize his  great  painting,  "The  Last  Sup- 
per." Said  the  friend:  "The  most  strik- 
ing thing  in  this  picture  is  the  cup." 
Whereupon  Leonardo  took  his  brush  and, 
wiping  out  the  cup,  declared:  "Nothing 
in  my  painting  shall  attract  more  atten- 
tion than  the  face  of  my  Master."  In 
that  fine  remark  lies  the  essence  of  the 
thought  and  theology  of  St.  Paul. 

How  Moody  Won  Them 

Dwight  L.  Moody  was  passing  along 
the  streets  of  Chicago  when  he  spied  two 
little  girls  playing  out  in  front  of  an 
underground  saloon.  His  heart  was  in- 
stantly moved  with  compassion  for  the 
children,  and  he  walked  straightway  into 
the  cellar,  and  the  barkeeper,  thinking 
he  wanted  a  drink  said,  "What  will  you 
have?"  "Those  children  for  my  Sunday 
School,"  replied  Moody.  "Children  for 
your  Sunday  School!  Do  you  know  where 
you  are?  An  infidel  club  meets  here  every 
Thursday  night."  But  the  tactful  soul- 
winner  knew  it  was  not  a  time  for  re- 
treat, so,  resting  his  elbows  on  the  bar, 
he  looked  into  the  face  of  the  father,  and 
pleaded  with  him  earnestly  in  behalf  of 
the  little  girls.  Finally  the  man's  heart 
was  touched,  and  he  said,  "I'll  tell  you 
what  I'll  do,  parson.  If  you  will  come 
down  here  next  Thursday  night  and 
meet  the  boys  in  a  joint  discussion,  and 
you  win,  you  shall  have  the  children; 
but,  if  not,  it  is  all  off."  "Agreed,"  said 
Moody.  "I'll  be  here."  Taking  his  de- 
parture, he  looked  up  a  little  crippled 
newsboy  whom  he  knew,  who  could  lay 
hold  on  God  in  prayer  and  said  to  him, 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


A  Tale  of  the  Trail 

It  ain't  so  far  from  right  to  wrong,  the 

trail   ain't   hard  to  lose; 
There's  time  I'd  almost  give  my  horse  to 

know  which  one  to  choose; 
There  ain't  no  signs  or  guide  boards  up  to 

keep  you  on  the  track. 
Wrong's  sometimes  white  as  driven  snow 

and  right  looks  awful  black; 
I  don't  set  up  to  be  no  judge  of  right  and 

wrong  in  men, 
I've  lost  the  trail  sometimes,  myself — 

I   may  get  lost  again; 
So  when  I  see  a  man  who  looks  as  though 

he'd  gone  astray, 
I  want  to  shove  my  hand  in  his  and  help 

him   find  the   way. 

Patience 

Supposin'  fish  don't  bite  at  first, 

What  are  you  going  to  do? 
Throw  your  pail,  and  chuck  your  bait 

And  say  your  fishing's  through? 
You  bet   you  aint — you're  goin'   to  fish, 

'N  fish  'n  wait 

'N  use  up  all  your  bait. 

Suppose  success  don't  come  at  first, 

What  are  you  goin'  to  do? 
Throw   up  the  sponge  and  kick   yourself 

'N  growl  and  fret  and  stew? 
You  bet  you  ain't — you're  goin'   to  fish, 

You'll  bait  'n  bait  ag'in, 
Until  success  just  grabs  your  hook, 

For  grit  is  sure  to  win. 

So  Seldom  Heard 

"The  best  after-dinner  speech  I  ever 
heard,"  remarked  the  tired  housewife, 
"was,  'Now,  dear,  I'll  help  you  with  the 
dishes.'  " 

The  Man  That  Loves  His 
Job 

Are  you  trying  to  climb  where  the  chosen 
are? 

Where  the  feet  of  men  are  few? 
Do  you  long  for  a  job  that  is  worth  one's 
while? 

Well,  here's  a   thought   for  you. 
The  pots  of  gold  at  the  rainbow's  end 

Are  sought  by  the  teeming  mob, 
But  the  fairies  who  guard  them  choose  as 

friend 

The  man  who  loves  his  job. 

It  isn't  the  kick,  it's  not  the  pull, 
That  brings  the  strong  man  out; 

But  it's  long-time  work,  and  it's  all-time 
will, 
And   the  cheerful  heart   and   stout. 


Have  you  faith  in  yourself?  Do  you  want 
to  win? 
Is  your  heart  for  success  a  throb? 
There's  just  one  thing  that  can  bring  you 
in 
With  the  winners — love  your  job. 

Evening  Prayer 

By  Lily  C.   Riser 

I  have  enough. 
Dear  Lord,  forgive 
If   I  have   thought 
I  needed  more. 

Today  I  saw 

Necessity 

And  human  want 

Not  seen  before. 

I  saw  a  man 
Look  hungrily 
About  the  street 
In  hope  of  bread; 

I  heard  a  child's 
Faint,  weary  voice 
Ask  for  a  place 
To  lay  its  head. 

What  I  have  asked 
Then  do  not  heed. 
I  have  enough — 
Attend  their  need. 

*  *   * 

A  Resolution 

To  choose  the  best;   to  do  my  best;      to 

live; 
Determined  that  I  grow  and  do  and  give; 
Never  to  look  behind  me  for  an  hour; 
To  kneel   in   weakness     and      to  walk  in 

power; 
And  always  facing  forward  to  the  light; 
Now  forever  standing  for  the  right; 
Though  struck,   defeated,     fallen     for  a 

day, 
Yet  on,  for  the  strength  God  gives — 
On  in   the  way. 

*  «•    * 

If  I  Knew 

If  I  knew  that  a  word  of  mine, 
A  word  not  kind  and  true, 

Might  leave  its  trace 

On  a  loved  one's  face, 
I  wouldn't  speak  harshly, 

would  you? 

If  I  knew  that  the  light  of  a  smile 
Might   linger  the  whole  day   thru', 

And  lighten  some  heart 

With  a  heavier  part, 
I  wouldn't  be  without  it, 

would  you? 


You  Tell  on  Yourself 

You  tell  on  yourself  by  the  friends  you 

seek, 
By  the  very  manner  in  which  you  speak, 
By  the  way  you  employ     your      leisure 

time, 
By  the  use  you  make  of  dollar  and  dime. 

You  tell  what  you  are  by  the  things  you 
wear, 

By  the  spirits  in  which  your  burdens  bear, 

By  the  kind  of  things  at  which  you 
laugh, 

By  the  records  you  play  on  the  phono- 
graph. 

You  tell  what  you  are  by  the  way  you 

walk, 
By  the  things  of   which     vou  delight   to 

talk, 
By  the  manner  in  which  you  bear  defeat, 
By  so  simple  a  thing  as  how  you  eat. 

By  the  books  you  choose  from  the  well- 
filled  shelf, 

In  these  ways  and  more,  you  tell  on  your- 
self, 

So  there's  really  no  particle  of  sense 

In  an  effort  to  keep  up  false  pretense. 

Real  Religion 

A  Baptist  minister  was  once  asked  how 
it  was  that  he  consented  to  the  marriage 
of  his  daughter  to  a  Presbyterian.  "My 
dear  friend,"  he  replied,  "so  far  as  I  have 
been  able  to  discover,  Cupid  never 
studied  theology." 

Old  Men 

By  George  E.  Phair 
In   savage    tribes    where    skulls    are    thick 

And  primal  passions  rage, 
They  have  a  system,  sure  and   quick, 

To   cure   the   blight  of   age. 
For   when  a  native's  youth  has  fled 

And  years  have  sapped  his  vim 
They  simply  knock  him  on  the  head 

And  put  an  end  to  him. 
But  we,  in  this  enlightened  age, 

Are  built  of  nobler  stuff. 
And  so  we  look  with  righteous  rage 

On  deeds  so  harsh  and  rough. 
For  when  a  man  grows  old  and  gray, 

And  weak  and  short  of  breath, 
We  simply  take  his  job  away 

And  let  him  starve  to  death. 


If  her  face  was  her  fortune  she'd  be  ar- 
rested   for    counterfeiting. 

This  world  is  not  so  bad  a  world 
As  some  would  like  to  make  it; 
To  whether  good,  or  whether  bad, 
Depend  on  how  we  take  it. 

Friends  slowly  won  are  long  held. 
*    *    * 

The  only  way  to  have  friends  is  to  be 
one. — Emerson. 
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BOOK  REVIEW 

The  Prince  of  the  House  of 
David 

We  find  this  unusual  book  written, 
not  in  the  usual  narrative  form,  but  as 
a  series  of  letters  by  a  young  Jewess,  a 
contemporary  of  Jesus.  These  letters 
from  a  young  girl  to  her  father  are  so 
vivid  and  sincere  that  Jesus  is  made  to 
live  and  walk  again  in  our  imagination. 

She  is  visiting  in  Jerusalem  when  the 
news  of  Jesus  was  first  spread  abroad.  As 
she  describes  the  doubt  and  fear  mingled 
with  joy  which  she  and  her  friends  ex- 
perienced upon  first  hearing  of  Him,  we 
understand  how  some  people  feel  today 
when  they  first  hear  of  Jesus  and  His 
love.  Then  as  now,  the  better  they  knew 
Him  and  the  more  they  saw  of  Him  the 
more  they  loved  Him. 

With  her  we  follow  Jesus  step  by  step 
through  His  few  short  years  here  on  this 
earth.  We  wonder  anew  at  the  hesitancy 
with  which  people,  then  as  well  as  today, 
accept  Him.  So  great  were  His  miracles 
and  so  wonderful  His  wisdom  they 
wanted  to  believe  on  Him  but  they  had 
been  taught  to  expect  an  earthly  king,  a 
man  great  from  a  worldly  standpoint. 
Some  did  believe  on  Him  and  were  made 
so  happy,  many  believed  and  were  afraid 
or  ashamed  to  confess  it. 

These  letters  make  Jesus  so  real  to  us 
today.  As  we  see  her  verbal  picture  of 
Jesus  here  on  this  earth  walking  and 
talking,  living  with  and  among  His  fol- 
lowers, somehow  it  makes  Him  more  hu- 
man without  yet  losing  the  divine.  So 
clearly  does  she  describe  His  human  sor- 
rows and  joys  that  more  than  ever  we 
see  His  human  side  and  realize  that  be- 
cause of  this  He  can  understand  and 
sympathize  with  our  problems  and  trials 
in  life.  One  could  not  read  these  letters 
and  still  think  of  Jesus  as  simply  a  su- 
perior being,  but  clearer  than  ever  we 
see  Him  as  the  Son  of  God  without  for- 
getting the  human  side. 

As  she  describes  the  horror  and  awful- 
ness  of  His  trial  and  crucifixion,  we  are 
reminded  to  resolve  again  not  to  be  guilty 
of  crucifying  Jesus  anew.  We  sympathize 
with  His  followers  as  they  follow  Him  to 
the  cross  still  unable  to  realize  that  their 
loss  is  only  temporary  and  not,  as  they 
believe,  permanent.   How  they  sorrowed 


because  they  could  not  realize  that  His 
death  was  for  their  lasting  salvation. 

I  only  wish  every  one  might  read  this 
inspiring  and  interesting  book.  Especially 
will  it  be  helpful  to  our  young  people. 
Christians  will  be  drawn  nearer  and  Je- 
sus will  seem  dearer  to  them.  Surely  sin- 
ners will  feel  a  hunger  and  drawing  to- 
ward this  kind,  loving  and  all-wise  Jesus 
pictured  by  these  letters. 

In  closing  I  would  like  to  suggest  that 
"The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David"  be 
used  as  a  textbook  or  a  guide  for  a 
series  of  studies  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  services. 
— lone  Waffs  Self,  Tampa,  Fla. 

I  Am  Your  Bible 

A  Message  to  Young  People 

By  P.  R.  Hayward 

I  am  a  book  for  young  people. 

Youth  marches  across  mv  pages. 
"Young  blood  surges  in  my  words.  Only 
the  hopes  of  youth  could  keep  in  step 
with  the  limitless  reach  of  my  dreams. 

My  heroic  characters  were  young — 
Adam  and  Eve  in  the  garden;  Moses,  lift- 
ing his  hand  in  angered  enthusiasm  for 
his  people;  David,  springing  from  his 
shepherd's  task  to  the  throne;  Jesus,  my 
central  figure,  maturing  his  life  purpose 
at  twelve  and  carrying  it  to  its  supreme 
climax  at  only  thirty — these  were  the  age 
of  you. 

The  vast  movements  portrayed  in  my 
pages  are  akin  with  the  spirit  of  youth — 
migrations  of  whole  peoples  in  search  of 
a  better  life  and  a  purer  religion; 
prophetic  and  sacrificial  campaigns  for 
purging  a  nation's  life;  the  launching  of 
a  new  religion  by  a  group  of  a  dozen  men 
still  young,  under  a  leader  younger  than 
most  of  them;  the  dream  of  a  new  Jeru- 
salem where  sorrow  and  crying  are  to 
be  no  more — these  are  the  enterprises 
that  young  people  dream  and  dare. 

Thus  I  am  your  book. 

And  so  upon  you  I  stake  my  best 
chance  for  changing  the  life  of  your 
world. 

/  am  your  Bible. 

A  Great  Book 

There  are  593,493  words  in  the  Old 
Testament,  and  181,253  words  in  the 
New  Testament.  This  is  less  than  one 
per  cent  of  the  number  of  words  con- 
tained in  new  books  published  each  year 


in  the  United  States,  and  yet  the  Bible 
has  lived  through  countless  ages,  while 
other  books,  after  a  brief  period  of  popu- 
larity, are  quickly  forgotten.  And,  inci- 
dentally, the  Bible  is  still  the  best  selling 
book  in  both  this  country  and  England. 
— Selected. 

The  Best  Book 

Sir  William  Jones,  the  great  Orientalist, 
said  concerning  the  Bible:  "Independent 
of  its  divine  origin,  it  contains  more  true 
spirituality,  more  exquisite  beauty,  purer 
morality,  more  important  history  and 
finer  strains  both  of  poetry  and  eloquence 
than  could  be  collected  within  the  same 
compass  from  all  other  books  that  ever 
were  composed  in  any  age  or  nation." 
— Selected. 

The  Librarian  of  Providence,  Rhode  Is- 
land said:  "if  seventy-five  per  cent  of  the 
books  of  fiction  published  in  the  United 
States  last  year,  especially  "myster'es," 
"westerns"  and  dripping  love  stories,  if 
fifty  per  cent  of  the  books  on  advertis- 
ing and  business  letterwriting,  forty  per 
cer.t  of  the  poetry,  thirty  per  cent  of  the 
school  and  college  textbooks,  fifteen  per 
cent  of  the  biography  and  travel,  ten  per 
cent  of  the  books  on  world  peace  had 
never  come  off  the  presses,  they  would 
not  have  been  missed." 

The  last  words  of  a  dying  bishop  were, 
"If  I  had  my  life  to  live  over  again,  I 
would  study  the  Bible  itself  more,  and 
about   the  Bible  less." 

God's  Word  Powerful 

A  Jewess  of  wealth  and  position 
noticed  an  advertisement  of  some  article 
which  she  fancied,  that  would  accom- 
pany the  purchase  of  a  Bible.  She  sent 
the  order,  for  the  sake  of  the  article 
which  she  wanted,  and  tossed  the  un- 
wanted Book  aside;  but  in  an  idle  hour, 
later,  picked  it  up  and  turned  its  pages. 
The  New  Testament  was  unfamiliar,  and 
she  glanced  at  it  curiously  becoming  in- 
terested before  she  knew. 

She  fought  against  truth,  but  it 
gradually  forced  itself  upon  her,  and  she 
found  herself  in  deep  trouble.  Confessing 
her  faith  meant  the  loss  of  property  and 
home,  the  heartbreak  of  father  and 
mother,  even  separation  from  her  hus- 
band, but  she  could  not  remain  silent. 

All  she  feared  was  threatened  in  those 
awful  days,  but,  because  they  loved  her, 
and  to  prove  to  her  her  error,  her  family 
also  read  the  despised  Gospel.  Earth's  un- 
ending miracle  was  repeated;  they  found 
what  fhe  had  found — Christ,  the  Mes- 
siah— and  looked  wonderingly  into  one 
another's  faces,  a  Christian  household. — 
Glad  Tidings. 
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GEORGE    POTEAT,    Editor 


Is  the  Whole  Bible  Divinely 
Inspired? 

By  George  Poteat 

Some  believe  that  the  Bible  is  divinely 
inspired  only  in  spots  and  that  only  cer- 
tain portions  of  it  can  be  accepted  as  hav- 
ing been  written  by  divine  inspiration. 
By  divine  inspiration  we  mean  that  the 
writers  wrote  as  they  were  moved  upon 
and  guided  by  the  Holy  Spirit  without 
the  possibility  of  making  a  mistake. 

The  view  that  only  portions  of  the 
Bible  are  inspired  makes  the  Bible  an  un- 
certain book  and  makes  human  reason 
the  final  arbiter,  which  is  kin  to  the  old 
Deism  of  England  and  the  old  rationalism 
of  Germany. 

Reason  in  religion  can  be  used  to  great 
advantage.  The  Christian  should  be  able 
to  stand  at  the  bar  of  reason  and  point 
out  the  reasonableness  of  his  belief  in  the 
whole  Bible  as  the  divine  revelation  of 
God  to  man.  Many  difficulties  can  be 
removed  by  reason.  Did  not  the  apostles 
stand  before  all  classes  of  men  and  suc- 
cessfully defend  their  position  and  belief 
in  the  Word  of  God?  On  the  other  hand 
too  much  reliance  cannot  be  placed  in 
mere  rational  processes  because  there  are 
some  things  which  the  intellect  of  man 
has  never  been  able  to  solve  and  will 
never  be  able  to  solve.  We  are  surrounded 
by  insoluble  mysteries.  Reason  cannot  be 
recognized  above  divine  revelation.  The 
heathen  have  had  unaided  human  reason 
for  centuries  yet  they  have  never  been 
able  to  rise  from  Paganism  to  Monothe- 
ism. The  philosophies  of  the  great  think- 
ers of  by-gone  Greece  and  Rome  concern- 
ing God,  origins,  ethics,  free  will,  sin, 
salvation  and  immortality  are  very  misty 
and  hazy.  Socrates  hoped  that  the  soul 
was  immortal.  Plato  hoped  that  the  gods 
would  forgive  sin,  but  he  wasn't  sure 
whether  they   would  or  could. 

Human  reason  cannot  prove  the  whole 
Bible  to  be  divinely  inspired  but  it  can 
show  that  it  is  more  reasonable  to  believe 
that  it  is  than  to  show  that  it  isn't. 

The  great  English  thinker,  Bishop  J.  C. 
Ryle  said:  "The  view  which  I  maintain 
is  that  every  book  and  every  chapter,  and 
verse  and  syllable  of  the  Bible  was  given 
by  inspiration  of  God.  I  hold  that  not 
only  the  substance  of  the  Bible  but  its 
language;  not  only  the  ideas  of  the  Bible 
but  its  words;  not  only  certain  parts  of 
the  Bible  but  every  chapter  of  the  Book 
— that  all  and  each  are  of  divine  authori- 

ty>" 

Wordsworth  also  said,  "We  affirm  the 


Bible  is  the  Word  of  God  and  it  is  not 
marred  by  human  infirmities.  We  do  not 
imagine  with  some,  that  the  Bible  is  like 
a  threshing  floor  on  which  wheat  and 
chaff  lie  mingled  together  and  that  it  is 
left  for  the  reader  to  winnow  and  sift  the 
wheat  from  the  chaff  by  the  fan  and 
sieve  of  his  own  mind." 

Many  modernists  today  as  well  as 
apostasizing  Christians  take  the  position 
that  only  a  few  of  the  fundamental 
truths  of  the  Bible  are  necessary,  as  for 
instance,  that  Christ  is  the  Savior  and 
that  He  will  pardon  your  sins.  Thus  they 
say  that  if  a  person  knows  that  much 
then  many  other  things  in  the  Bible  need 
not  be  accepted.  God  forbid  that  we 
should  ever  take  such  a  dangerous  posi- 
tion. 

The  Apostle  Paul  believed  that  the 
whole  Bible  was  divinely  inspired  of  God 
because  he  told  Timothy  that,  "All 
scripture  is  given  by  inspiration  of  God, 
and  is  profitable  for  doctrine,  for  reproof, 
for  correction,  for  instruction  in  right- 
eousness: That  the  man  of  God  may  be 
perfect,  throughly  furnished  unto  all 
good  works." 

To  say  that  only  a  few  truths  need  be 
accepted  justifies  the  inquirer  in  accept- 
ing only  those  truths  which  he  considers 
essential.  If  he  accepts  Christ  as  the 
Savior,  perhaps  he  would  only  believe  that 
which  concerns  the  atonement  which  is 
reasonable  to  him.  His  views  would  be 
obscure,  his  views  lax  and  his  conception 
of  Christ's  person  and  work  hazy  and 
indeterminate.  When  people  become 
rationalistic  toward  the  Bible  they  are 
likely  to  think  sooner  or  later  that  they 
can  accept  or  reject  just  what  they 
please.  The  mediating  critic  between  the 
modernistic  and  evangelistic  viewpoint 
takes  the  position  that  many  writers  had 
a  hand  in  writing  and  composing  the 
Bible  and  the  writers  did  not  always 
harmonize  the  variant  stories.  What  kind 
of  inspiration  would  that  be  to  cause,  or 
even  permit,  the  Holy  Ghost  to  contra- 
dict Himself?  If  the  Bible  is  full  of  con- 
tradictions, errors,  and  discrepancies  it  is 
not  divinely  inspired.  At  first  sight  there 
may  appear  discrepancies  and  errors  but 
thorough  investigation  removes  them. 
How  can  men  claim  to  be  evangelical  yet 
declaring  that  portions  of  the  Word  is 
mere  myth,  allegory,  tradition,  legend, 
pious  invention,  folklore,  primitive  be- 
lief, anything  but  inspired  truth? 

Jesus  Christ  Himself  endorsed  and 
often  quoted  the  Old  Testament.  If 
these  liberalists  are  right,  Jesus  must  have 


been  wrong.  Could  I  believe  that?  If  I  did 
I  couldn't  believe  any  of  the  Bible.  To 
deny  the  divine  inspiration  of  any  part, 
portion  or  verse  of  the  Bible  as  a  whole 
or  in  any  of  its  parts  means  to  cast  un- 
certainty upon  all  of  the  record  known 
as  the  Bible. 

The  wonderful  person  of  the  Bible,  Je- 
sus Christ  alone,  is  sufficient  proof  of 
the  divine  inspiration  of  the  whole  Bible. 
Consider  the  words  of  even  the  sceptic 
Rousseau:  "Peruse  the  works  of  our 
philosophers  with  all  their  pomp  and  dic- 
tion, how  mean,  how  contemptible  they 
are  compared  with  the  scriptures!  Is  it 
possible  that  a  book,  at  once  so  simpie 
and  so  sublime  should  be  merely  the  work 
of  man?  Is  it  possible  that  the  sacred  per- 
sonage whose  history  it  contains  should 
Himself  be  a  mere  man?  Do  we  find  that 
He  assumed  the  tone  of  an  enthusiast  or 
an  ambitious  sectary?  What  sweetness, 
what  purity  in  His  manner!  What  an 
affecting  gracefulness  in  His  instruc- 
tions. What  sublimity  in  His  maxims! 
What  profound  wisdom  in  his  discourse! 
— Where  is  the  man,  where  the  philoso- 
pher, who  could  so  live  and  die,  without 
weakness  and  without  ostentation — Yes, 
if  the  life  and  death  of  Socrates  are  those 
of  a  sage,  the  life  and  death  of  Jesus 
Christ  are  those  of  a  God."  Consider 
Christ's  own  words  concerning  the  Old 
Testament.  "For  had  ye  believed  Moses, 
ye  would  have  believed  me:  for  he  wrote 
of  me.  But  if  ye  believe  not  his  writings, 
how  shall  ye  believe  my  words?"  He  ex- 
pressly stated  on  another  occasion  that 
He  came  not  to  destroy  the  law  and  the 
prophets  but  to  fulfill  them.  Remember 
when  Satan  tempted  Him  He  said,  "It  is 
written,"  referring  to  Holy  Scripture  as 
though  that  were  the  end  of  all  debate. 
"How  about  the  New  Testament?"  you 
might  ask.  If  the  Old  Testament  was  in- 
spired of  God,  the  New  Testament  must 
of  necessity  be  inspired  also  because  it 
professes  to  give  a  clearer  and  fuller  re- 
velation of  God  than  is  given  in  the  Old 
Testament  which  was  preparatory  to  the 
revelation  in  and  through  Christ. 

Can  we  be  sure  of  the  integrity  of  the 
Bible?  It  is  true  that  the  Bible  has  been 
copied  and  translated  many  times  but  de- 
spite this  fact  it  has  been  kept  intact, 
free  from  essential  error  since  the  time  of 
its  original  writing.  From  ancient  times 
to  the  present  many  manuscripts  of  the 
whole  or  parts  of  the  Bible  are  in  exist- 
ence. Despite  the  fact  that  translation 
has  taken  place  many  times  much  special 
care  has  always  been  taken  to  make  the 
translations  correct.  "Every  essential  fact, 
doctrine  and  historical  event  recorded  on 
its  pages  have  come  down  to  us  intact. 
This  fact  is  most  remarkable  and  can  be 
explained  only  on  the  basis  of  special  di- 
vine care  and  guidance." — Kcyscr. 
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Sinner's  Page 


What  Must  I  Do? 

What  must  I  do?  for  I  am  dead, 
Yet  precious  blood  I  know  was  shed 
By  Jesus  Christ,  on  Calvary's  tree: 
How  can  I  know  it  was  for  me? 
The   Savior  came   from  Heaven  above 
To  die,  for  rebels,  in  His  love. 

What  must  I  do?  for  I  am  black, 
All  goodness  now  in  self  I  lack; 
My  sins  are  heavy,  yet  I  see 
Christ  died  for  such  upon  the  tree. 
When  God  His  work  of  grace  begins, 
Then  sinners  loathe  and  hate  their  sins. 

What  must  I  do?  for  I  am  lost, 
Christ's  poured-out  blood,     the     precious 

cost, 
'Twas  shed  for  hell-deserving  ones, 
And  such  God  saves  and  calls  His  sons. 
'Tis  only  by  God's  wondrous  grace 
That  young  or  old  can  seek  His  face. 

What  must  I  do?  All  has  been  done, 
By  Jesus  Christ,  the  Righteous  One, 
The  broken-hearted  God  still  heals, 
And  by  His  Holy  Spirit  seals: 
The  work  is  His  from  first  to  last, 
Through  precious  blood  shed  in  the  past. 

What  must  I  do?  I  rest  on  Him, 
Whose  work  by  grace  I  now  esteem; 
Then  shall  I  know  I'm  saved  from  sin 
And  have  God's  joy  and  peace  within. 
Yes,  as  I  trust  in  Him  alone, 
My  sinfulness  before  Him  own. 

What  must  I  do  that  I  may  know 
My  sins  are  washed,  made  white  as  snow, 
That  I  am  in  God's  grace  forgiven — 
Made  all  His  own,  an  heir  of  Heaven? 
My  work  is  naught:  I  was  but  dead, 
I  rest  upon  the  blood  once  shed. — S?l. 

"Lead  Us  Not  into     Tempta- 
tion" 

A  long  trial  was  coming  to  a  close  in 
a  county  seat  in  Pennsylvania  some  years 
ago.  It  had  been  one  of  the  longest  trials 
ever  held  in  the  state  up  to  that  time,  and 
had  been  full  of  complications.  The  judge 
who  presided  had  taken  a  dram  to  stimu- 
late him  after  the  tiresome  strain  of  the 
case,  and  had  given  the  jury  a  similar 
privilege,  to  put  them  in  good  humor. 
The  verdict  was  rendered  "guilty."  The 
criminal,  on!y  twenty  years  of  age,  was 
asked  if  he  had  anything  to  say.  The 
young  man  rose  to  his  feet  and  looking 
around  the  room,  said,  "I  am  guilty  of 
the  charge.  I  am  everything  the  judge 
says  I  am — gambler,  forger  and  a  heavy 
drinker.  I  am  glad  the  judge  has  granted 


me  this  privilege  of  speaking.  I  see  some 
of  my  old  chums  here,  and  what  I  say 
may  do  them  a  little  good — may  keep 
them  from  stumbling  over  the  rocks  that 
ruined  me."  He  turned  toward  the  au- 
dience and  addressing  a  man  sitting  near 
the  door,  "Dr.  Pickets,  I  took  my  first 
lesson  in  gambling  from  you!  You  said 
there  was  no  harm  if  I  did  not  go  in  'too 
heavy.'  I  went  in  'too  heavy',  it  seems." 
The  boy  laughed  nervously,  while  the 
doctor  flushed  crimson.  "I  took  my  first 
lesson  in  forging  from  you,  Mr.  Wyatt." 
One  of  the  jurors  started  as  if  shot  and 
dropped  his  head  in  shame.  "I  took  my 
first  drink  of  brandy  from  a  lady  who 
serves  drinks  that  sting."  A  lady  in  the 
audience  stirred  uneasily  in  her  chair. 
Four  months  after  the  trial,  the  judge 
received  the  following  letter  from  the 
young  man:  "Judge,  I've  tried  to  escape, 
and  am  writing  this  from  the  hospital 
ward.  I  was  not  quite  brave  enough  to 
bear  the  thought  that  I  must  pass  twenty 
years  in  this  tomb.  I  much  prefer  the  one 
I  am  about  to  enter — the  grave.  I  feel 
sure  that  if  you  had  been  sober  the  last 
day  of  my  trial,  my  sentence  would  not 
have  been  for  twenty  long  years.  I  tried 
to  escape,  and  the  guard  shot  me;  the 
doctors  say  I  can  not  recover;  so  you  see 
my  term  will  soon  end.  Be  careful  of 
Clarence.  It  is  pretty  hard  for  young  men 
to  resist  the  temptations  that  are  sanc- 
tioned by  law  and  patronized  by  those 
in  civil  power.  Be  careful  of  Clarence; 
boys  follow  where  men  lead,  and  to  be 
or  do  like  some  men  is  the  highest  ambi- 
tion boys  have.  I  followed  the  wrong 
kind  of  examples,  but  can  not  die  with- 
out sending  you  this  parting  message:  Be 
careful  of  Clarence."  Clarence  was  the 
judge's  son.  The  message  of  that  letter  led 
the  judge  into  a  better  life  and  made  him 
an  ardent  tee--totaler.  How  pertinent  is 
the  prayer,  "Keep  me  from  the  snares 
which  they  have  laid  for  me." — Young 
People's  Guide. 

Her  Part 

One  bright  day  of  long  ago,  a  Scotch 
lassie  started  out  to  introduce  a  friend 
to  the  charms  of  her  native  place,  the 
ancient  town  of  Arbroath.  The  rock- 
bound  coast,  with  its  curious  formations 
and  mysterious  caverns,  was  well  worth 
their  attention;  but  being  duty  bound, 
she  first  led  the  way  to  the  ruined  Ab- 
bey, so  full  of  historic  interest.  Then, 
suddenly  remembering  that  the  rising  tide 
would  soon  cover  the  only  pathway  to 
the  rocks,  she  hurried  in  that  direction. 


They  sauntered  gayly  along  the  beach, 
Margaret  reciting  many  legends  of  cavern 
and  rock  to  her  young  companion,  while 
the  waves  rippled  softly  along  their  way, 
sparkling  in  the  sunbeams. 

All  at  once  Margaret  paused,  glanced 
back  and  uttered  a  cry  of  alarm,  "The 
tide!"  No  need  for  further  words;  she  had 
miscalculated  the  time,  and  now  she  saw 
that  silently,  resistlessly,  it  had  stolen  its 
march  upon  them.  Ever  deepening  waters 
overspread  their  former  path,  tossing  tiny 
waves  defiantly  towards  their  victims. 
Above  them  a  rocky  barrier  looked  stern- 
ly down.  What  could  be  done? 

Realizing  the  impossibility  of  scaling 
the  rocks  herself,  Margaret  implored  her 
friend  to  make  the  attempt  and  thus 
bring  deliverance  to  her.  To  remain 
meant  certain  death  to  them  both.  Re- 
luctantly, he  consented  to  leave  her,  and 
began  the  perilous  ascent.  Finally,  the 
summit  was  gained  and,  shouting  en- 
couragement to  Margaret,  he  disappeared 
from  view. 

Before  long  the  sea  reached  her  feet, 
and  in  desperation  she  clambered  a  short 
distance  above  the  waters,  clinging  to 
shrubs,  rooted  in  the  rocky  crevices. 

It  seemed  to  her  that  the  sea,  now  sure 
of  his  prey,  threw  off  all  disguise,  and 
dashed  furiously  against  the  rocks,  till 
the  spray  reached  her  face. 

Could  her  frail  supports  last?  Never 
before  had  Arbroath  seemed  so  far 
away!  She  no  longer  dared  look  down, 
but  her  gaze  was  fixed  on  the  summit, 
where  alone  help  could  come. 

Suddenly,  she  heard  a  welcome  sound 
— loud  voices  and  eager  shouting!  Had 
God  heard  her  despairing  cry?  Yes!  De- 
liverance had  come — some  kindly  sailors, 
returning  to  their  vessels  at  Arbroath. 

Quick  to  understand,  they  were 
equally  quick  to  act.  Throwing  them- 
selves down  to  form  a  chain,  the  foremost 
leaned  far  over  the  rocky  ledge,  then, 
held  firmly  by  his  comrades  he  extended 
his  staff  towards  Margaret. 

Now,  the  moment  arrived  for  her  to 
act — to  do  "her  part" — let  go  her  flimsy 
support  and  accept  the  proffered  aid.  In- 
stantly, she  seized  the  crook,  trusting  the 
sailors  to  do  the  rest;  and  slowly  but 
surely  they  drew  her  up,  until  Margaret 
joyfully  realized  she  was  saved! 

Her  acceptance  of  the  sailors'  aid  was 
neither  surprising  nor  praiseworthy.  It 
would  have  been  simple  madness  to  re- 
fuse. She  heartily  committed  herself  to 
them,  both  willing  and  able  to  rescue  her, 
and  her  confidence  had  its  due  reward. 

This  true  story  has   a  blessed  message 
for  all.     Have  you,     as  a  sinner     "con- 
demned already"   (John  3:18),  heard  the 
call  of  Him  who  is  "mighty  to  save,"  and 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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Our  Baby  Queen 


Two  round  eyes  in  the  trundle-bed, 

Those  orbs  so  bright  and  blue, 
Twinkle  and  gleam  and  seem  to  say, 

"Daddy,  how  are  you?" 
Two   little  eyes   aren't   all;    there   are 

Two  cheeks  with   a  rosy  hue, 
And  a  little  pug  nose  and  a  dimpled  chin, 

And   a   bald  head   thrown  in   too. 
She  doesn't  talk  a  single  bit, 

But  she  makes  us  understand; 
She  doesn't  even  pretend  to  work, 

Yet  is  busiest  in  the  land. 
She's  queen  of  the  home  and  boss  of  the 
place; 

She  can  neither  walk  nor  crawl; 
She  sits  on  her  throne  in  a  dignified  way, 

•*nd  all  obey  her  call. 

The  throne  of  our  queen  is  her  mother's 
knee, 

And  her  kingdom's  the  house,  I'm  told; 
Her  power's  a  magnet  charged  with  love, 

Which  draws  the  young  and  old. 
Now,  how  can  one,  so  few  in  pounds, 

Be  loved  by  "tons  and  tons"? 
The  God  of  the  universe  willed  it,  so 

We'd  care  for  His  little  ones. 

— Frank  Crum,  in  Christian  Herald. 

Vacation  School  For  Beginners 

By  Eva  R.  Baird 

It  is  twelve  years  since  we  held  our 
first  daily  vacation  Bible  school.  I  re- 
member vividly  a  young  mother  who 
knocked  at  the  parsonage  door  to  ask  if 
children  of  preschool  age  would  be  ad- 
mitted to  the  school.  Along  with  many 
other  questions,  that  was  one  which 
hadn't  been  decided.  We  admitted  little 
Shirley  who  was  to  start  to  school  in  the 
fall.  Shirley  graduated  from  high  school 
this  year,  and  her  mother  has  always  said 
that  she  got  the  right  start  on  school  life 
by   attending  vacation   school. 

From  that  beginning  there  came  to  be 
a  recognized  line  of  work  with  children 
about  to  enter  school.  We  never  had  the 
facilities  for  a  kindergarten,  and  so  we 
have  made  the  lowest  class  in  our  school 
these  eager,  sometimes  anxious,  little 
folk  who  are  about  to  step  into  the  new 
world  outside  their  home.  The  fact  that 
the  few  weeks  of  vacation  school  is  ex- 
actly the  introduction  to  school  life  that 
they  need,  is  incidental  to  the  main  pur- 
pose of  the  vacation  school  which,  of 
course,  is  religious  instruction  and  activi- 
ty. But  time  and  again  we  have  found 
it  no  incident  to  a  thoughtful  mother  to 


find  that  just  before  her  child  must  enter 
school  life,  a  beautiful  bridge  has  been 
built  which  spans  the  chasm  between 
home  and  school.  It  has  been  my  privi- 
lege to  watch  little  feet  crossing  that 
bridge  year  after  year  and  to  observe 
the  sturdy  students  these  children  be- 
come in  after  years. 

The  work  that  the  vacation  school  of- 
fers the  children  is  not  so  different  from 
much  that  they  get  in  their  homes  and  at 
Sunday  school.  But  the  stressing  of  group 
activities  and  the  daily  attendance  puts 
a  new  emphasis.  Polly  h  one,  but  she  is 
only  one.  She  makes  her  contribution  to 
whatever  is  being  done,  but  she  can  not 
monopolize  the  stage  or  the  instructor. 
Billy  learns  to  come  on  time  after  he 
misses  the  march  one  morning  by  being 
late,  and  he  does  not  miss  a  second  day 
after  he  learns  that  his  group  played  a 
story  the  day  he  was  absent.  Janie  and 
John  thrill  with  pride  at  having  a  busi- 
ness of  their  own  to  attend  to.  They  must 
be  at  vacation  school  just  as  Dad  must 
go  to  the  office  or  Mother  be  busy  in  the 
kitchen.  And  all  of  this  in  homeopathic 
doses.  Were  vacation  school  to  last  all 
summer  there  might  be  complications, 
but  it  lasts  just  long  enough  to  leave  the 
six-year-old  with  a  desire  for  real  school 
in  the  fall.  Whatever  the  handicap  of  the 
individual  child — fear,  timidity,  boast- 
fu.ness,  selfishness — it  has  been  in  some 
measure  overcome. 

This  year  our  class  for  beginners 
reached  its  highest  record  of  efficiency 
through  the  earnest  effort  of  its  leader. 
Doris  is  entering  school  and  Doris'  moth- 
er taught  the  class.  She  is  a  woman  of 
quiet  charm,  but  the  secret  of  her  power 
is  that  she  lives  with  Doris.  She  had  not 
attended  Sunday  School  until  she  came  to 
bring  Doris,  and  now  when  Doris  is  six 
her  mother  holds  the  record  of  having 
never  missed  a  Sunday  since  they  started 
together.  Naturally  she  became  a  teacher 
in  the  Primary  Department  and  now  we 
find  we  have  a  preschool  specialist  who 
can  work  with  these  tiny  tots  because 
she  thinks  with  them.  There  must  be 
other  mothers  who  could  make  this  kind 
of  teachers.  Would  it  not  be  possible  in 
places  where  there  is  no  vacation  school 
for  several  mothers  to  plan  a  class  for  a 
few  weeks  during  the  last  precious  sum- 
mer with  their  babies?  It  will  pay  for 
every  effort. 

There  is  an  occasional  child  who  in 
some  way  has  developed  an  antipathy  for 
the  whole  school  idea.  Little  Everett  who 


came  to  us  this  year  had  his  mind  quite 
made  up  that  he  did  not  want  to  go  to 
school  at  all.  Quite  unaccountably  he 
had  the  notion  that  he  could  not  do  the 
things  that  other  children  do  at  school. 
Vacation  school  was  offered  him  as  a 
privilege;  he  was  not  compelled  to  at- 
tend. But  the  contagion  of  the  neighbor- 
hood that  there  were  happy  times  at  the 
church  took  hold  of  him.  He  wasn't 
thinking  in  terms  of  school  at  all,  he  was 
thinking  in  terms  of  stories  and  songs 
and  paper  cutting.  At  the  end  of  two 
weeks  he  recognized  this  as  "something 
like  school"  and  now  he  is  ready  to  take 
his  place  in  the  first  grade  of  the  public 
school  without  the  handicap  of  fear. 

It  is  unfortunate  that  so  marvelous  a 
tool  as  the  vacation  school  is  not  used 
more.  Out  of  our  experience  it  seems  as 
though  the  vacation  school  idea  is  one  of 
the  most  valuable  contributions  of  the 
church  to  modern  life.  The  best  vacation 
school  begins  at  the  bottom — with  these 
very  little  folk  we  have  been  describing. 
Our  greatest  joy  has  been  to  see  children 
who  have  come  up  through  years  of 
training  in  our  vacation  school  become 
teachers  in  it.  If  your  town  hasn't  a 
vacation  school,  start  one  with  just  the 
class  about  which  we  have  been  talking. 
Add  a  Beginners  Class  a  year  and  in  five 
years  you  will  have  an  institution  that 
will  go  far  toward  solving  not  only  sum- 
mer problems,  but  life  problems  for  chil- 
dren of  all  ages — and  their  mothers. 

Problem  Child 

By  Trella  Dick 

Jeff  Stevens  excused  himself  from  the 
lunch  table  and  clattered  briskly  upstairs. 
He  was  back  in  less  than  five  minutes, 
with  a  scowl  on  his  usually  pleasant  face. 
Irritably,  he  dangled  a  torn,  wrinkled 
Scout    suit. 

"You  said  you'd  have  it  ready  for  to- 
day." Reproach  and  distress  mingled  in 
his  tone. 

"Oh,  dear!"  Mrs.  Stevens'  chagrin  was 
sincere.  "I  certainly  meant  to,  son." 

"Please  do  it  this  afternoon,  Mom.  It's 
awfully  important.  The  state  scoutmas- 
ter's going  to  be  here,  and  I  have  to  give 
signals.  I'd  look  nice,  wouldn't  I,  in  this 
thing?" 

Mrs.  Stevens  hesitated.  "There's  a  lec- 
ture I  want  to  attend  this  afternoon. 
What    time  is   your   meeting,  Jeff?" 

"Right  after  school." 

His  answer  was  almost  drowned  in  an 
exclamation  of  dismay  from  Phyllis,  his 
fourteen-year-old  sister. 

"You  aren't  going  to  be  away  this 
afternoon,  are  you,  Mother?  You  prom- 
ised to  help  me  and  the  other  girls  with 
our  costumes.'' 

"Did  I  promise  for  today  especially?" 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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Liquor  Produces  Crime 

The  American  Issue  says:  "Superin- 
tendent P.  A.  Tate  of  the  Missouri  Anti- 
Saloon  League,  made  a  survey  in  many  of 
the  out-state  counties  through  the  of- 
fice of  the  prosecuting  attorneys,  which 
uncovered  the  fact  that  60  to  75  per  cent 
of  all  the  crimes  on  the  docket  for  a 
given  period  of  time  have  as  the  under 
lying  cause — intoxicating  liquor." 

Giving  That  Startles 

A  Toronto  paper  told  of  the  annual 
foreign  missions  collection  of  a  certain 
Toronto  church.  The  total  offering  (in- 
cluding pledges)  was  the  sum  of  $43,-- 
272,000.  A  Roman  Catholic  editor  was 
amazed  to  see  one  Protestant  church  giv- 
ing more  to  missions  than  all  the  Catho- 
lic churches  in  Ontario  and  Western 
Canada.  He  wrote  to  the  pastor  asking 
whether  there  were  millionaires  in  his 
church.  He  was  surprised  to  learn  that 
very  few  wealthy  people  had  contributed 
the  major  portion  of  the  sum. — The 
Pentecostal  Evangel. 

Return  in  Unbelief 

A  Jew  who  has  settled  near  Galilee, 
says  of  his  fellow  colonists:  "We  are  all 
free  thinkers  with  the  exception  of  two. 
Our  religion  is  work.  We  have  no  syna.- 
gogue.  We  do  not  pray.  We  are  atheists. 
We  do  not  believe  the  Bible  is  the  Word 
of  God.  Religion  does  not  interest  us. 
We  observe  the  Black  Fast  and  the  Day 
of  Atonement.  However,  we  do  not 
observe  it  religiously,  but  nationally." — 
Christianity  Today. 

The  Heart    of  Evangelism 

By  Madame  Chiang  Kai-shek 

People  say,  "I  believe  in  medical  mis- 
sions, or  I  believe  in  agricultural  missions, 
but  I  don't  believe  in  evangelism." 

My  answer  has  been,  "You  can't 
change  anything  unless  you  change  man's 
character." 

It  means  teaching  people  to  love  others 
as  you  love  yourself.  That  is  the  heart 
of  it  all. 

For  this  reason  the  New  Life  Move- 
ment also  aims  at  duty  toward  others. 
That  is  one  of  the  principles  on  which 
the  whole  movement,  as  it  sweeps  the 
country,  gives  a  new  conception  of  what 
the  future  of  China  may  mean  and 
should  mean.  The  first  step  has  been 
taken,  the  foundation  is  now  laid.  Now 
we  insist  on  seeing  that  the  standard  of 
living  of  our  people  is  raised.  For  this 
reason  we  want  you  to  help     us  in  this 


province. 

We  want  first  to  instill  into  our  peo- 
ple the  spirit  of  sacrifice  and  patriotism, 
because  it  is  the  same  thing.  Now  we 
have  started  the  People's  Economic  Re- 
construction Movement  as  the  second 
step.  We  hope  you  will  do  all  you  can 
to  help  us. 

You  have  come  to  China  because  you 
love  the  Chinese.  You  didn't  have  to 
come.  You  have  worked  overwhelming 
hours.  Sometimes  you  have  had  your  dis- 
couraging moments. 

I  admit  I  am  much  discouraged  at 
times.  At  such  times  I  think  upon  the 
life  of  Christ,  how,  against  overwhelm- 
ing odds,  He  still  kept  on,  even  when 
His  own  disciple,  one  of  the  twelve,  be- 
trayed Him,  He  didn't  give  up.  And  I 
think  also  upon  the  many  missionaries 
coming  to  China  year  after  year — no  ap- 
preciation, no  thanks,  not  even  the  con- 
sent of  the  people  among  whom  they 
work — yet   they   keep   doggedly   on. 

I  believe  it  is  this  spirit  of  persistence 
and  self-sacrifice  which  will  eventually 
regenerate  China.  And  the  regeneration 
of  China  is  coming  no  matter  what  hap- 
pens.— From  address  to  missionaries. — 
The  Religions  Telescope. 

New  York   City   Found   Only- 
Seven  Per  Cent  Protestant 

New  York  City,  with  its  more  than 
seven  million  people,  is  easily  one  of  the 
world's  greatest  mission  fields.  This  state- 
ment finds  ample  factual  support  in  an 
impressive  2  3 -page  pamphlet  which  the 
Federation  of  Churches  is  distributing 
among  the  ministers  ami  laymen  of  five 
boroughs. 

Fifteen  Protestant  denominations  in 
New  York  City  report  1,074  churches 
and  a  membership  of  454,045.  Of  these, 
329,844  are  white  and  12,201  colored. 
They  report  a  Sunday  School  enrollment 
of  194,528.  An  estimated  10,000  more 
added  for  non-reporting  churches,  would 
make  a  total  of  5  54,945  members.  Since, 
as  everybody  knows,  church  statistics  are 
notorious  for  the  amount  of  "dead  wood" 
carried  on  most  membership  rolls,  it  is  es- 
timated by  the  compilers  of  this  pamphlet 
that  the  actual  Protestant  membership  of 
New  York  City  is  between  400,000  and 
5  00,000 — less  than  seven  per  cent;  and 
the  Sunday  School  enrollment  between 
150,000  and  200,000,  or  about  two  per 
cent. 

The  report  states  that  an  actual  count 
of  the  congregations  on  a  given  Sunday 
would  reveal  the  fact  that  non-members 


attend  church  practically  not  at  all  and 
that,  counting  transient,  only  about  forty 
per  cent  of  the  Protestant  membership  is 
present  week  by  week. — Selected. 
*   *   * 

Wall  Street  Commends  Old- 
Time  Religion 

Wall  Street  Journal  of  New  York  is 
credited  with  the  following  statement: 
"What  America  needs  more  than  railway 
extension,  Western  irrigation,  a  low  ta- 
riff, a  bigger  cotton  crop,  and  a  larger 
wheat  crop  is  a  revival  of  religion.  The 
kind  that  father  and  mother  used  to 
have.  A  religion  that  counted  it  good 
business  to  take  time  for  family  worship 
each  morning  right  in  the  middle  of 
wheat  harvest.  A  religion  that  prompted 
them  to  quit  work  a  half  hour  earlier  on 
Wednesday  so  that  the  whole  family 
could  get  ready  to  go  to  prayer  meeting." 

Indians  of    the    United  States 

The  Indian  Bureau  reports  (New  York 
Times)  that  there  are  now  registered  on 
the  rolls  of  the  Federal  Government 
3  3  4,013  Indians,  an  increase  of  one  per 
cent  over  193  5.  Oklahoma  has  the  larg- 
est Indian  population,  with  96,244; 
Arizona  is  second,  with  45,013;  then 
comes  New  Mexico  with  3  5,570;  South 
Dakota  with  27,401;  and  California  with 
23,824.  Five  other  states  have  each  over 
10,000  within  their  borders.  The  largest 
tribes  are  the  Navajo  (44,078),  Sioux 
(3  5,412),  and  Chippewas  (26,127). 
They  present  a  plea  for  real  missionary 
endeavor. — Selected. 

Students  Get    Along   Without 
Religion 

A  survey  of  3,167  freshmen  students 
in  39  colleges  and  representing  103  sec- 
ondary schools  was  recently  published  at 
Yale  University.  The  report  found  that 
three  out  of  four  college  freshmen  think 
they  can  get  along  without  religion. 
About  one-fourth  of  the  freshmen  are 
not  interested  in  religion,  find  no  value 
in  it  and  get  along  without  it.  A  little 
over  one-third  think  that  though  religion 
does  not  now  mean  much  to  them,  the 
coming  of  maturity  and  experience  may 
make  it  vital.  Another  third  state  that 
they  are  interested  in  religion  and  find  it 
helpful  or  a  vital  part  of  their  life. 

It  was  noted  that  during  the  pre-col- 
lege  period  nearly  three-fourths  of  the 
students  had  participated  in  religious  or- 
ganizations, while  only  17  per  cent  had 
begun  similar  activities  during  the  first 
two  months  of  college  life. 

The  report  was  based  on  the  Connecti- 
cut Survey  Committee  of  Transition 
from  School  to  College,  of  which  Profes- 
sor Hugh  Hartshorne,  of  Yale  Divinity 
School  is  chairman. — The  Religious  Tele- 
scope. 
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£X  21  (?.   ^Programs 

OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more   impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  Is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADEK" 
!r>    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
tianded  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposea 
to   preach    a   sermon    in   a    Y.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  ana 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    frienas. 


Bible  Lesson 

Topic:   "UNION   WITH  CHRIST" 

Scripture  Lesson:  John   17:1-23 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

It  is  a  wonderful  thought  that  we  have 
a  Savior  who  sits  on  the  right  hand  of 
God  our  Father  and  prays  for  us.  But 
we  are  going  to  study  in  this  lesson 
about  the  beautiful  prayer  Christ  prayed 
for  us  just  before  He  went  to  the  cross 
for  you  and  me.  His  greatest  desire  was 
that  we  might  be  one  with  Him.  In  the 
20th  verse  He  says,  "Neither  pray  I  for 
these  alone,  but  for  them  also  which  shall 
believe  on  me  through  their  word."  That 
means  you  and  me.  Yes,  His  greatest  de- 
sire is  that  we  may  be  one  with  Him  and 
with  one  another.  What  does  it  mean  to 
be  one  with  Christ? 
We  Must  Be  Dead  to  Sin 

Rom.  6:7,  "For  he  that  is  dead  is  freed 
from  sin."  In  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  this 
is  indeed  our  privilege.  Taking  our  place, 
sin  and  death  have  no  more  dominion  over 
us.  Let  us  reckon  on  our  purchased  privi- 
lege, our  exalted  position,  "dead  indeed 
unto  sin." 


We  Must  Be  Dead  to  the  Law 

Rom.  7:6;8:3,  "But  now  we  are  de- 
livered from  the  law,  that  being  dead 
wherein  we  were  held;  that  we  should 
serve  in  newness  of  spirit,  and  not  in  the 
oldness  ot  the  letter."  "For  what  the  law 
could  not  do,  in.  that  it  was  weak  through 
the  flesh,  God  sending  his  own  Son  ..." 
The  law  had  a  purpose,  and  that  is  ful- 
filled when  we  are  brought  to  Christ. 
The  law  uncovered  and  showed  our  need. 
It  was  our  "schoolmaster  to  bring  us  uft- 
to  Christ." 
We  Must  Be  Dead  to  Self 

Gal.  2:20,  "I  am  crucified  with  Christ: 
nevertheless  I  live;  yet  not  I,  but  Christ 
liveth  in  me:  and  the  life  which  I  now 
live  in  the  flesh  I  live  by  the  faith  of 
the  Son  of  God,  who  loved  me,  and  gave 
himself  for  me."  This  is  a  marvelous 
truth  and  becomes  a  stupendous  fact  to 
the  trusting  child  of  God.  As  we  believe 
it  and  accept  it,  it  becomes  the  secret  of 
all  victory  and  progress.  It  is  letting  Je- 
sus live  instead  of  me;  letting  Him  work 
instead  of  my  poor  doing.  Self  is  a  for- 
midable foe,  and  it  is  an  inexpressible  joy 
to  know  that  God  disposed  of  the  self- 
life  on  the  cross.  In  its  place  we  have  the 
Christ-life. 

We  Must  Set  Our  Affections  hi 
Heaven 

Col.  }:2,  "Set  your  affection  on  things 
above,  not  on  things  on  the  earth."  Where 
our  treasures  are,  there  will  our  hearts 
(affections)  be  also.  Things  of  time  and 
sense  have  power.  That  our  life  is  in  the 
heavenlies  does  not  hinder  us  from  being 
practical  and  using  sanctified  common 
sense.  We  must  realize  that  we  are  still 
human.  We  have  a  case  before  us  just 
now  in  our  newspapers  of  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Noe,  who  is  trying  to  prove  that  man 
can  live  on  spiritual  things  alone  in  this 
world.  We  find  that  as  long  as  we  are 
in  the  flesh  we  must  accept  the  material 
things  that  God  has  prepared  for  the 
natural  man.  But  the  things  of  the  world 
often  crowd  out  the  spiritual  liff:.  This 
must  not  be. 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Ruth  Holt 
Topic:  "ENOCH" 
Scripture  Lesson:   Gen.    5:18-24 
Thoughts  for  Leader: 

The  writer  of  Hebrews  names  Enoch 
in  the  roll  of  Old  Testament  heroes,  Heb. 
11:5.  He  is  one  of  the  brightest  names 
of  antiquity.  Jude  describes  him  as  "the 
seventh  from  Adam"  and  prophesied  of 
coming  judgment.  He  was  the  son  of 
Jared  and  father  of  Methuselah.  Let  us 
study  about  him. 
Enoch  Belonged  to  t/je  Minority 

There  is  no  necessary  virtue  in  belong- 
ing to  the  minority,  nor  is  there  any- 
thing inherently  wrong  in  being  with  the 


majority.  Yet  Moses  warned  Israel  fol- 
lowing a  multitude.  Whenever  the  crises 
came  in  the  history  of  God's  people,  the 
truth  was  usually  in  the  hands  of  the  few 
as  opposed  to  many.  Moses,  with  kingly 
dignity,  demanded  of  Egypt  his  people's 
release;  Gideon,  with  three  hundred,  put 
the  Midianites  to  flight;  Elijah,  serene 
and  fearless,  on  Carmel,  met  the  four 
hundred  and   fifty  prophets  of  Baal. 

The  success  of  God's  plans  has  never 
been  conditioned  on  mere  numbers.  He 
started  off  the  race  with  one  man  and 
one  woman.  Only  one  family  survived 
the  flood.  Jesus  compared  the  kingdom 
of  God  to  a  grain  of  mustard  seed. 

Enoch  has  his  place  in  two  very  small 
classes.  The  one  was  he  "walked  with 
God"  and  the  other  he  was  translated. 

Enoch  Walked  With  God 

Walking  "with  God"  should  be  dis- 
tinguished from  walking  "after  God" 
and  walking  "before  God."  To  walk 
"after  God"  is  to  acknowledge  His  lead- 
ership and  exalt  His  authority;  to  walk 
"before  God"  is  to  recognize  His  pres- 
ence and  magnify  the  glory  of  His 
watchful  care;  to  walk  "with  God"  is  to 
submit  to  His  will  and  enjoy  His  com- 
panionship. These  are  all  very  closely 
connected,  but  to  walk  "with  God"  de- 
notes a  more  intimate  relationship  than 
either  to  walk  "before"  or  "after"  God. 
Years  ago  when  the  President  visited  a 
southern  city  a  number  of  policemen 
were  selected  to  serve  as  guards  for  the 
distinguished  visitor,  some  to  walk  be- 
fore, some  to  walk  behind  and  one  with 
the  Chief  Executive.  The  one  who  walked 
with  the  president  still  tells  it  with  a 
greater  pride.  The  Bible  tells  us  that 
"Enoch  walked  with  God." 

The  time  when  Enoch  lived  was  a  dark 
age  and  the  forces  of  iniquity  which 
brought  on  the  flood  were  at  work.  The 
faith  of  Enoch  stands  out  bold  against 
the  sins  of  an  evil  age.  He  did  not  do 
this  because  he  had  no  other  way  opened 
for  him,  but  it  was  his  choice.  He  walked 
with   God   three  hundred  years. 

He  had  his  responsibilities,  both  do- 
mestic and  public,  yet  he  had  time  for  a 
personal  walk  with  the  Lord. 

What  is  implied  in  walking  with  God? 
Agreement.  "Shall  two  walk  together 
except  they  have  agreed?"  There  must  be 
agreement  in  will.  God  does  not  conform 
to  man's  will,  but  men  must  submit  un- 
reservedly to  God's  will. 

God  Translated  Him 

"The  Lord  is  not  slack  concerning  his 
promise,"  2  Peter  3:9.  No  one  who 
trusted  in  Him  ever  had  his  faith  be- 
trayed. Abraham  built  on  the  promises  of 
God.  If  God  had  failed  He  would  have 
been  a  ruined  man.  God  will  always  fill 
His  promise,  provided,  of  course,  His  con- 
ditions are  fulfilled.   God     always     does 
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more  than  He  promises  to  do,  it  seems,  it 
we  will  just  trust  in  Him.  Enoch  walked 
with  God  and  he  was  translated,  that  he 
should  not  see  death,  nor  any  part  of  him 
be  found  on  earth;  for  God  took  him, 
soul  and  body,  into  heaven,  as  He  will  do 
those  of  the  saints  who  shall  be  found 
alive  at  His  second  coming. 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Esther  Holland 
Topic:  "FRUIT  BEARING" 

Scripture  Lesson:   John    15. 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

In  the  fifteenth  chapter  of  John's  gos- 
pel we  are  given  a  beautiful  picture  of 
fruit-bearing,  that  of  the  vine  and  its 
branches.  Jesus  so  earnestly  desires  that 
believers  may  bear  fruit  for  Him,  and 
realizes  the  weakness  and  frailty  of  hu- 
manity, that  He  outlines  a  way  here 
whereby  we  all  may  bear  fruit  for  Him. 
He  tells  us  that  He  is  the  vine  and  we  are 
the  branches  and  that  as  the  branch  can- 
not bear  fruit  of  itself,  except  it  abide 
in  the  vine;  no  more  can  we,  except  we 
abide  in  Him.  Jesus  desires  that  we  all 
be  soul  winners,  the  fruit  wt  are  to  bear 
is  souls.  Then  we  wish  to  notice  also  here 
that  we  have  not  chosen  the  task,  but 
that  God  has  chosen  us  for  the  task. 
Chosen  of  God 

John  15:16,  "Ye  have  not  chosen  me, 
but  I  have  chosen  you,  and  ordained  you, 
that  ye  should  go  and  bring  forth  fruit, 
and  that  your  fruit  should  remain:  that 
whatsoever  ye  shall  ask  of  the  Father  in 
my  name,  he  may  give  it  you."  When 
we,  as  Christians,  stop  for  a  moment  and 
look  at  our  littleness  and  helplessness  and 
see  so  many  round  about  us  that  appar- 
ently are  so  much  better  qualified  than 
ourselves,  we  are  made  to  wonder  why 
God  chose  us  instead  of  them.  But  let's 
look  at  the  original  twelve  disciples — 
rough,  every  day  men,  but  Jesus  looked 
at  their  hearts  and  chose  accordingly. 
He  saw  buried  deep  within  them  a  spirit 
that  would  respond  to  His  call,  and  that 
would  be  yielded  to  Him  in  a  measure 
that  He  could  cause  them  to  fulfill  His 
will.  He  must  realize,  as  they,  that  ours 
is  a  holy  calling,  from  holy  lips,  for  a 
holy  purpose,  to  please  a  holy  God.  Not 
only  has  He  chosen  us,  but  ordained  us 
and  empowered  us  to  win  souls  for  Him 
and  promised  that  so  long  as  we  abide  in 
this  holy  calling,  we  shall  receive  what- 
soever we  ask  in  His  name. 
Being  Rooted  for  Fruit-Bearing 

Isa.  37:31,  "Take  root  downward,  and 
bear  fruit  upward."  Isaiah  tells  us  that 
we  "must  take  root"  downward  in  order 
to  bear  fruit  upward.  In  other  words,  if 
the  souls  we  lead  to  Jesus  are  to  come  to 
perfection  in  Him  and  continue  unto  the 
end,  our  roots  must  be  so  deeply  planted 
in  God  that  our  entire     lives     will     be 


guided  by  Him,  and  that  they  may  see 
this  evidence  daily  as  we  walk  before 
them.  The  deeper  we  sink  our  faith  in 
God,  the  greater  awaits  us.  We  are  to  be 
firmly  established  in  Him,  not  wavering 
from  day  to  day,  but  so  thoroughly 
grounded  in  Him  that  we  are  not  swayed 
by  the  petty  annoyances  of  unbelievers 
or  any  wind  of  doctrine  that  may  arise. 
When  we  are  thus  planted  in  God,  He, 
the  solid  rock  of  ages,  becomes  our  pro- 
tection from  the  storms,  our  keeper  in 
time  of  temptation,  and  our  leader  into 
the  harvest  where  we  bring  forth  fruit 
unto  life  everlasting. 

Abiding  Continually  in  Him 

John  15:4,  "Abide  in  me,  and  I  in  you. 
As  the  branch  cannot  bear  fruit  of  it- 
self, except  it  abide  in  the  vine;  no  more 
can  ye,  except  ye  abide  in  me."  If  we 
abide  in  Jesus  according  to  His  will,  as 
this  scripture  tells  us,  we  will  be  par- 
takers of  His  likeness,  for  we  will  receive 
of  His  love,  His  faith,  His  purity,  His 
life,  His  divine  nature,  yea,  and  His  en- 
durance. And  these  are  the  essential  ele- 
ments in  a  fruit-bearing  Christian  life. 
As  the  vine  partakes  of  the  properties  of 
the  soil  in  which  it  is  planted,  so  we  r&- 
ceive  the  qualities  of  the  One  in  whom 
wt:  are  planted.  Therefore,  it  becomes  us, 
if  we  are  to  be  holy  branches,  to  abide  in 
the  holy  vine  wherein  we  have  been 
planted.  In  this  way  only  can  we  hope 
to  bear  fruit,  more  fruit  and  much  fruit 
for  God. 

The  Unfruitful  Branch 

John  15:6,  "If  a  man  abide  not  in 
me,  he  is  cast  forth  as  a  branch,  and  is 
withered;  and  men  gather  them,  and  cast 
them  into  the  fire,  and  they  are  burned." 

The  lesson  thus  far  is  one  of  beauty 
and  holiness  and  purity  which  is  possible 
through  wholehearted  obedience  to  God. 
But  this  verse  portrays  quite  a  different 
picture — that  of  one  who  will  not  abide 
in  Jesus.  The  first  thing  we  notice  is 
that  he  is  "withered,"  that  is,  his  life 
becomes  void,  he  loses  faith,  he  forgets 
to  pray  and  therefore  all  the  godliness  he 
possessed  departs  from  him.  We  find 
many  people  who  are  unwilling  to  yield 
all  to  God,  they  will  abide  with  Him  for 
a  while,  but  soon  grow  impatient  and 
break  themselves  off  so  to  speak  and  are 
no  longer  united  with  the  true  vine,  Je- 
sus, but  want  their  own  way  instead.  The 
doom  of  this  class  is  clearly  and  unmis- 
takably stated,  "men  shall  gather  them 
and  cast  them  into  the  file  and  they 
shall  be  burned."  The  saddest  picture  in 
the  world  today  is  that  of  the  person 
who,  after  sins  have  been  forgiven,  be- 
cause of  a  stubborn  will,  refuses  to  obey 
the  Word  of  God  and  keep  His  com- 
mandments. Justice  must  be  meted  to 
this  class  as  well  as  those  who  always  re- 
ject Him,  and  this  is  the  judgment  God 


has  pronounced.  Young  people,  let's  de- 
termine to  abide  in  Jesus  if  it  means 
standing  alone  with  Him,  rather  than 
suffer   this   horrible  judgment. 

(Close  with  an  altar  call  to  all  deter- 
mined to  abide  in  Him  more  fully  than 
before.) 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Louise  Burgess 
Topic:     THE  PURSUIT  OF  LIFE" 

Scripture  Lesson:  Matt.  10:39;  16:24-28 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Much  has  been  said  about  the  pursuit 
ol  happiness  and,  no  doubt,  before  our 
lesson  is  completed  we  shall  have  stated 
a  guaranteed  recipe  for  such  a  pursuit 
but  that  is  not  the  object  of  our  lesson. 
The  pursuit  we  shall  discuss  is  of  much 
greater  importance — the  pursuit  of  life, 
.thousands  of  dollars  are  spent  eacn  year 
opening  up  new  roads  for  the  multitudes 
who  are  pursuing  happiness,  while  com- 
parative!)' little  is  spent  to  introduce  to 
the  maddening  crowds  the  road  to  life 
eternal. 

Jesus'  words  in  the  lesson  text  plainly 
reveal  to  us  the  facts  of  this  great  pur- 
suit. "He  that  findeth  his  life  shall  lose 
it:  and  he  that  loseth  his  life  for  my  sake 
shall  find  it."  The  other  scripture  lesson 
tells  us  that  the  crossroad  is  the  road  to 
follow  if  our  pursuit  is  successful.  "Deny 
himself,  and  take  up  his  cross,  and  fol- 
low me."  Jesus  is  merely  stating  again 
that  one  must  lose  this  life  for  His  sake 
that  life  more  abundant  might  be  given. 

In  the  tenth  chapter  of  John  where 
Jesus  speaks  of  Himself  as  the  good  shep- 
herd, we  find  these  words,  "I  lay  down 

my  life  for  the  sheep Therefore 

doth  my  Father  love  me,  because  I  lay 
down  my  life,  that  I  might  take  it  again. 
No  man  taketh  it  from  me,  but  I  lay  it 
down  of  myself.  I  have  power  to  lay  it 
down,  and  I  have  power  to  take  it  again." 
No  picture  painted  by  the  most  skilled 
hand  is  more  beautiful  than  these  words 
of  Jesus — that  picture  of  self-denial  that 
should  predominate  every  Christian's  life. 
Jesus'  life  was  not  taken  by  the  angry 
nlob  crying,  "Crucify  him!  Let  his  blood 
be  upon  us  and  our  children,"  neither 
was  it  taken  by  the  Roman  soldiers  who 
drove  the  spikes  through  His  hands.  He 
willingly  laid  down  His  life  because  it 
was  the  Father's  plan  for  the  redemption 
of  the  sheep  who  had  gone  astray.  On 
another  occasion  Jesus  said,  "If  I  be 
lifted  up  (which  is  to  say,  if  I  lose  my 
life  on  the  cross) ,  I  shall  draw  all  men 
unto  me."  And  when  men  come  to  Him 
He  imparts  to  them  the  better  life  that 
was  taken  up  after  it  had  been  laid  down. 
Other  Noteworthy  Examples 

"See  how  the  mass  of  men  worry  them- 
selves into  nameless  graves,  while  here  and 
there,  a  great  unselfish  soul  forgets  him- 


Page   16 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


March,  195  8 


self   into   immortality." — Emerson. 

Henry  Wells,  the  greatest  historian  of 
our  age,  once  was  asked  for  a  list  of  the 
greatest  men  his  volumes  of  history  un- 
folded. After  several  days  of  careful 
study  and  uninterrupted  weighing  of  hu- 
man qualities  he  presented  a  list  of  six 
men  to  his  friend  with  these  trenchant 
words:  "These  six  men  stood  on  the 
corner  of  history.  Events  hinged  on  them. 
The  current  of  human  thought  was  freer 
and  clearer  because  they  had  lived  and 
worked.  They  took  little  from  the  world, 
they  gave  it  much.  They  did  not  get, 
they    gave;    and    in    the    giving,    gained." 

The  Life  Made  Possible  by  Christ 

In  John  13:37,  an  apostle  of  our  Lord, 
asked  this  question  of  his  Master:  "Lotd, 
why  cannot  I  follow  thee  now?"  This 
interrogation  implies  the  impossibility  ot 
his  following  Christ  at  that  time,  even 
though  he  added,  "I  will  lay  down  my 
life  for  thy  sake."  The  impossibility  im- 
plied here  was  proven  a  few  hours  later 
by  Peter's  actual  denial  of  Jesus,  who 
then,  was  on  trial  before  Pilate.  But 
when  the  final  testing  tune  came  Peter 
requested  to  be  crucified,  not  upright  as 
was  Jesus,  but  with  his  head  down.  There- 
by he  confirmed  the  statement — "I  will 
lay  down  my  life  for  thy  sate."  This 
shows  that  a  radical  change  had  occurred 
in  the  life  of  this  man.  Not  a  change  in 
outward  appearance  or  mere  personal  con- 
duct, but  a  change  within  his  heart. 
Living  Examples 

I  am  thinking  now  of  the  beautiful 
character  of  the  young  lady  who  inspired 
me  to  write  this  lesson.  Having  been 
closely  associated  with  her  for  several 
months,  I  conclude  that  she  is  a  living 
personification  of  our  text.  "He  that 
loseth  his  life  for  my  sake  shall  find  it." 
She  laid  down  a  life  that  promised  her  the 
realization  of  a  dream  she  had  nourished 
during  four  years  of  high  school  work — 
a  life  that  she  could  have  lived  in  a  com- 
fortable home,  surrounded  by  the  ones 
she  loved — a  life  that  would  always  have 
known  the  highest  esteem  of  those  who 
knew  her;  but  she  lost  that  life  by  faith 
in  the  Son  of  God,  who  loved  her,  and 
gave  Himself  for  her.  When  her  old 
friends  see  her  they  try  to  show  her  the 
mistake  she  made  in  choosing  a  life  of 
active  service  for  Jesus  by  magnifying 
that  "might  have  been"  in  the  life  that 
she  laid  down  at  the  cross.  They  try  to 
influence  her  by  repeatedly  stating  to  her 
their  desire  for  her  return  to  their  ranks. 
They  ask  that  she  forsake  the  life  of 
sacrifice  she  is  living  and  seek  for  her- 
self the  life  she  could  easily  find  in  paths 
now  forsaken.  No  doubt,  the  tugging  of 
these  tics  often  is  felt  deep  within  the 
soul  of  this  dear  girl.  But,  at  the  same 
time,  she  feels  a  stronger,  yet  more 
gentle,   tugging  of  tks  that  nothing  can 


sever.  Somebody  is  praying  for  her  and 
God,  who  is  still  on  the  throne,  remem- 
bers that  she,  day  by  day,  is  losing  her 
life  that  she  might  claim  the  promise  of 
the  life  eternal  with  the  One  for  whom 
her  present  loss  is  being  made. 

Does  not  a  character  like  this  inspire 
you  to  a  greater  height  of  endeavor?  I'm 
sure  you  can  think  of  others  who  are  not 
seeking  to  save  their  lives  but,  with  faith, 
are  playing  a  losing  game.  Perhaps  you 
can  think  of  someone  like  this. 
The  End  of  the  Pursuit 

To  these  Christian  heroes,  who  repre- 
sent, not  the  majority  of  men,  but  a 
small  number  who  desire  not  to  save  their 
lives,  we  find,  in  Revelation  2:10  this 
message:  "Feat  none  or  those  things 
which  thou  shalt  suffer:  behold,  the 
devil  shall  cast  some  of  you  into  prison, 
that  ye  may  be  tried;  and  ye  shall  have 
tribulation  ten  days:  be  thou  faithful  un- 
to death,  and  I  will  give  thee  a  crown  of 
life." 

These  words  are  spoken  by  the  same 
Jesus  who  prophesied  of  this  day  -n  our 
scripture  lesson.  "For  the  Son  of  man 
shall  come  in  uie  glory  of  his  Father  .... 
and  then  he  shall  reward  every  man  ac- 
cording to  his  works."  We  cross  the  span 
of  years  between  birth  and  death  in  such 
a  short  time!  Our  Christian  heroes  began 
their  pursuit  of  life  by  heeding  the  words 
of  the  Good  Shepherd  who  laid  down  His 
life  for  the  sheep.  They,  following  His 
example,  laid  down  their  life.  They  lost 
it,  denied  themselves  and  took  up  the 
cross  to  follow  up  the  road  to  Calvary. 
They  did  not  escape  the  tempter  as 
they  trod  this  road.  The  devil,  go- 
ing about  as  a  roaring  lion  seek- 
ing whom  he  might  devour,  con- 
fronted them.  But  knowing  well  that  the 
man  who  blazed  the  way  before  them 
overcame  when  tempted  in  every  point 
like  unto  them,  they  endured  the 
pain,  counting  it  all  joy  to  suffer  for  3 
Savior  who  loved  them  as  did  He.  And 
now  He  says:  "Be  thou  faithful  unto 
death,  and  I  will  give  thee  a  crown  of 
life." 

Drinking  Among  Girls 

By  W.  G.  Caederwood, 
(Continued  from  Glints  of  Knowledge 
Page) 
Boake  Carter,  popular  radio  commen- 
tator and  newspaper  columnist,  is  amazed 
at  results  of  a  study  made  by  Dr.  Paul 
Studenski  of  New  York  University, 
which  indicates  that  63.9  per  cent  of  the 
young  women  and  43-7  per  cent  of  the 
young  men  of  New  York  state  have  in- 
creased their  "hard  liquor"  drinking  dur- 
the  past  two  years.  That  is  precisely 
the  sort  of  fact  that  would  amaze  a 
theorist.  Under  repeal  liquor  is  conven- 
iently accessible,  enticingly  displayed,  al- 


ready alluringly  advertised,  socially  "the 
thing"  and — isn't  it  amazing,  astonish- 
ing, incredible,  mysterious — young  wom- 
en are  drinking  more?  What  can  be  the 
answer    to    this    baffling    mystery? 

And  what  is  the  theory  of  the  repeal 
theorists?  It  is  that  to  forbid  anything  to 
child  or  youth  is  to  set  up  in  his  mind  an 
insatiable  desire  for  it.  To  a  real  theorist 
facts  are  nonsense.  If  the  facts  contradict 
the  theory,  that  just  proves  what  silly 
bosh  facts  are,  anyway.  In  June,  1930, 
the  college  presidents  of  the  nation  were 
polled  to  find  the  results  of  ten  years 
of  prohibition  on  college  life.  The  replies 
showed  3  5.6  per  cent  of  the  college  presi- 
dents reported  no  drinking  among  stu- 
dents, 5  7.3  per  cent  reported  a  decrease 
under  prohibition,  and  only  1.2  per  cent 
reported  an  increase.  Dr.  A.  T.  Clark, 
who  at  the  time  had  been  connected  with 
the  University  of  Illinois  for  twenty-five 
years,  said,  "Drinking  before  prohibition 
was  much  more  than  now — but  it  was 
less  talked  about."  Prof.  Charles  C. 
Clark,  a  member  of  the  Committee  on 
Discipline  at  Yale,  said,  "The  change  has 
been  simply  revolutionary.  In  the  old, 
pre-prohibition  days  our  committee  was 
constantly  busy  with  cases  involving  in- 
toxication. Now  we  have  practically  no 
such   business  to  transact." 

The  Bureau  of  Census  reported  a  de- 
crease of  5  5.3  per  cent  in  commitments 
for  drunkenness  after  three  years  of 
prohibition,  and  a  decline  of  43  per  cent 
in  commitments  of  youths  up  to  seven- 
teen, for  all  causes,  and  a  decline  of  3  5.4 
per  cent  in  commitments  for  all  ages  for 
all  causes. — In  Clean  Life  Educator. 

Criminal  Army 

In  a  recent  address  J.  Edgar  Hoover- 
said  that  our  country  has  a  criminal 
army  of  3,5  00,000  persons  that  each  year 
is  responsible  for  1,5  00,000  serious  crimes. 

We  cannot  forget  that  an  army  of  two 
hundred  thousand  persons  who  will  com- 
mit murder  before  they  die  roams  Ameri- 
ca ...  .  Every  time  we  see  a  sunset, 
we  must  correlate  this  with  the  fact 
that  between  rhe  time  the  sun  rises  upon 
our  daily  life  rnd  the  time  it  sets  in  the 
evening,  thirty  five  persons  that  day  aris- 
ing with  plans  and  hopes  and  expecta- 
tions, will  have  been  murdered.  There  is 
a  death  by  criminal  violence  in  the 
United  States  every  forty-five  minutes. 
— Selected. 

If  you  frown  today,  and  again  tomor- 
row, you  are  beginning  to  dig  some  ugly, 
cross  marks  on  your  face.  When  you  have 
frowned  often  enough,  they  will  be  there 
to  stay,  and  for  anyone  to  see.  But  if 
you  smile  today,  and  tomorrow  again, 
you  are  making  happy  marks  on  your 
face. — Playmate- 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  enjoyed  every  article  that  I 
have  read  in  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  pray 
that  God  will  continue  to  make  it  a 
blessing  to  the  young  people  and  the  old 
as  well.  As  I  write  this  letter  I  am  thank- 
ing God  for  a  woman  like  Sister  Harri- 
son who  sends  words  of  encouragement 
to  young  people  who  are  striving  to  be 
soldiers  for  Jesus.  May  God  bless  is  my 
prayer  and  may  the  paper  grow  and  be 
a  light  to  souls. — Edna  Rae  Albright, 
Somerset,  Pa. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  sound  a  note  of  praise  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway  and  how  it  is  wel- 
comed in  our  Y.  P.  E.  It  seems  that  every 
one  is  eager  to  receive  the  new  issues  and 
for  myself  I  especially  like  the  story, 
"At  the  Crossroads."  The  program  out- 
lines are  wonderful  and  our  Y.  P.  E.  is 
progressing  with  a  band  of  young  people 
who  is  willing  to  work. 

Here  is  praise  in  a  poem  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  we  invite, 

It  is  a  guide  to  lead  us  right. 

Its  Editor  we  praise  the  most 

As  she's  inspired  by  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Every  topic,  every  thought, 

Is  from  the  dear  old  Bible  sought. 

That  is  why  we  all  agree, 

'Tis  a  blessing  to  our  Y.  P.  E. 

— Mrs.  V.  M.  Sanford,  Union,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  the  president  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  at 
this  place  and  the  leader  of  group  No.  2. 
We  are  proud  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  the 
co-operation  we  have,  although  there  are 
just  three  or  four  members  of  the 
Church  of  God.  We  have  a  little  mission 
work  here  and  our  pastor,  Brother  T.  H. 
Williams,  of  Charleston,  Miss,  comes 
once  a  month.  God  only  knows  how  I 
do  want  to  see  a  revival  here  that  will 
touch  the  hearts  of  the  unsaved.  Please 
join  me  in  prayer  that  this  will  come  to 
pass.  The  leader  of  group  No.  1  is  Mrs. 
J.  L.  Holloway.  She  is  not  a  member  of 
our  church,  but  she  is  a  fine  talented 
leader.  How  I  do  love  her.  Several  of  us 
gave  our  new  year  resolutions  at  our 
New  Year  service  and  hers  was  "To  be 
worthy  of  her  place  as  a  Y.  P.  E.  leader 
and  do  more  in  193  8  than  ever  before." 

I  can  never  be  able  to  tell  you  what 
the  Lighted  Pathway  means  to  me  and 
my  love  for  you,  for  I  feel  that  that 
great  heart  of  yours  extends  to  me  too. 


God  bless  you  in  this  great  and  wonder- 
ful work  you  are  doing. 

I  would  like  to  tell  you  that  the  Y. 
P.  E.  raised  enough  money  and  sent  me 
to  the  Assembly  last  year.  Oh,  how  grate- 
ful I  was  to  each  of  them;  it  made  me 
love  them  even  more  than  I  did.  This 
was  my  third  time  to  attend  the  Assem- 
bly but  the  first  time  someone  else  paid 
my  expenses.  I  really  enjoyed  it  more  and 
had  so  much  to  tell  them  when  I  re- 
turned. Don't  forget  us  in  your  prayers. 
— Maude  Ellen  Hight. 

*     H>     :ir 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  surely  thank  you  and  the  Lord  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  hardly  know 
what  we  would  do  without  it.  It  en- 
courages us  so  much.  Some  of  my  favor- 
ite readings  are  in  it.  I  especially  like  the 
story,  "At  the  Crossroads." 

We  have  our  Y.  P.  E.  meetings  every 
Tuesday  evening  and  everybody  seems  to 
enjoy  it  very  much,  but  the  sad  part  of 
it  is  that  just  a  few  of  the  young  people 
are  saved,  although  I  believe  God  will 
save  them  if  we  just  hold  on  to  Him  in 
prayer. 

We  appreciate  our  pastor.  Brother  A. 
J.  Gardner,  he  certainly  is  a  help  to  our 
young  people  and  tries  to  encourage  and 
help  us  all. 

Please  pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  the 
revival  our  pastor  is  holding,  for  God  is 
dealing  with  souls. — Mrs.  Thelma  Dur- 
ham, Pine  Grove,  W.  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  find  myself  for  the  first  time  writ- 
ing to  you,  telling  my  appreciation  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  enjoy  each  page 
of  it  and  can  hardly  wait  until  it  comes. 
Please  pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  We  have  sev- 
eral young  people  with  salvation  and 
many  who  do  not  profess.  Pray  that  God 
will  bless  and  prosper  us. — Mary  Nell 
Booth,  Columbus,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway 
and  enjoy  it  very  much.  My  heart  goes 
out  with  thanksgiving  for  you  and  the 
wonderful  work  you  are  doing.  Oh,  how 
I  love  the  paper,  it  is  a  great  help  to  me. 
Sometimes,  when  I  am  downhearted  I  can 
read  and  be  comforted.  May  the  dear 
Lord  bless  you  and  ever  fill  your  mouth 
with  words  to  comfort  your  boys  and 
girls. 

Please  pray  for  our  Young  People's  En- 
deavor at  Turks  Island. — Ina  Beatrice 
Capron. 


Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  In  our  Y. 
P.  E.  the  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  neg- 
lected, God  has  been  blessing  in  our  meet- 
ings and  we  are  not  doing  our  part  for 
the  paper.  I  sureiy  want  to  do  my  best 
now  and  be  in  the  center  of  God's  will. 
Please  send  me  a  roll  of  Lighted  Pathways 
every  month.  Pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  that 
we  may  be  a  light  to  this  dark  world. 

May  God  bless  your  efforts  in  pre- 
paring this  paper  for  the  young  people 
each  month.  —  Amelia  DeFino,  High 
Spire,  Pa. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  would  like  to  report  that  the  Lord 
is  certainly  blessing  the  young  people  in 
the  state  of  Missouri.  On  the  second  Sun- 
day of  January  we  had  a  district  Y.  P.  E. 
and  Sunday  School  rally  at  Leadwood. 
Truly  the  Lord  met  with  us  as  we  lifted 
our  voices  in  song  and  prayer.  Essie  Mae 
Golden  of  Cantwell  gave  an  encouraging 
talk  to  the  young  people,  and  Eddie  Dyer 
of  St.  Louis  spoke  very  interestingly  in 
behalf  of  the  Sunday  School  work. 
Brother  Swarts  of  Leadwood  gave  a  short 
talk  concerning  missions  and  a  freewill 
mission  offering  was  taken  amounting  to 
$11.47.  We  have  these  rallies  in  the  after- 
noon the  second  Sunday  of  every  month. 
The  second  Sunday  of  March  and  the 
preceding  Saturday  night  we  will  have  a 
district  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  school  con- 
vention at  Bonne  Terre  and  an  invitation 
is  extended  to  all  who  wish  to  attend 
these  services. — Juanita  Dixon. 

The  New  Year  started  right  in  Impe- 
rial, Calif.  The  Y.  P.  E.  was  reorganized 
on  Tuesday,  January  4,  193  8  with  seven 
members.  One  week  later  we  had  an  in- 
crease in  membership  of  130  per  cent. 

The  second  meeting  was  a  success.  The 
young  people  read  and  sang  their  specials 
for  the  glory  of  our  great  leader,  Jesus 
Christ.  We  are  going  to  let  Him  lead  us 
through  this  entire  year  of  193  8  and  we 
are  expecting  a  living,  growing,  serving 
Y.  P.  E.  here  in  Imperial,  Calif. — Hilton 
Vail,  Y.  P.  E.  president. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  can't  express  just  how  much  I  ap- 
preciate my  Lord  and  Savior  tonight,  for 
what  He  means  to  me  and  my  family 
Oh,  how  we  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway 
each  month.  We  are  young  parents  and 
your  messages,  Sister  Harrison,  are  so  en- 
couraging; and  especially  are  the  articles 
on  bringing  up  children  very  helpful  in- 
deed. 

My  husband  pastors  the  little  church 
here  and  we  surely  enjoy  the  Lord's  pres- 
ence. We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.,  the 
writer  is  president.  Oh,  how  I  love  to 
work  with  young  people  and  see  them  use 
their  talents  for  Jesus. 

At  the  beginning  of  this  new  year  I 
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thank  God  for  all  the  past  blessings  and 
for  the  present  determination  to  fight 
harder  than  ever  in  this  battle  for  truth 
and  nght,  because  I  know  we  are  nearer 
than  we've  ever  been  before  to  that  great 
day  of  sweet  release  and  rest. 

May  God's  richest  blessings  be  with 
Sister  Harrison  and  all  God's  people,  es- 
pecially the  young  ones.  Pray  much  for 
us. — Mrs.  Katie  Swilley. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  1  have  been  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  I  am  just  thinking  what  a  great 
help  it  must  be  to  you  for  the  Publishing 
House  to  have  the  care  of  publishing  the 
paper.  I  feel  it  gives  you  more  time  as 
editor  to  fill  its  pages  with  more  inter- 
esting topics  to  feed  the  many  hungry 
hearts  that  arc  waiting  each  month  for 
its  contents. 

We  have  a  Y.  P.  E.  Our  pastor  is  try- 
ing hard  to  encourage  us  to  better  serv- 
ice. There  is  a  large  number  of  young 
people  here,  members  and  friends  of  our 
church,  but  we  need  a  greater  zeal  to 
work  as  I  feel  that  it  is  a  worthy  work 
and  should  be  endorsed  by  every  Chris- 
tian. 

I  sincerely  desire  an  interest  in  the 
prayers  of  every  Lighted  Pathway  reader 
for  the  Y.  P.  E.  at  Middlesboro,  and  I 
wish  you  greater  success  in  your  work 
this  year  than  ever  before. — Mrs.  Susie 
Durham. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  word  in  regard  to  our  Y.  P.  E. 
work  in  Florida.  We  are  delighted  to  be 
connected  this  year  with  the  young  peo- 
ple of  this  state  and  surely  enjoy  our 
work.  We  have  conducted  two  Y.  P.  E. 
revivals  since  entering  this  state  about 
Dec.  10.  One  was  at  Perry  and  I  left 
Lacoochee  this  morning  after  staying 
there  three  weeks,  and  the  revival  con- 
tinues with  good  interest.  Close  to  twen- 
ty were  saved  at  each  place  with  a  num- 
ber sanctified  and  filled  with  the  Holy 
Ghost. 

At  Perry  we  organized  a  Junior  Y.  P. 
E.  and  conducted  our  services  Sunday 
afternoons.  Our  membership  increased  till 
around  thirty  boys  and  girls  were  at  serv- 
ice the  last  Sunday  we  were  there.  About 
ten  or  twelve  of  these  boys  and  girls 
were  saved  during  this  meeting.  Praise 
our  God. 

We  are  here  at  Frostproof  now  for  an- 
other revival  and  from  here  will  go  to 
Lake  Worth  and  on  to  Lake  City,  so 
pray  for  the  salvation  of  many  girls  and 
boys. 

We  had  our  Linden  district  Sunday 
School  and  Y.  P.  E.  rally  yesterday,  Jan. 
23,  at  Lacoochee,  and  dinner  on  the 
ground.  The  building  was  packed  and  we 
collected  money  enough  to  buy  a  dis- 
trict Y.  P  .E.  banner,  also  secured  prom- 


ise of  four  Gideons  to  send  in  from  La- 
coochee, Linden,  Leesburg  and  Bushnell 
and  maybe  one  from  Rock  Hill.  We 
surely  had  the  power  of  God  in  this  rally 
and  they  are  making  it  a  quarterly  affair. 

I  receive  near  fifty  reports  from  Y.  P. 
E's  over  the  state  and  they  all  tithe  their 
offerings  every  month.  I  have  been  con- 
nected with  Y.  P.  E.  work  for  some  time 
and  this  is  the  best  state  work  I  have  seen 
yet.  Such  co-operation,  such  singing, 
such  splendid  reports!  It  makes  me  re- 
joice just  to  think  how  the  Florida  young 
people  work. 

Two  new  Y.  P.  E's  have  been  organized 
since  the  Assembly  and  more  are  ready 
to  be  organized. 

I  am  going  every  night  and  am  tired 
in  body,  so  pray  for  me.  Come  to  our 
camp  meeting  this  year  and  be  on  our 
program. — Woodrow  C.  Byrd. 

Note:  We  are  so  glad  to  hear  from  the 
state  of  Florida  and  get  this  good  report. 
We  have  many  young  people  in  the  state 
who  have  stood  by  the  Lighted  Pathway 
through  the  years,  and  we  appreciate 
them.  We  thank  Brother  Woodrow  for 
the  invitation  to  attend  the  state  conven- 
tion. We  hope  we  can  accept  this  invita- 
tion. He  closes  his  letter  with  these 
words:  "We  are  working  this  year  for 
the  national  banner  and  expect  to  win 
i.t."  What  about  it,  Y.  P.  E.  superintend- 
ents? Let  us  have  a  good  race  this  year. 
Don't  get  discouraged.  It's  the  fight  you 
make  that  counts. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
I  enjoy  it  very  much  and  it  is  a  great 
help  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  My  heart  overflows 
with  thanksgiving  and  praise  for  you  and 
for  the  work  you  are  doing.  We  get  many 
wonderful  teachings  from  the  paper.  It 
teaches  us  how  to  walk,  how  to  love 
each  other  and  sometimes  when  we  are 
sad,  we  read  the  paper  and  it  makes  us 
glad.  Oh,  how  I  love  to  read  it.  May  the 
dear  Lord  ever  bless  you  and  keep  you 
under  the  shadow  of  His  almighty  wings 
and  ever  fill  your  mouth  with  words  to 
comfort  our  boys  and  girls  as  they  go 
along  life's  journey- 
Please  pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.,  although 
God  is  blessing  us  but  we  need  your 
prayers. — Miss   Vivian    V.    Rigby. 

Dear  friend: 

A  friend  of  ours  handed  us  the  Feb- 
ruary issue,  "The  Lighted  Pathway."  We 
enjoyed  the  paper,  so  enclosed  find  one 
dollar  for  one  year's  subscription. — Mrs. 
W-  P.  Martin,   Akron,  Pa. 

Philippians  3:13 

"Brethren,  I  count  not  myself  to  have 
apprehended"  (or  lay  hold  on).  Paul,  a 
great   man,   did   many   wonderful   works; 


great  teacher,  preacher,  had  gifts,  yet 
still  he  felt  that  he  hadn't  laid  hold  on 
some  things.  He  knew  he  hadn't  yet 
reached  the  goal,  there  was  still  room  to 
improve,  press  on,  and  still  much  more 
to  accomplish  in  the  Christian  race.  I  feel 
every  one  of  God's  children  should  feel 
likewise,  then  we  would  not  stop,  wait,, 
or  fail  to  take  advantage  of  the  oppor- 
tunities that  await  us.  We  would  not  be 
so  careless  in  this  race  and  iet  the  other 
fellow  beat  us. 

"This  one  thing  I  do,  forgetting  those 
things  which  are  behind."  No  better  ad- 
vice could  be  given.  Those  things  that 
have  caused  crosses,  heartaches,  tears,, 
sorrows,  and  cause  us  to  slack  up,  make 
mistakes  or  fail.  If  they  were  forgotten 
we  would  be  much  lighter,  better  pre- 
pared to  fight  the  battle,  endure  the  re- 
proaches, and  gain   the  victory. 

We  cannot  forget  things  so  easily  un- 
less we  forgive.  That  is  the  Christlike 
spirit  that  we  should  have.  Forget  what 
others  have  said  or  done  that  we  didn't 
think  was  right.  The  best  way  to  forget 
such  things  is  cover  it  up  with  the  love 
of  God.  Continue  to  do  as  in  Rom.  13: 
8,  "Owe  no  man  any  thing,  but  to  love 
one  another."  That  will  make  it  hard  to 
see  the  faults  of  those  you  love. 

"Reaching  forth  unto  those  things 
which  are  before."  If  we  receive  anything 
from  God  we  must  seek  it.  If  we  win  a 
race  we  must  run.  They  that  win  the 
battle  must  fight.  So  we,  that  would  win 
the  goal  and  victory  in  this  Christian 
race,  must  put  forth  an  effort.  We  must 
pray,  consecrate,  work,  g;ve  and  obey  in 
order  to  move  forward.  Sure  we  have 
gained  ground,  yet  there  is  still  more  to 
gain. 

Jesus  tells  us  in  Luke  13:24  to  strive 
to  enter  in  at  the  strait  gate.  Only  those 
who  reach  forth  for  the  deeper  things  of 
God  will  receive  them,  those  who  are 
trustworthy  and  consecrated.  There  are 
many  things  before,  deeper  experiences, 
gifts,  all  of  which  we  are  in  need,  to 
make  the  right  progress.  Psalm  37:4, 
"Delight  thyself  also  in  the  Lord;  and' 
he  shall  give  thee  the  desires  of  thine 
heart."  When  we  do  that  surely  we  will' 
be  reaching  forth  and  the  results  will  be 
we  will  receive  those  things  we  have  been 
trying  to  reach;  the  desires  of  our  heart. 
"Unto  them  that  look  for  him  shall  he 
appear  the  second  time  without  sin  unto 
salvation.  Now  if  we  are  looking  for  him 
we  will  be  working,  living  right,  and 
above  all,  ready.  Heb.  9:2  8. 

So  we  may  not  have  reached  the 
heights  but  let  us  keep  pressing  that  way. 
Remember  Lot's  wife,  Luke  17:32.  "But 
if  any  man  draw  back,  my  soul  shall' 
have  no  pleasure  in  him."     Heb.   10:3  8. 

Let  us  move  on  for  victory  is  ahead, 
and  Christ  giveth  the  victory,  praise  His 
name. — Exelma  Holley,  Bath,  S.  C. 
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three   children   who   had   a    kind   mamma 
who  really  loved  them. 

"And  my  papa  said  I  should  adopt  this 
sweet  lady  for  my  own  mamma,"  he 
said.  "I'm  going  to  do  that  and  then  I 
can  tell  people  that  I  have  a  mamma, 
then  everybody  won't  make  fun  of  me 
'cause  I  tell  them  that  I  never  had  no 
mamma." 

Stephen  discovered  in  reading  his  book 
that  his  adopted  mother  did  not  consent      much  feeling,     "O  Freckles,     did     your 
for  her  children  to  play     promiscuously      mamma  die?" 

with  other  children,  and  that  she  insisted  Freckles  simply  nodded  his  head, 

that  they  do  not  stay  out  late,  but  come  "Then   what   are   you    going   to  do?   I 

home  before  dark  and  retire  at 


of  good  books,  and  also  the  evil  influ- 
ence of  harmful  ones.  He  knew  from  ex- 
perience what  the  reading  of  cheap 
novels  had  done  for  him,  therefore  he 
had  determined  to  supply  Stephen  with 
good  books.  "Mother"  was  the  first  one 
he  had  purchased   for  him,   and   because 


AT  THE  CROSSROADS  or  young,  conferred  a  favor  on  him,  and      much  then  I  wouldn't  mind  it  so  much, 

.  ?  not   take  his  place  at  the  table  until  al!      sometimes  I  feel  jest  like  runnin'  away — 

*  '  "  °  were  ready  to  be  seated.  Stephen  was  de-      but  then  I  guess  Dad  he'd  have  ter  starve 

tears.  He  had  lost  interest  in  going  to  the      lighted  and  bravely  tried  to  obey  her  ev-      en   I    wouldn't   like    that,   neither.    Well, 
park  for  that  evening.  After  weeping  for      ery  command.  good-by,  kid,  I've  gotter  be  goin'." 

some  time     he     arose,     took     the     book  Five   days   had      slipped      away      since  Stephen   came  back  into     the     shack, 

"Mother",  again  looked  at  the  picture  of      Freckles  had  imparted  to  Stephen  the  sad      threw  himself  on  the  floor  and  found  re- 
the  sweet-faced   lady  and     then     read  a      news  of  his  mother's  illness.  Stephen  was      lief  in  tears,  "Oh,"  he  signed  as  he  laid 
chapter  in  it.  He  was  charmed  with  the      becoming  very  anxious  to  learn  whether      his   hand  on  his  heart,  "I  feel    'most   as 
sweet    and    tender    words    that    this    dear      she   had   recovered   or   had   passed    away.      bad  as  I  did  when  my  papa  died!" 
mother  spoke  to  her  children.  All  through      He   had   not   once      ventured      to   go    to  Stephen's  father  had  known  the  value 

the  next  day  he  was  thinking  about  the  Freckles'  home  because  Freckles'  fa- 
ther was  intoxicated  most  of  the  time 
and  he  was  afraid. 

One  evening  while  Stephen  was  seated 
on  a  low  stool  peeling  potatoes  for  his 
evening  meal,  suddenly  the  door  was 
thrown  wide  open  and  Freckles  entered, 

and  without  speaking  a  word  took  a  seat      of  his  sudden  death,  it  proved  to  be  the 

near  the  door.  last  ar|d   only   one.   However,   the  influ- 

Stephen  looked  up  and  seeing  the  sad      ence  of  this  one  good  book  directed  the 

countenance  of  his  little  friend  said  with      channel  of  Stephen's  whole  life  for  good, 

and  changed  the  course,  not  only  of  his 
own,  but  directly  or  indirectly,  that  of 
many  other  lives. 

The  temptations  Stephen  met  as  he  be- 
gan, in  his  loneliness,  to  reach 
out  for  companionship,  were 
strong  and  subtle.  It  was  only 
natural  that  a  boy  at  his  age 
should  seek  the  companionship 
of  other  lives.  With  no  loving 
father's  or  mother's  guiding 
hand,  he  mixed  and  mingled 
'with  any  boys  who  chanced  to 
be  playing  near  enough  to  be 
convenient  for  him  to  join 
them;  however,  whenever  per- 
plexing questions  presented 
themselves  to  his  young  mind, 
his  only  sure  refuge  was  to  con- 
sult his  adopted  mother.  This 
mother  was  very  wise  in  her 
dealings  with  her  children  and 
not  only  forbade  them  to  do 
certain  things,  but  always  gave  them  a 
reason  for  her  demands.  This  appealed  to 
Stephen's  young  heart  and  mind.  While 

jimin  Mini-',  tn  in  not     to  iviw   )  moth-- 1  he  was  playing  at  the  park  one  day,  the 

ii  ,,      ifc    V  motner      gonna  move  ter-morrow.     My  mom  she       ,  ,•_,,,  ,         r  ,,       •  . 

at    all,"      Stephen    answered    and    walked  l     ■  j  j  j  j  u  >        b°ys    decided    that    the      following      day 

,  .    ,.F  d  u    WdIllcu       was  buned  yesterday,  en  my  dad  says  he  s        ,  ,,     ,,  .  i_ 

awav   whisthne  i  i    >         they  would  all   so  to  a  picture  snow  to- 

fe'  not  a-eonna  pay  so  much  rent,  en  he  s  j_  .      .  °,  e      ,  r 

i:,     :-  1  r„i„  k;.-         -  ^-,-L-  n\A       gether,  and  asked  Stephen  to  accompany 

them.  He  was  reluctant  about  giving 
them  an  answer.  He  remembered  that  his 
father  had  not   approved     of     going   to 


an  early  hour,  so  that  they  might 
get  plenty  of  rest,  that  their 
bodies  might  develop  properly. 
Stephen  immediately  decided  to 
obey  her  and  not  remain  out  at 
play  after  dark. 

The  next  time  he  went  to  the 
park  to  play  he  started  for  home 
at  dusk.  The  boys  called  to  him 
say'n^,  "What's  your  hurry, 
Steve?  Don't  go  yet." 

"My  mamma  said  I  must 
come  home  before  dark." 

"Ah,  come  and  finish  the 
game." 

"No,  I  must  go,  mamma 
wants  me  to  come  home  early." 

"All  right,  if  you're  going  to 
be   tied   to  your  mother's   apron   strings, 
then  go  on,"  they  cried  out  sarcastically. 

"I  would  rather  be  tied  to  my  mother's 
apron  strings  than  not    to  have  a  mother 


Which  way  are  you  going? 

don't   want  your  papa  to  beat  you,"  he 
said  and  began  to  weep. 

"Yes  and  whatcha  think,  my  dad  he's 


shows.  He  told  them  that  he  would  ask 
his  mother  if  he  might  go. 

Arriving  at  home,  Stephen  opened  his 


In    the    next    chapter    the    sweet-faced  a-gonna  live  in  a  little  bit  uv  a  dark  old 

lady   was   giving  a   twilight    talk   to  her  dirty   basement   way,      way  off   on   ther 

children  regarding  the  care  of  the  body,  other  side  uv  ther  city,  en  I  don't  think 

instructing  them  about  daily  care  of  the  that  I'm  ever      gonna     see   you      again, 

teeth,  proper  exercise,     frequent     bathing  'cause   it's   so   far   away.     My      dad  he's 

and  the  need  of  fresh  air  when  sleeping.  drunk  this  very  minute,  en  if  he  knowed 

The  reading  of  this  good  book  had  a  I  wuz  over  here  he'd  'most  kill  me.  He's 

marked  influence  on  Stephen.  Each  eve-  a-lyin'  on  the  bed  drunk  en  thinks  I'm       book  "Mother"  and  again  looked  at  the 

ning  he  read  at  least  one     chapter     and  a-gitten  supper.      I  jes'     runned     away,       beautiful  picture  at  the  beginning  of  the 

tried   to    follow    its   teachings.   The   next  'cause  I  wanted  ter  see  you  first  'fore  I       chapter  of  her  twilight  talk  to  her  chil- 

twilight   talk   was   a   lesson  on  courtesy-  have   ter   go  so  far   away.   But  I'll  have      dren  on  modern  amusements.  There  was 

Stephen  was  careful  to     notice     that  his  ter  go  now  or  Dad  he'll  wake  up  en  lick       the  sweet-faced  lady     sitting     in  a  low 

adopted   mother    taught   him   to   lift   his  me  for  goin'  away.  I  s'pose  I'll  have  ter      rocking  chair;  her  son  Edwin,  nine  years 

hat  whenever  he  met  ladies     of     his  ac-  make  a  livin'  fer  me  en  Dad  all  ther  time       of  age  was  sitting  at  her  right,  leaning 

quaintance,  and  to  be  courteous  at     all  en   spend   all   my  money   that   way   that       on  her  arm;  Dolores,  aged  seven,  at  her 

times  to  everybody,  and  not  to  forget  to  I   wanted   ter  save   fer     my     millionaire       left,  and  baby  Kathryn      sitting  on   her 

say,  "Thank  you,"  whenever  anyone,  old  fund,  but  if  Dad  wouldn't  kick  me  so       mother's  lap. 
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Stephen  read  the  chapter  which  began 
with  a  question  asked  by  Edwin, 
"Mamma,  is  it  right  to  attend  picture 
shows?"  In  this,  her  sixth  twilight  talk 
to  her  children,  the  sweet-faced  lady  pro- 
ceeded to  answer  this  question. 

"My  dear  children,  Erwin,  Dolores  and 
Kathryn,  I  suppose  you  have  taken  notice 
that  your  papa  and  I  never  attend  the 
modern  picture  shows.  We  have  reasons 
for  this  and  in  answer  to  Edwin's  ques- 
tion, I  shall  give  you  a  few  of  these 
reasons. 

"By  far  most  of  the  pictures  that  are 
being  filmed  today  are  very  harmful  to 
the  morals  of  boys  and  girls  as  well  as 
older  people.  We  are  aware  of  the  fact 
that,  even  when  such  pictures  as  might 
be  called  educational  and  elevating  are 
shown,  usually  the  same  evening  others 
that  are  very  harmful  are  also  thrown  on 
the  canvas.  By  far  the  most  of  the  pic- 
tures produced  today  are  about  robbery, 
murder  and  other  bad  things.  Many  of 
the  heroes  and  heroines  in  the  pictures 
drink,  smoke,  swear  and  dance.  The 
scarcity  of  attire  on  the  actresses  is  very 
harmful  to  look  at.  The  sacred  institu- 
tion of  marriage  is  often  held  up.  to 
ridicule.  In  order  that  you  may  better 
understand  what  I  am  trying  to  impress 
on  your  minds  and  why  I  know  it  is 
wrong  to  attend  present  day  movies,  I 
will  tell  you  of  some  things  that  came 
under  our  own  observation. 

"A  very  dear  friend  with  whom  your 
papa  and  I  have  been  acquainted  for  a 
long  time  and  who  is  a  very  devoted 
Christian,  had  the  following  experience: 
I  shall  relate  it  to  you  in  his  own  words. 
'I  was  traveling  on  the  rear  platform  of 
a  street  car  in  a  very  large  city  in  the 
West.  Two  men,  who  were  at  the  head 
of  some  of  the  large  movie  theaters  in 
that  large  city,  also  rode  on  the  plat- 
form of  the  car.  I  overheard  their  con- 
versation which  was  as  follows: 

Good  morning,  Mr.  Bee,  how  is 
business?' 

'If  you  refer  to  the  financial  side  of 
it,  then  I  would  say,  very  good,  but  if 
you  refer  to  any  other  phase  of  the  whole 
industry  I  would  be  frank  to  say  that  it 
is  rotten  to  the  core.' 

'Yes,'  Mr.  Bee  answered  thoughtf ully, 
'I  confess  that  I  agree  with  you,  for  if 
we  undertake  to  show  clean  pictures, 
such  as  might  be  termed  educational  and 
uplifting  to  the  morals  of  the  people, 
then  our  halls  are  empty,  on  the  other 
hand,  the  more  suggestive,  degrading  and 
unclean  the  pictures  are  that  we  film, 
the  larger  the  crowds  that  enter  our 
halls.  Like  you,  I  confess  that  I  am  dis- 
gusted  with   the  business.' 

"Now,  children,"  said  the  sweet,-faced 


lady,  "if  that  is  the  way  these  men  who 
are  in  the  moving  picture  business  feel  in 
regard  to  it,  then  do  you  think  that  those 
of  us  who  wish  to  live  clean  lives  should 
shun  such  places?  I  am  sure  that  these 
men  were  right,  for  do  you  not  remember 
only  a  few  days  ago  your  papa  read  to 
us  from  a  daily  paper  what  happened  in 
one  of  the  southern  states?  Here  is  the 
clipping,  I   shall  read   it   to   yov. 

'  'A  seventeen-year-old  boy  was  ar- 
rested in  this  city  this  morning,  who 
six  weeks  ago  held  up  and  robbed  a  train 
singlehanded.  When  questioned  by  the 
judge  as  to  how  he  conceived  the  idea  of 
undertaking  such  a  daring  thing,  he  an- 
swered, 'Judge,  a  week  previous  to  com- 
mitting the  robbery  I  sat  in  a  theater 
building  and  there  I  saw  a  picture 
thrown  on  the  screen  in  which  a  man 
robbed  a  train  singlehanded  and  got  away 
with  it.  When  I  saw  that,  Judge,  I  said 
to  myself,  that  can  be  worked,  and 
Judge,  I  worked  it  and  got  away  with  it 
— at  least  for  six  weeks  before  I  was 
caught.'  " 

"You  see,  dear  children,  that  this  sev- 
enteen-year-old boy  was  taught  crime 
light  in  the  picture  show  where  thou- 
sands of  other  young  people  and  chil- 
dren also  go  and  look  at  the  same_  things. 

"A  few  years  ago,  when  your  papa 
and  I  were  living  in  one  of  the  western 
states,"  said  the  mother,  "in  that  city 
several  buildings  were  broken  into  and 
robberies  committed.  The  officers,  al- 
though making  diligen  ;  search,  were  not 
able  to  apprehend  the  criminals.  One  day 
a  ten-year-old  boy  at  school  was  seen 
with  a  loaded  revolver.  His  schoolmates 
were  frightened  and  told  the  teacher, 
who  then  called  the  police.  The  boy  was 
arrested;  at  first  he  was  very  stubborn 
and  would  not  divulge  anything  regard- 
ing his  actions.  After  much  questioning 
he  finally  confessed  that  he  and  eleven 
other  boys,  all  between  eight  and  twelve 
years  of  age,  had  committed  the  robber- 
ies. They  had  broken  into  different 
buildings  and  had  stolen  money,  jewelry 
and  other  articles.  When  pressed  by  the 
authorities  he  confessed  that  on  the  eve- 
ning of  the  day  when  he  was  arrested,  he 
and  the  other  eleven  boys  had  planned  to 
shoot  and  rob  a  man  whom  they  knew 
to  carry  money.  For  this  purpose  he  was 
carrying  the  gun,  already  loaded.  The 
other  eleven  boys  were  then  arrested  and 
corroborated  the  statements  made  by  the 
first.  All  were  questioned  separately  and 
all  confessed  that  they  had  seen  these 
things  enacted  at  the  movies  and  they 
had  decided  to  do  the  same. 

"It  is  no  wonder  when  young  people 
see  enacted  on  the  screen  all  manner  of 
crimes  that  they  emulate  the  example. 
They  are  there  taught,  first  to  tolerate 
and  then  actually  to  admire  the  criminal 


and  the  crime  he  commits. 

"Before  concluding  our  twilight  taik 
this  evening  I  shall  give  you  another 
reason  why  I  think  that  Christians 
should  not  attend  the  movies,  even  when 
so-called  clean,  or  even  religious,  pictures 
are  filmed.  I  want  to  ask  the  question: 
Who  produces  these  pictures?  In  answer 
to  this  question  I  shall  give  you  the 
words  of  a  man  who  was  formerly  an 
actor  on  the  stage  but  became  a  Chris- 
tian and  is  now  a  minister  of  the  gospel. 
I  shall  give  you  his  own  words.  He  says: 
'I  can't  speak  for  all,  but,  I,  personally, 
never  saw  a  Christian  actor,  and  if  there 
were  any  moral  ones — of  clean,  upright 
lives,  free  from  the  abuses  of  the  day — 
I  never  knew  them. 

'I  have  a  brother  who  is  two  years 
older  than  I,  and  who  has  followed  the 
stage  for  more  than  twenty  years, — 
'Brother,'  I  asked,  'have  you  ever  met  a 
Christian  actor?'  and  he  looked  at  me  as 
though  to  say,  what  a  foolish  question, 
then  he  answered,  'No!' 

'Well,  have  you  ever  met  a  moral 
one?' 

'  What  do  you  mean?'  he  returned. 
'I  mean  whose  life  is  clean,'  and  my 
own    unconverted    brother      answered, 

'No!' 

'  'That  does  not  mean  that  there  are 
none  but  this  was  his  observation  of 
twenty  years  of  mingling  with  them-' 

"My  dear  children,"  the  mother  con- 
tinued, "do  you  think  that  God  wilJ 
bless  us  if  we  go  to  see  pictures  pro- 
duced by  such  people?  It  can  not  please 
God  when  godless  and  frequently  immor- 
al motion  picture  actors  and  actresses 
impersonate  Jesus  Christ,  even  though  in 
so  doing  they  produce  religious  pictures. 

"The  picture  show  might  be  made  a 
great  blessing  if  it  were  controlled  by 
Christian  people,  but  as  it  is,  it  has  be- 
come a  curse  and  is  blasting  hopes, 
wrecking  homes  and  undermining  the 
morals   of   individuals   and   nations.'' 

When  Stephen  had  finished  this  chap- 
ter he  again  looked  at  the  picture  of  the 
kind-faced  mother  and  then  said  with 
emphasis,  "Mother,  your  son  Stephen  has 
settled  it  forever  that  he  will  not  attend 
picture  shows." 

(To  be   continued) 

"The  Bible  will  richly  repay  study,  but 
only  if  the  conditions  are  observed  which 
common  sense  dictates.  It  has  no  power 
of  working  like  a  charm,  so  that  a  chap- 
ter read  in  a  couple  of  minutes  by  a  pre- 
occupied mind  can  do  any  good.  The 
mind  must  test  on  it  and  give  itself  time 
to  receive  impressions.  It  requires  the 
whole  force  of  our  thinking  and  the 
whole  force  of  our  feeling." — Stalker. 
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The  Helps  of  the  Y.  P.  E. 

Just  knowing  that  I'm  helping  to  do, 
Something  in  the  Master's  name,  so  true; 
Even  though  feeble  is  my  part, 
There's  a  song  of  gladness  in  my  heart, 
That  I  have  the  privilege  to  be 
A  member  of  the  Y.  P.  E. 

Seeing  seed  being  sown  for  the  Master 
That  may  reap  brave  and  true  hearts  here- 
after, 
Even  though  one  tiny  seed  I  sow, 
It  would  make  me  happy  just  to  know, 
That  I  might  share  in  the  victory 
Through   my  membership  in  Y.   P.   E. 

It  helps  me  to  meditate  on  the  Bible  more, 
And  read  Christian  literature  more  than 

before; 
It  makes  me  more  thoughtful  of  my  fel- 

lowman, 
And  I  want  to  be  helpful  any  way  I  can, 
I'm  sure  this  is  enough  to  make  you  see 
Why  I'm  a  member  of  the  Y.  P.  E. 

— Mrs.  J.  L.  Holloway,  Coffeeville,  Miss. 

Prepare  to  Meet  Thy  God 

The  Lighted  Pathway: 

I  have  felt  much  impressed  for  a  few 
days  to  write  along  the  line  of  "pre- 
pare to  meet  thy  God,"  Amos  4:12.  I  do 
not  want  to  write  this  just  to  be  saying 
something  but  want  the  Holy  Ghost  to 
take  charge  of  my  hand  and  write  what 
is  good  and  acceptable  in  His  sight.  There 
are  so  many  people  that  are  preparing 
themselves  for  everything  but  to  meet 
God.  We  today  need  to  prepare  ourselves 
more  than  we  ever  did  because  the  com- 
ing of  the  Lord  draweth  nigh. 

When  we  expect  friends  to  visit  us, 
we  first  prepare  for  them;  see  that  our 
homes  are  nice  and  clean  and  everything 
at  its  place  so  that  we  need  not  be 
ashamed  when  they  come.  So  must  we  al- 
so prepare  our  hearts  to  meet  God.  We 
must  first  realize  our  lost  condition. 
When  we  realize  our  unclean  hearts  we 
will  clean  up  and  begin  to  seek  Jesus  the 
Savior  of  all  mankind.  There  is  so  much 
sin  in  this  world  that  man  would  rather 
walk  after  the  lust  of  the  flesh  and  the 
things  of  the  world  than  to  come  and 
humble  himself  before  Jesus,  the  giver  of 
all  good  gifts-  We,  as  Christians,  need  to 
band  ourselves  together,  fast  and  pray 
for  a  world-wide  revival  and  that  these 
ungodly  men  and  women  will  be  saved. 
Oh,  how  sad  it  is  when  one  is  called  to 
meet  God  unprepared,  but  it  will  be  sad 
to  hear  the  words  spoken  to  them  (the 
one  who  thought  he  was  right  and  was 


not),  "Depart  from  me,  ye  workers  of 
iniquity."  And  should  we  be  one  who 
has  failed  to  warn  them  and  they  point 
their  fingers  at  us  and  say,  "Had  you 
told  me  I  would  not  have  been  here,"  it 
will  be  terrible,  friends. 

Let  us  be  more  determined  to  warn 
men  and  women  to  prepare  to  meet  their 
God,  for  every  one  must  meet  God  and 
give  account  of  all  they  have  done.  It  is 
our  duty  to  warn  them  and  turn  them  to 
Christ  the  Savior  of  all.  So  let  us  put  our 
shoulders  to  the  wheel  and  go  over  the 
top  for  Jesus.  The  night  is  far  spent  and 
the  day  is  at  hand  when  we  will  not  be 
permitted  to  go  out  in  public  to  preach 
and  teach  the  Word  of  God.  We  will  not 
be  able  to  tell  others  about  Jesus,  so  let 
us  get  on  fire  that  the  burden  for  souls 
will  be  on  our  hearts.  Let  us  also  be  ready 
and  watching  for  Jesus  when  He  comes, 
for  He  is  coming  as  a  thief  in  the  night, 
1  Thess.  5:2;  Matt.  2  5:3;  Rev.  3:3.  We 
all  know  that  a  thief  does  not  make  any 
noise  when  he  is  trying  to  get  something 
and  we  will  not  see  him  unless  we  watch 
for  him;  so  Christ  will  come,  and  if  we 
are  not  watching  for  Him  we  will  be  left. 

My  sinner  friend,  what  I  say  to  you  is, 
get  right  with  God  before  it  is  too  late, 
for  should  you  not  be  prepared  you  must 
meet  and  will  meet  an  angry  God  and 
will  be  cast  into  outer  darkness  where 
there  shall  be  weeping,  wailing  and 
gnashing  of  teeth. 

Prepare  to  meet  thy  God.  I  hope  that 
some  soul  will  realize  his  lost  condi- 
tion and  accept  Christ  as  his  Savior  be- 
fore it  is  too  late. — Sylvia  Donmoyer, 
Ephrata,  Pa. 

This  Year's  Guide 

Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men, 
women,  boys  and  girls.  Why  do  we  not 
carry  the  peace  of  the  New  Year  with 
us  throughout  the  year?  Each  year  men 
are  reminded  most  impressively  of  the 
coming  new  year.  The  world  lacks  men 
of  good  will  and  as  a  result  happiness  is 
limited.  Before  we  can  have  prosperity, 
happiness  or  neighborly  love  and  co-oper- 
ation, we  must  have  peace.  This  year,  as 
in  every  year  for  centuries  past,  the  Babe 
of  Bethlehem,  Jesus,  invites  men  to  look 
to  Him  as  their  only  source  of  peace.  Will 
the  men  of  the  world  let  another  year  go 
by  without  heeding  His  plea?  Will  men 
hurl  themselves  headlong  into  another 
new  year  of  pitfalls  and  sorrow  and  grief 
without  His  guidance? 

Let  us  become  mindful  of  good  will, 
by  being  less  selfish,  more  willing  to  co- 
operate with  our  neighbors,  more  anxious 


to  bring  men  back  to  God.  Let  us  pray 
for  the  peace  of  the  world  during  the 
coming  year.  May  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem 
lighten  your  burdens  and  grant  you  peace 
md  happiness  this  3  65  days  of  the  com- 
ing new  year.  I  would  like  to  hear  from 
each  reader  that  will  take  this  Babe  of 
Bethlehem  as  their  guide  through  this 
coming  new  year. — J.  P.  Agee,  Bishop, 
Va. 

Tobacco 

The  judgment  is  coming,  I  tried  to  keep 

quiet, 
I'm   going   to   quit   smoking,   I   know   it's 

not  right; 
I've  tried  to  get  around  it  every  way  that 

I  could, 
But  now  I'm  convinced,  try  as  I  would. 

Now  Jesus,  He  saved  me  from  all  of  my 

sin, 
But  with  the  tobacco  I  might  not  get  in; 
So  why  take  the  chance,  friends,  of  being 

left  out? 
Instead,  take  the  benefit  of  one  who  tried 

out. 

Now  don't  iet  Satan  fool  you  and  say  it's 

all  right, 
He  will  try  to  deceive  you  with  all  of  his 

might; 
Just  plead   the  dear  blood,  friends,  leave 

it   alone, 
For  Jesus  is  coming  to  take  the  sanctified 

home. 

So  take  warning  from  me,  friends,  I 
have  fought  this  fight, 

You  simply  can't  win,  friends  unless  you 
go  right; 

So  all  praying  Christians,  please  do  pray, 

That  our  young  converts  will  throw  to- 
bacco away. 

Noel  Davis,  Coffeyville,  Kans. 

How  Moody  Won  Them 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

"Tommy,  I  want  you  next  Thursday 
night."  When  the  hour  arrived,  Tommy 
and  the  evangelist  entered  the  saloon.  It 
was  full.  The  men  were  sitting  on  whis- 
key barrels,  beer  kegs,  and  on  the  counter, 
while  heads  were  sticking  in  at  the  win- 
dows in  an  expectation  of  a  debate. 
Moody  opened  the  meeting  by  saying, 
"Gentlemen,  it  is  our  custom  to  open  our 
meetings  with  prayer.  Tommy,  jump  on 
that  barrel  and  pray,"  whereupon  Tommy 
perched  himself  on  the  barrel,  turned  his 
little  face  up  toward  heaven,  and  how 
he  did  pray!  As  the  tears  stole  down  his 
cheeks  the  more  tenderhearted  beat  a  re- 
treat, and  finally  those  more  rocklike, 
subdued  by  the  pathos  and  spiritual  power 
of  the  occasion,  slowly  retired,  until  there 
were  none  left  except  the  barkeeper, 
Moody,  and  the  praying  boy.  "That  will 


Page  22 


The    LIGHTED    PATHWAY 


March,  193  8 


do,  Tommy,"  exclaimed  the  evangelist. 
"I  claim  the  children,"  said  he,  turning 
to  the  father.  "They  are  yours  according 
to  contract,"  replied  the  father,  "but  it 
is  a  queer  way  to  fight."  "It  is  the  way 
I  win  my  battles,"  said  Moody.  He  had 
instructed  the  boy  not  to  cease  praying 
until  he  had  prayed  them  all  out.  It  was 
a  piece  of  strategy  full  of  tactfulness.  The 
reality,  the  venturesomeness,  the  tact  of 
such  a  man  is  worth  emulating. — Sel. 

Temperance    Lesson 

(Continued  rrom  page  4) 

go  out  against  him,  they  can  kill  him 
with  stones.  I  want  each  of  you  to  carry 
five  stones,  just  as  the  boy  in  the  Bible 
did,  and  I  want  you  to  go  as  he  did,  in 
the  name  of  the  living  God.  Here,  look 
at  my  fingers  while  I  name  these  stones, 
so  you  can  not  forget  them.  On  my 
thumb  I  put  for  the  first  stone,  this 
promise: 

1.  I    will    not      drink      anything    that 
makes  men  drunk. 

2.  I  will  not  smoke  tobacco. 

3.  I  will  not  chew  tobacco. 

4.  I  will  not  swear. 

5.  I  will  try  to  persuade  other  people 
not  to  do  any  of  these  things. 

Now,  all  together,  what  is  the  first? 
The  second?  Third?  etc.  Perhaps  your  big 
brothers  will  tell  you  that  you  are  not 
strong  enough  to  fight  old  King  Alcohol, 
but  don't  you  listen  to  them.  They  have 
not  fought  very  bravely  themselves.  Wait 
till  they  see  you  try  the  five  stones  on 
him.  I  put  in  tobacco  because  that  so 
often  leads  to  strong  drink.  If  any  one 
ever  asks  you  to  take  a  drink  or  a  smoke, 
just  bring  out  one  of  your  pebbles,  "I 
will  not  drink,"  or  "I  will  not  smoke," 
and  sling  it  straight  at  him;  and  by-and- 
by,  when  we  get  all  our  young  Davids 
to  throwing  these  stones,  we  shall  see  old 
Goliath-Alcohol  fall  down  dead  some  day, 
right  here  in  America,  where  he  so  long 
defied  the  armies  of  the  living  God. 

Leader  may  close  with  an  experiment: 
Pour  some  water  into  a  glass;  taste  it, 
call  it  good.  Dip  a  lighted  match  into  it: 
it  is  extinguished.  Try  the  same  with 
tea,  coffee,  lemonade,  if  convenient.  Now 
pour  from  a  disreputable-looking  black 
bottle  a  teaspoonful  of  alcohol  with  a 
sprinkle  of  salt  or  camphor  in  it  to  give 
color  to  the  flame  into  the  foot  of  an 
upturned  goblet  or  glass.  Complain  of  its 
smell — "don't  dare  to  taste  it."  Try  the 
lighted  match,  and  it  burns  up  with  a 
wicked,  red  flame. 

Her  Part 

(Continued  from  page   11) 
yet   refused   to   receive     Him      as      your 
Savior? 

Like  Margaret,  are  you  clinging  to 
some  frail  earthly  hope?  If  so,  will  you 


not  let  go  this  hold,  which  can  only  end 
in  death?  There  is  no  salvation  but  that 
which  the  Lord  Jesus  has  bought  for  you, 
with  His  own  precious  blood,  and  now, 
freely  offers  to  you. 

He  reaches  down  His  hand.  Will  you 
not,  by  faith,  place  your  own  in  His,  ac  • 
cepting  Him  as  your  own  and  all-suf- 
ficient  Savior? 

This  is  "your  part."  He  will  do  the 
rest.  Your  feet  will  then  stand  on  the 
Rock  that  cannot  be  shaken  (Luke  5:6- 
8). 

Listen  to  His  call  and  accept  Him 
now,  and  you  have  His  own  promise  that 
no  one  can  "pluck  you  out  of  His  hand" 
(John  10:28,  29). 

"He  is  faithful  who  has  promised." — 
Junior  King's  Business. 

The  Understanding  Christ 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

converted  they  are  urged,  by  parents  or 
friends,  to  prepare  to  preach.  Many  are 
in  the  ministry  today  because  somebody 
called  them,  not  because  God  called  them. 
There  are  many  callings  today  that  are 
just  as  important  as  to  be  a  licensed  min- 
ister of  the  gospel.  Oh,  everybody  ex- 
pects a  minister  to  be  good,  but  when 
we  see  a  layman  in  the  office,  store,  fac- 
tory, on  the  farm  or  wherever  he  may 
be,  living  and  working  for  God,  wit- 
nessing of  His  salvation  and  living  it, 
many  times  it  has  a  greater  influence 
than  a  minister  has.  God  needs  these 
little  torches,  here  and  there,  to  light  the 
way.  I  know  some  who  would  make  good 
as  business  men  who  are  utter  failures  as 
ministers.  If  you  have  felt  the  call  of  God 
one  way  and  your  friends  are  urging 
you  to  take  another  way,  be  strong  and 
look  up  into  the  face  of  your  understand- 
ing Christ  and  answer  God's  call. 

In  our  worship  together  many  times 
we  are  misunderstood.  There  are  so 
many  kinds  of  people  in  this  world  of 
ours.  In  our  churches  we  find  some  peo- 
ple who  are  extremely  emotional  and 
others  are  quiet,  and  so  often  there  is 
misunderstanding.  God  made  some  one 
way  and  some  another.  God  uses  both 
kinds  as  soul  winners.  Some  folks  can  be 
used  to  win  one  type  and  others  the  other 
type,  but  how  often  we  say,  I  don't  be- 
lieve Brother  So  and  So  has  the  victory 
because  he  or  she  never  shouts.  The  other 
class  may  say  Sister  Jones  is  so  noisy  I 
think  she  is  fanatical,  when  God  is  using 
both  kinds  to  win  souls  for  Christ.  The 
writer  is  the  quiet  type  but  I  believe  I 
have  just  as  good  a  time  as  those  who  are 
noisy.  But  oh,  how  often  we  criticize  and 
misunderstand,  and  it  is  the  little  whis- 
perings around  that  bring  confusion  and 
keep  God's  wonderful  power  from  our 
midst  many  times.     What     a     consoling 


thought,   we      have      an      understanding 
Christ. 

Dear  children,  are  you  tempted  and 
tried  and  are  you  misunderstood?  Not 
long  ago  we  were  driving  to  Chatta- 
nooga. We  drove  up  behind  another  car. 
It  was  moving  slowly  and  on  our  left  a 
car  was  coming  toward  us  so  we  couldn't 
pass.  Oh  well,  you  know  how  drivers  will 
fret  and  fume  when  something  gets  in 
the  way  and  they  can't  make  the  speed 
they  want  to.  So  our  driver  blew  the  horn 
and  tried  to  get  him  to  move  on.  As  soon 
as  the  car  meeting  us  passed,  the  car  did 
move  out  of  the  way  and  we  saw  a  buggy 
and  horse  in  front  of  us.  The  man  was 
doing  the  best  he  could  but  he  didn't 
want  to  run  into  the  obstacle  in  front  of 
him. 

Now  do  you  see  tne  point?  Many  times 
our  impatience  with  others,  our  criticism 
is  uncalled  for,  for  you  do  not  know 
what  obstacle  is  in  his  way  of  doing  what 
you  want  him  to  do.  He  sees  and  knows 
every  obstacle  in  the  way  and  under- 
stands. One  of  the  sweetest  and  most 
consoling  thoughts  is  of  our  Christ  as  He 
climbed  up  Calvary's  mountain  side,  bear- 
ing the  cross  for  you  and  me.  We  see 
Him  as  He  staggers  under  His  load.  But 
you  say,  why  is  this  a  beautiful  thought 
to  you?  It  seems  sad  to  me.  Because  we 
know  He  understands  us  when  we  stag- 
ger under  the  load  which  we  often  do. 
Sometimes  we  have  been  reproved  for 
taking  our  load  to  human  friends  to  help 
us  bear  them,  but  Jesus  needed  human  aid 
when  Simon  helped  Him  bear  His  cross. 
Oh,  to  have  a  human  friend  to  whom  you 
can  go,  who  will  understand  and  help 
you  carry  your  cross.  Just  a  word  or  look 
sometimes  is  all  you  need.  But  how  much 
greater  it  is  to  have  a  friend  like  Jesus 
who  was  tempted  in  all  points  like  as  we 
are   and   who   knows   and   understands. 

It  may  be  you  have  made  a  wrong  step 
and  people  have  turned  their  backs  upon 
you.  You  are  sorry.  You  want  to  start 
over  again  but  people  so  misunderstand 
you.  How  can  you  ever  face  them  and 
how  can  you  win  their  approval  again. 
Jesus  understands  and  He  will  help  you. 
He  can  wash  you  in  His  precious  blood 
and  make  you  whiter  than  snow.  You 
may  be  behind  prison  bars,  and  as  the 
saints  of  God  have  come  from  time  to 
time  and  have  brought  you  the  blessed 
gospel  of  Jesus  Christ,  you  want  to  come 
back  to  Him,  but  you  are  wondering  how 
you  will  ever  get  the  awful  stain  from 
those  prison  bars  removed  so  that  you  can 
face  the  world  again.  He  knows  and 
though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet  they  shall 
be  as  white  as  snow.  Thank  God  that  He 
gave  to  us  an  understanding  Christ.  But 
you  say,  Yes,  I'm  sure  He  will  under- 
stand but  what  about  the  people.  When 
I  go  back  to  church  will  they  believe  in 
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me  or  will  they  draw  their  skirts  aside 
and  say  I  am  too  good  for  Him  or  her? 
No,  those  who  truly  belong  to  this  un- 
derstanding Christ  will  understand  you 
and  will  love  you  and  help  you.  The  other 
kind  you  do  not  need. 

Dear  ones,  let  us  try  to  understand 
each  other  better.  It  will  make  a  great 
difference  in  the  Church  as  we  work  to- 
gether, if  we  will  try  to  be  like  Christ 
and  have  this  understanding  spirit. 

Yes,  He  understands, 
All  His  ways  are  best; 
Here  He  calls  to  you, 
Come  to  me  and  rest. 

Leave  the  unknown  future 
In  the  Master's  hand, 
Whether  sad  or  lonely 
Jesus  understands. 

Problem  Child 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
"No,"  admitted  Phyllis,  "you  said 
when  we  wanted  to  fix  them,  you'd  help 
us.  We've  wanted  to  every  day  this  week, 
but  you've  been  away  every  single  after- 
noon." 

"How  about  tomorrow?  It's  Saturday, 
and  we'd  have  more  time." 

"No,"  Phyllis'  answer  was  almost  a 
pout,  "we  have  to  decorate  tomorrow. 
O  Mother,  you  promised.  The  girls  are 
depending  on  you." 

"What  about  this?"  Jeff  waved  his  suit 
tragically  before  his  mother's  eyes. 
"What's  so  important  about  that  old  lec- 
ture, anyway?" 

"This  is  the  last  of  a  series,"  answered 
his  mother."  I've  heard  all  the  others,  and 
I'd  like  to  hear  this  one." 

"What  are  they  about?"  Phyllis  asked. 
"  'The  Problem  Child.' ' 
Mrs.  Stevens  was  unprepared     for  the 
burst  of   merriment   which     greeted  her 
words. 

"  'Problem  Child,'  "  giggled  Phyllis, 
pointing  at  her  brother.  "Have  you 
learned  how  to  make  him  wash  his  neck 
yet?" 

"Me?"  demanded  her  brother.  "Me  a 
problem?  I  guess  not!  It's  you,  your  own- 
self.  I'm  most  willing  to  let  my  suit  go 
without  pressing  if  Mom  can  learn  how 
to  cure  your  silly  ways." 

Mrs.  Stevens  suppressed  a  smile  with 
difficulty.  "You're  neither  of  you  'prob- 
lem children,'  thank  goodness.  You're 
just  normal,  ordinary  ones." 

"Well,  then,"  Phyllis'  tone  showed 
genuine  bewilderment,  "why  go  to  hear 
about  them?" 

"Why — why,"  for  a  moment,  Mrs. 
Stevens  seemed  nonplused  by  the  ques- 
tion. "The  lectures  are  very  instructive," 
she  said  at  last.  The  lameness  of  her  re- 
ply struck  her  at  once.  She  was  thought- 
ful for  a  moment. 

"No,  you're   not   'problem   children'," 


she  repeated  gazing  from  one  bright  face 
to  the  other. 

Then,  to  herself,  she  added  emphatical- 
ly, "I  don't  intend  you  shall  be." 

She  took  the  suit  from  Jeff.  "I'll  have 
it  ready,  son.  You  can  run  over  after 
school  and  get  it. 

"Phyllis,  bring  the  girls.  We'll  work 
on  these  costumes  this  afternoon." 

"Maybe  there  wouldn't  need  to  be  so 
many  lectures  about  'problem  children' 
if  mothers  gave  their  children  all  the 
attention  they  should  have,"  she  thought 
as  she  waved  good-bye  to  her  happy-faced 
youngsters. 

God  and  the  Sin  Problem 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

story  may  help  to  make  it  clear. 

"A  judge  conducting  a  case,  once  re- 
cognized the  prisoner  as  an  old  school 
friend.  The  man  was  proved  to  be  guilty, 
but  the  judge  hated  to  have  to  inflict 
the  punishment,  so  what  did  he  do? 
Could  he  be  just,  and  at  the  same  time 
set  free  the  prisoner?  As  his  judge,  he 
must  pass  sentence  on  the  prisoner,  but 
as  his  friend,  he  longed  to  spare  him;  so 
laying  aside  his  judicial  robes,  he  left  his 
seat  of  office,  and  went  down  to  the 
dock.  Taking  the  man  by  the  hand  he 
said,  'As  your  judge  I  have  had  to  in- 
flict the  fine,  but  as  your  old  friend  I 
am  paying  it.' 

"The  application  is  obvious.  God,  our 
Judge,  has  had  to  pass  sentence  upon  us 
who  have  broken  His  laws.  'AH  the  world 
is  guilty  before  God.'  But — oh,  the  won- 
der of  it — He  laid  aside  His  vesture  of 
glory,  'He  emptied  Himself,'  and  came 
down  from  heaven  to  His  own  sacrifice; 
He  paid  the  penalty  due  to  us,  so  that 
now  He  can  be  just,  and  the  justifier  of 
him  which  believeth  in  Jesus,'  Rom.  3 : 
26." 

"Thank  you,"  said  the  boy,  "I  had 
never  thought  of  it  like  that.  It's  all  very 
wonderful." 

Today  he  is  a  theological  student. 
GOD  IN  HIS  LOVE  SUFFERS  FOR 

SIN 
The   Apostle   Peter   says,    "Christ    also 
hath  once  suffered  for  sins,  the  just  for 
the   unjust,    that    he   might    bring    us    to 
God,"    1    Peter   3:18. 

What  did  He  suffer?  The  farewell  in 
heaven — the  lowly  birth — the  earthly 
poverty — the  years  of  toil  at  the  bench 
— the  busy  days  of  ministry  and  healing 
— the  loneliness — the  weariness — the  mis- 
understandings— the  Gethsemane  an- 
guish— the  kiss  of  the  betrayer — the  un- 
just trial — the  hiss  of  the  scourge — the 
purple-robed  mockery — the  ignominy 
and  shame — and  then — the  climax  of  His 
suffering — the  cross. 

Think  again — thorns  —  nails  —  separ- 
thrust — blood   drops — thirst — darkness — 


and  the  cry  of  scorn,  "He  saved  others; 
Himself  He  cannot  save." 

And  when  we  have  thought  of  all 
these,  we  have  but  touched  the  fringe  of 
the  real  agony.  These,  after  all,  are  hu- 
man sufferings;  but  many  who  have 
died  for  their  faith  have  suffered  just  as 
acutely.  Peter  himself  was  crucified  head 
downwards.  There  is  something  much 
deeper  than  mere  pain  of  body  at  calvary. 
A  mystery  surrounds  it  which  defies  all 
human  understanding.  No  one  has  ever 
yet  plumbed  the  ocean  of  those  mental 
and  spiritual  sufferings  through  which 
He  passed,  when  on  the  cross  He  took 
upon  Himself  the  guilt  of  the  world's 
sin,  and  made  atonement  for  it. 

Paul  says,  "He  was  made  sin  for  us." 
Can  our  finite  minds  ever  understand 
what  that  means?  "He  poured  out  His 
soul  unto  death"  was  the  way  in  which 
the  old  prophet  foretold  it,  and  again, 
"When  thou  shalt  make  his  soul  an  offer- 
ing for  sin,"  Isa.  53:10-12.  Truly  the 
sufferings  of  the  Savior's  soul  were  the 
very  soul  of  the  Savior's  sufferings.  How 
else  can  you  explain  that  in  the  deepest 
moment  of  His  agony  He  cried,  "My 
God,  my  God,  why  hast  thou  forsaken 
me?''  Matt.  27:46.  Here  we  are  in  the 
realm  of  some  mysterious  agony  which 
calls  out  the  praises  of  the  heavenly 
choirs  when  they  sing,  "Worthy  is  the 
lamb  that  was  slain  to  receive  honour  and 
glory." 

It  is  not  reasonable  to  suggest  that  be- 
hind that  cry  there  lies  all  that  Peter 
meant  when  he  wrote,  "He  suffered  for 
sins."  Has  not  the  wage  of  sin  always 
been  separation  from  God?  Adam  found 
it  so.  The  record  says,  "God  drove  out 
the  man,"  Gen.  3:24.  When  Paul  writes, 
"As  by  one  man  sin  entered  into  the 
world,  and  death  by  sin,"  he  does  not 
merely  mean  physical  death,  but  spiritual 
death.  Adam  did  not  die  physically  when 
he  sinned.  He  lived  to  be  nine  hundred 
and  thirty  years  old.  But  sin  drove  in 
a  wedge  between  him  and  God.  He  lost 
his  God  contact.  In  that  was  the  word 
of  the  Lord  fulfilled,  "In  the  day  that 
thou  eatest  thereof,  thou  shalt  surely 
die,"  Gen.  2:17.  Death  is  not  termination, 
but  separation.  So  when  Jesus  hung  on 
the  cross,  He  tasted  death  for  every  man. 
He  was  separated  from  God,  and  that  is 
the  hell  of  which  the  Psalmist  wrote, 
"The  pains  of  hell  gat  hold  of  me," 
Ps.  116:3.  The  cry  that  broke  from  the 
lips  of  Jesus  was  the  cry  of  one  who  was 
experiencing  the  very  wage  of  sin.  Be- 
cause God  can  never  look  at  sin  with 
favor — inevitably  Jesus  lost  the  very 
consciousness  of  the  Father's  presence  in 
that  hour  in  which  He  was  numbered 
with  the  transgressors,  and  bare  the  sin 
of  many,  Isa.   53:12. 

Some  would  have  us  believe   that  He 
died  the  death  of  a  martyr — the  greatest 
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in  history.  Perish  the  thought!  "What 
martyr  was  ever  forsaken  by  God  in  his 
supreme  hour  of  trial?  No!  He  was  no 
martyr.  He  was  not  a  man  dying  merely 
for  a  cause.  He,  as  the  prayer  book  puts 
it,  "made  there, — by  His  one  oblation  of 
Himself  once  offered — a  full,  perfect  and 
sufficient  sacrifice,  oblation,  and  satis- 
faction for  the  sins  of  the  whole  world." 

Though  it  is  entirely  beyond  the  ca- 
pacity of  my  finite  mind  to  grasp  all 
that  this  means,  I  find  no  other  explana- 
tion of  the  cross  which  satisfied  the  logic 
of  my  mind,  or  the  deep  yearnings  of  my 
soul.  On  the  cross,  I  see  the  pain  of  God, 
and  the  suffering  of  deity  on  behalf  of 
my  sins,  and  I  bow  before  it  in  wonder, 
love  and  praise,  crying,  "He  loved  me 
and  gave  Himself  for  me." 
GOD  IN  HIS  MERCY  SAVES  FROM 
SIN 

The  Apostle  John  says,  "If  we  confess 
our  sins,  he  is  faithful  and  just  to  for- 
give us  our  sins,  and  to  cleanse  us  from 
all  unrighteousness,"  1  John  1:9.  Here  is 
the  wonder  of  it  all.  God  can  now  save 
you  and  me,  and  He  can  do  it  without 
in  any  way  violating  His  own  justice. 
"He  is  faithful  and  just  to  forgive,"  not 
"He  is  loving  and  kind  to  excuse."  No, 
no.  Because  He  has  shown  forth  His  holi- 
ness in  condemning  sin,  and  because  He 
has  manifested  His  love  in  dying  for  sin, 
He  can  now  exhibit  His  mercy  on  a  basis 
of  perfect  equity,  and  justly  forgive  ev- 
ery penitent  and  believing  sinner. 

The  remedy  for  the  disease  of  sin  is 
now  available  for  every  one  of  us,  and 
so  we  sing — 

"Be  of  sin  the  double  cure, 

Save  me  from  its  guilt  and  power." 

When  the  Indian  mystic  Gandhi  visit- 
ed the  school  for  leper  children,  he 
asked  them  if  they  knew  any  disease  that 
was  worse  than  leprosy.  "Yes,"  they  said. 
"Sin  is  worse."  "And  is  there  any  cure 
for  it?"  he  asked.  "Yes,"  they  replied. 
"The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son 
cleanseth  us  from  all  sin." 

"Your  sin  may  be  as  high  as  the  high- 
est mountain,  but  the  sacrifice  of  Christ 
which  covers  it  up  is  as  high  as  the  high- 
est heaven.  Your  sin  may  be  as  deep  as  the 
ocean,  but  the  atonement  of  Christ  which 
swallows  it  up  is  as  deep  as  eternity." 

An  ocean  traveller  stood  one  day  on 
the  deck  of  a  liner  talking  to  one  of  the 
ship's  officers.  "It  was  about  here,  sir," 
he  remarked,  "that  the  great  Titanic 
went  down."  "How  deep  is  it?"  asked  the 
tourist.  "Oh,  there's  miles  of  it,  sir." 
"What!  Miles!  How  many?"  "They  say 
it's  about  five  miles  deep  at  this  spot." 
"Could  anything  be  raised  from  such  a 
depth?"  "No,  sir,  the  fabulous  wealth  on 
that  giant  is  down  there  for  ever.  That 
ship  is  too  far  down  ever  to  be  raised 
again." 


Thank  God,  no  one  is  too  far  down  to 
be  raised  from  the  oceanic  depths  of  sin. 
By  the  saving  power  of  Christ  even  the 
soul  who  has  sunk  into  the  deepest  ooze 
of  iniquity  can  be  delivered  and  lifted 
up  out  of  the  miry  clay,  and  have  his  feet 
set  on  the  rock.  His  goings  can  be  estab- 
lished, and  a  new  song  put  into  his 
mouth,  Ps.  40. 


Questions 

Here  is  a  question  someone  has  recent- 
ly asked,  "What  can  we  do  to  stir  up 
interest  in  our  Y.  P.  E.?"  The  person 
who  writes  in  and  gives  the  best  answer 
will  receive  honorable  mention  in  the  pa- 
per and  his  or  her  answer  will  be  pub- 
lished. Come  on,  bestir  yourself  and  teil 
us   how- — Editor. 

Someone,  whose  name  we  withhold,  has 
asked  what  about  spiritualism.  Here  is 
the  answer: 

2  Peter  2:1-3;  1  John  4:1-3;  Jude  15- 
25;  Rev.  16:14;  1  Tim.  4:1-5:  Acts  16: 
16-18;    1   Chron.    10:13,   14;  Rev.    19:20. 

Send  to  the  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  Cleveland,  Tenn.  for  the  tract  on 
"The  Hidden  Evils  of  Spiritualism,"  2  5c 
for  one  hundred. 

Remember 

Any  Y.  P.  E.  desiring  to  put  the 
Lighted  Pathway  into  hospitals,  jails,  of- 
fices, stations,  or  any  public  places  may 
have  them  at  2c  each  after  you  have 
bought  3  rolls  per  month  at  $1.00,  per 
roll  of  14.  Your  order  for  these  extra  pa- 
pers should  be  in  by  the  10th  of  each 
month  so  that  we  can  run  them  off  extra. 

Come  on,  friends,  and  let  us  do  all  we 
can  this  year.  Did  you  know  what  we  do 
must  be  done  quickly? — Editor. 

Attention,  Please! 

We  will  appreciate  it  if  you  will  send 
us  names  of  people  whom  you  think 
would  subscribe  for  the  Lighted  Pathway 
if  they  knew  about  it.  We  will  send 
them  a  sample  copy  with  a  subscription 
blank.  Please  do  this  as  soon  as  possible; 
we  want  to  work  hard  this  month.  Sure- 
ly you  can  help  us  this  way. — Editor. 

Silver  Lining 

Come  on,  young  people,  and  earn 
$15.00  by  selling  100  Silver  Linings.  You 
order  them  and  sell  them  at  2  5c  each. 
Send  us  $10.00  in  thirty  days.  You  can 
divide  them  among  your  people  and  let 
your  whole  church  help  in  selling  them. 
Please  have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
when  you  send  for  the  books.  They  can- 
not be  returned.  Send  order  to  Alda  B. 
Harrison,   Cleveland,  Tennessee. 


New  Gideons 

1.  Miss   Lourenna    Moreland,      Rhodell, 
W.  Va. 

2.  Miss  Dorothy   Faust,   Somerset,  Pa. 

3.  Lois  Hicks,  Crisfield,  Md. 

4.  L.  W.  Shankle,  Jr.,  Bennettsvilie,  S. 
C. 

5.  Flora  West,  Sarasota,  Fla. 

6.  Emily  Abbott,  Chincoteague  Is.,  Va. 

7.  Norman   L.   Zimmerman,   New  Hol- 
land, Pa. 

8.  Paul  Curtis,  Granite  Falls,  N.  C. 

9.  Miss  Kathrene  Walker,  Naples,  Fla. 

10.  Catherine  Pyeatt,  Jal,  N.  Mex. 

11.  Loraina  McGuire,  Lynchburg,  Va. 

12.  Miriam  Ball,  Lake  Park,   Ga. 

13.  Miss      Velma      Clemons,      Sevierville, 
Tenn. 

14.  Edith  Southerland,  Steele,  Mo. 

15.  Bernice  Gnbble,  Saxton,  Pa. 

16.  Juanita     Leatherman,     Stephensville, 
Tex. 

17.  Georgia  Williams,  Cosby,  Tenn. 

18.  Mrs.  W.  R.  Wilson,  Perdido,  Ala. 

19.  Ruby  Wilson,  West  Nashville,  Tenn. 

20.  Miss  Amelia  Defino,  High  Spire,  Pa. 

21.  Mrs.  Thomas  Parks,  Eckman,  W.  Va. 

22.  Aimie  Atkinson,  Mt.  Hope,  W.  Va. 

2  3.   Miss  Marie     Madewell,     Coffeyville, 

Kans. 
24.   Lee  Akins,  St.  Catherine,  Fla. 
2  5.   Isabelle  Corn  well,  LaFayette,  Ga. 

26.  Miss   Jeffie   Belle   Padgett,   Walhalla, 
S.  C. 

27.  Mrs.  Sallie  Watson,  Bartow,  Fla. 

2  8.   James  Culpepper,  Augusta,  Ga. 
29.  L.  B.  Thomas,  Sebastian,  Fa. 

3  0.   Madeline   Gilbert,   Lake   City,   Fla. 
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Breaks  the  joyful  Easter  dawn, 

Clearer  yet,  and  stronger; 
Winter  from  the  world  has  gone. 

Death  shall  he  no  longer. 
Far  away  good  angels  drive 

Night  and  sin  and  sadness; 
Earth  awakes  in  smiles,  alive 

With  her  dear  Lord's  gladness. 

Roused  by  Him  from  dreary  hours 

Under  snowdrifts  chilly, 
In  His  hand  He  brings  the  flowers, 

Brings  the  rose  and  lily. 
Every  little  buried  bud 

Into  life  He  raises; 
Every  wild  flower  of  the  wood 

Chants  the  dear  Lord's  praises. 

Open,  happy  flowers  of  spring, 

For  the  sun  has  risen; 
Through  the  sky  glad  voices  ring, 

Calling  you  from  prison. 
Little  children  dear,  look  up, 

Towards  His  brightness  pressing, 
Lift  up  every  heart,  a  cup 

For  the  dear  Lord's  blessing. 

— Lucy  Larcom. 
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Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a 
light   unto   my   path." 

Psalm   119:105 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

Beautiful  springtime  has  come  again, 
the  time  when  the  birds  sing,  the  trees 
put  forth  their  green  leaves  and  the  earth 
is  covered  with  a  beautiful  carpet  of 
green.  The  flowers  are  peeping  out  and 
showing  the  wonderful  handiwork  of 
God.  We  wonder  how  there  could  possi- 
bly be  an  infidel  in  the  world,  as  they 
look  on  the  marvelous  beauties  God  has 
prepared  for  us.  Last  winter  they  died 
and  now  they  are  coming  forth  from  the 
grave  to  live  and  to  bless  our  lives  again. 

With  springtime  comes  the  celebration 
of  the  greatest  day  on  the 
calendar  of  God.  Dear  ones,  we 
do  not  stand  alone  at  this 
Easter  time  but  by  our  side 
stands  faith  and  hope.  Ever 
since  the  first  Easter  morning 
they  have  stood  beside  the  open 
grave  smiling,  looking  upward 
and  pointing  to  the  stars. 
What  comforting  words  our 
Savior  spoke  when  He  said, 
"Because  I  live  ye  shall  live 
also,"  John  14:19.  What  hope 
these  words  bring  to  our  hearts 
as  we  think  of  the  loved  ones 
gone  on  before. 

Knowing  something  of  the 
pain  that  goes  with  sorrow  and 
the  loneliness  of  grief,  I  pray 
that  in  my  short  message  to 
you,  I  may  interpret  the  truths 
of  Easter  that  it  may  cause  you 
to  realize  the  presence  of  these 
two  guests  of  ours,  faith  and 
hope. 

In  many  homes  where  this 
message  shall  go,  there  are  va- 
cant chairs,  but  hope  is  an- 
swering, "In  my  Father's  house 
arc  many  mansions."  Mothers 
will  read  this  message  whose 
arms  are  aching  for  a  babe  who  is  gone, 
and  who  would  give  all  their  worldly 
possessions  to  press  that  baby  form  once 
again  to  her  breast.  Elope  is  saying, 
"Suffer  the  little  children  to  come  unto 
me  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heav- 
en." 

We  are  talking  to  boys  and  girls  who 
are  thinking  of  father  and  mother  who 
have  gone  on  before.  In  their  cars  are 
echoes  of  songs  that  are  sung  no  more. 
They  arc  thinking  of  the  tender  words 
from  lips  that  arc  dust,  but  faith  and 
hope  stands  by  and  says,  I  heard  a  voice 
from  heaven  saying,  "Blessed  are  the  dead 
that  die  in  the  Lord." 

Some  precious  wife  is  lonely  and  sad 
because  of  a  departed  husband.  She 
wonders  how  she  can  go  on  living  but 
hope  whispers  that  your  loved  one  lives 


beyond  the  grave  that  has  no  victory  and 
the   death  that  has   no  sting. 

Then  there  are  h.isbands  who  are  walk- 
ing through  paths  ot  memory  and  think- 
ing of  days  gone  by.  He  sees  once  more 
that    sweet    face   of    long   ago    and   feels 
the  touch  of  her  vanished  hand;  and  he 
is    asking,      Did    death    still    her   precious 
heart,  and  hush  the  laughtei  and  song  of 
her  soul  forever?  and  hope  answers  back, 
"In  golden  robes,  a  queen,  a  bride, 
She  standeth  at  her  Sovereign's  side; 
She  sees  His  face  unveiled  and  bright, 
A  lesser  light  amidst  His  light." 


THE  EASTER  GIFTS 

0  Easter  songs,  and  Easter  chimes  and  flowers, 
And  Easter  lights  that  gleam  from  zone  to  zone, 

Ye  bring  the  same  sweet  message  o'er  and  o'er, 
Its  potent  force  we  freely,  gladly  own; 

And  this  the  word  that  one  and  all  ye  say, 

"Joy  to  the  world,  since  Christ  is  risen  to-day." 


Not  only  that  His  words  are  proven  true, 
Not  only  that  the  giant  Death  is  slain, 

Not  only  that  He   comforts   those   that   mourn, 
And  gently  whispers,  "Friends  shall  meet  again," 

But  that  His  resurrection  gives  us  power 

To  celebrate  an  Easter  every  hour. 

We  lift  our  hearts  in  adoration  true 

To  Christ,  the  risen  King  of  every  heart; 

From  out  the  grave  wherein  we  laid  the  Past, 
The  Present  rises,  grand  in  every  part; 

Our  failures  in  the  past  He  makes  to  be 

The  steps  which  lead  us  upward  steadily, 

Up  to  life's  heights  where  fresher,  purer  air, 
And  broader,  clearer  vision  shall  be  ours; 

Because  Christ  lives  He  aids  us  every  day 

And  cheers  and  strengthens  all  our  growing  powers; 

Because  Christ  lives  He  hears  us  when  we  pray, 

And  gives  the  guidance  which  we  seek  alway. 

0  Easter  lilies,  sweet,  and  white,  and  pure, 
0  butterflies  that  flit  on  pinions  bright, 

0  fires  that  flame  from  out  His  sepulcher, 
Ye  speak  a  double  blessing,  life  and  light. 

Christ  reigns  in  love,  and  world-wide  is  His  sway; 

Joy,  hope,  and  power,  since  He  is  risen  to-day! 


until  we  meet  again.  Yes,  we  have  visions 
ar  d  dreams  and  many  a  golden  fancy  of 
th.-ir  life  since  they  have  been  unclothed 
from  the  weary  weight  of  the  body.  We 
know  that  their  faces  are  aglow  from  the 
presence  and  the  fellowship  of  God.  Ye^, 
faith  tells  us,  "Eye  hath  not  seen  nor 
ear  heard,  neither  hath  it  entered  into 
the  heart  of  man,  the  things  which  God 
hath  prepared  for  them  that  love  him." 
There  is  an  old  story  of  a  German 
princess,  who  dying,  ordered  that  her 
grave  be  covered  with  a  granite  slab 
and  surrounded  by  solid  blocks  of  s  one 
damped  together  with  iron 
bands  and  bearing  the  inscrip- 
tion: "This  burial  place  pur- 
chased to  all  eternity  must 
never  be  opened."  A  single 
acorn  chanced  to  be  buried  in 
the  princess'  grave.  It  sprouted 
and  a  tiny  shoot  stole  through 
a  crevice.  Slowly  it  gathered 
strength  through  the  passing 
years  until  at  last  it  burst  the 
iron  bands,  unheaved  the  sol.d 
blocks  of  stone  and  left  her 
dust  exposed  as  a  monument 
of  folly,  and  there  stood  a 
victorious  oak  above  her  rem 
and  ruined  tomb.  Oh,  yes,  deal 
ones,  nothing  is  strong  enough 
to    hold    us      down      on      that 


a 
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Perhaps  those  who  arc  in  the  evening 
time  of  life  will  read  these  lines.  O'd 
soldiers  of  the  cross  who  are  experienc- 
ing a  sort  of  home  sickness  of  the  soul 
and  like  Paul  have  a  desire  to  depart  and 
be  with  Christ  which  is  far  better.  They 
are  thinking  that  perhaps  before  another 
Easter  morn  they  too  will  have  explored 
that  unknown  country  and  faith  speaks 
to  them,  "Though  I  walk  through  the 
valley  of  the  shadow  of  death  I  will  fear 
no  evil.  Thy  rod  and  thy  staff  they  com- 
fort me." 

These  two  friends  of  ours,  faith  and 
hope,  transform  the  grave  into  a  trium- 
phant arch  through  which  our  loved 
ones  have  passed  to  their  heavenly  home, 
and  it  is  with  songs  of  praise  that  wc 
remember  our  departed  loved  ones  to 
whom  wc  once  said,  Farewell,  dear  one, 


great  resurrection  morning. 
Thank  God!  Then  may  we  not 
press  on,  throwing  off  our 
limitations,  r.sing  to  high.r 
heights,  tasting  diviner  joys 
until  when  our  eternal  Easter 
shall  come  that  we  too  may 
press  up  that  glorious  wi) 
which  Christ  has  gone. 

Before  I  close  I  want  to  tell 
you  a  story  of  the  Easter  song 
that  rings  around  the  world  to- 
day,    from     every        church     fortunate 
enough  to  possess  a  chime  of  bells. 

"Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  today, 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say; 
Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high, 
Sing,  O  heavens,  and  earth  reply." 

\\\  a  beautiful  church  of  New  York 
City  there  is  a  fine  chime  of  bells, 
and  the  person  who  rings  them  is  a  young 
lady.  Away  up  in  the  tower  are  the  great, 
silver-throated  bells,  but  she  who  makes 
them  speak  sits  before  a  little,  ten-keyed 
piano,  in  a  small  room  off  the  vestibule. 
The  keys  arc  connected  with  the  bells  by 
electric  wires,  and  when  she  touches 
them,  one  after  another,  the  big  hammers 
arc  flung  against  the  bells  up  over  her 
head,  and  thus  the  different  notes  of  the 
(Continued  on   page   21) 


April,  193  8 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


Page  3 
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SYNOPSIS 

In  the  dead  hours  of  night  Charles  Ludlow 
secretly  steals  away  from  the  happy  Christian 
home  of  his  childhood.  He  had  drifted  further 
and  further  into  sin  and  his  sweetheart,  a  beau- 
tiful girl  named  Viana  Harvey,  informed  him 
earlier  in  the  evening  that  their  close  friendship 
must  cease. 

With  the  decision  to  reform  and  lift  the  dis- 
grace he  has  brought  on  those  whom  he  loves 
dearest,  he  boards  the  train  for  Chicago,  where 
he  obtains  work  as  a  grocery  clerk.  He  reforms 
and  saves  his  money  for  a  while,  but  is  soon 
back  in   the  old   whirl   of  sin. 

Charles  meets  Judith  Delver,  falls  in  love  and 
is  married,  but  is  disappointed  to  find  he  has 
made  a  serious  mistake.  After  a  year  of  married 
life  a  son  is  born  into  the  home  but  Judith 
proves  to  be  a  society  lover  instead  of  a  home 
maker  and  neglects  their  child.  Charles  names 
him  Stephen  after  the  first  martyr  and  his  own 
father.  Judith  refuses  to  care  for  him  and  puis 
him  in  a  day  nursery  during  the  day.  Charles 
must  go  for  him  at  night  and  care  for  him  while 
she   spends    her    time   in   society. 

Suddenly  her  body  is  stricken  and  she  lives 
only  a  short  time.  Thinking  she  will  recover,  she 
refuses  to  make  peace  with  God.  She  realizes  her 
need  too  late,  and  while  dying,  whispers,  "All 
is  lost,"  then,  "Oh,  it  is  so  dark!"  as  she  slips 
out    into    eternity,    unprepared. 

Charles  was  saddened,  his  past  life  of  sin 
haunted  him,  and  he  felt  that  had  he  only  known 
God,  Judith  might  have  been  spared  or  saved 
through  his  prayers. 

During  the  six  years  that  had  passed  since 
Charles  left  his  home  in  Elm  Point,  many  changes 
took  place.  His  sister,  Elizabeth,  had  married 
Viana  Harvey's  brother,  Theodore,  and  Viana 
herself  had  married  a  young  minister.  Of  these 
changes  Charles  knew  nothing,  but  he  was  sure 
that  his  father  and  mother  would  welcome  him 
home.  He  decided  to  take  little  Stephen  there. 
Suddenly  Stephen  became  ill  and  all  the  savings 
are  spent  before  he  recovers. 

In  a  touching  service  one  Sunday,  Charles  is 
gloriously  converted.  The  next  day  alone  in 
prayer  he  is  sanctified.  That  evening  after  read- 
ing the  Bible  to  Stephen,  he  points  out  the  folly 
of    pursuing    a    sinful    life. 

Once  more  they  begin  making  preparation  to 
go  to  Charles'  childhood  home.  Walking  with 
Stephen  down  the  sidewalk  the  next  evening, 
Charles  is  struck  by  a  car,  operated  by  a  boot- 
legger who  is  fleeing  from  the  law,  and  dies 
almost    instantly,    leaving    little   Stephen    alone. 

Stephen  is  befriended  by  a  ragged  newsboy, 
Freckles,  and  begins  selling  papers  for  a  liveli- 
hood. 

Soon  the  landlord  appears  and  informs  Stephen 
that  he  must  move  from  the  only  home  he  has 
ever  known,  but  grants  him  permission  to  live 
in  an  old  alley  shack  on  the  premises.  The  family 
moving  into  the  vacated  house  buys  the  excess 
furniture  for  $2  5.00,  which  Stephen  and  Freckles 
bury   in   the   backyard   of   the   shack. 

En  route  to  work  the  next  morning,  Stephen 
begins  a  conversation  with  Freckles  which  re- 
sults in  a  firm  determination  on  Freckles'  part 
to  quit  tobacco  and  leave  off  swearing,  and  they 
both  decide  to  soon  begin  attending  church  serv- 
ices. 

Stephen  was  very  lonely  and  often  hungry. 
When  he  told  people  he  never  had  a  mother  they 
made  fun  of  him.  He  wished  he  had  been  like 
other  people  who  had  a  mother.  Then  he  thought 


of  his  father's  plan  of  going  to  his  grandfather's 
house  and  the  words  he  had  spoken  the  night  be- 
fore he  was  killed,  "Grandmother  will  let  you 
call  her  mamma,  and  she  will  love  you."  Then 
hj  remembered  his  father  told  him  to  adopt  the 
sweet-faced  lady  in  his  new  book  for  his  mamma 
until  he  went  to  his  grandmother's.  It  was 
strange  he  had  forgotten  this  but  he  resolved 
to  do  as  his  father  had  told  him. 

Stephen  had  not  seen  Freckles  for  several  days 
but  one  day  he  came  in  just  at  dusk  and  told 
Stephen  about  his  father  and  mother  having  a 
fight  and  later  his  mother  repented  and  made 
peace  with  God.  Now  she  is  sick  and  the  doctor 
has  given  her  up  to  die. 

This  greatly  troubles  Stephen  and  after  Freckles 
has  gone  he  throws  himself  on  the  floor  and 
finds  relief  in  tears.  He  lost  interest  in  going  to 
the  park  to  play  as  he  had  planned  but  instead 
gets  his  book,  "Mother,"  and  reads  it  and  looks 
at  the  pictures.  By  the  good  instructions  in  this 
little  book  he  is  guided  into  the  right  road  and 
improves    his    manners    and    conduct. 

One  evening  while  Stephen  is  preparing  supper 
Freckles  comes  and  tells  him  about  his  mother 
dying.  Now  his  father  is  moving  to  a  distant 
point   in   the  city   and   the  two   friends   must  part. 

Stephen  again  throws  himself  on  the  floor 
and  finds  relief  in  tears.  He  then  turns  to  his 
book,  "Mother,"  and  finds  relief  in  reading  her 
instructions. 

When  at  play  with  the  boys  in  the 
park,  Stephen  carefully  observed  all  that 
his  adopted  mother  had  taught  him.  He 
never  played  later  than  dusk  and  was 
careful  about  his  language;  he  did  not 
use  slang  as  the  other  boys  did,  was 
courteous  to  all,  especially  to  ladies  and 
aged  people. 

When  walking  to  the  park  and  re- 
turning, Stephen  usually  passed  a  resi- 
dence which  was  the  home  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Sylvester  and  their  two  children, 
Raymond  and  Mary.  Their  home  was  but 
a  modest  little  cottage  and  the  furni- 
ture not  expensive;  the  yard  also  was 
not  large  but  well  kept  and  some  beau- 
tiful flowers  brightened  the  place. 

The  family,  as  Stephen  saw  them  each 
evening  when  passing  their  home,  re- 
minded him  of  his  adopted  mother  and 
her  family. 

One  evening  when  the  Sylvester  family 
was  seated  on  their  front  porch,  Stephen 
again  passed  on  his  way  home  from  the 
park. 

"Mother,"  said  Raymond,  "I  wander 
who  that  boy  is;  I  have  been  noticing 
him  when  he  plays  in  the  park.  He  uses 
such  nice,  clean  language  and  is  always 
kind  to  everyone.  When  the  boys  ask  him 
to  attend  movies,  he  refuses,  saying  that 
his  mother  does  not  approve  of  his  going. 
He   must   have   a    Christian   mother." 

"Yes,"  Mrs.  Sylvester  answered,  "I 
have  noticed  him,  and  have  decided  to 
make  his  acquaintance  and  would  like  to 


meet  his  mother." 

The  following  evening  when  Mrs.  Syl- 
vester observed  Stephen  nearing  their 
home  on  his  way  to  the  park,  she  engaged 
him  in  conversation,  asking  his  name  and 
persuaded  him  to  play  in  their  yard  with 
their  children.  At  dusk  Stephen  sudden- 
ly stopped,  saying  that  he  must  go  home 
now,  and  although  Raymond-  and  Mary 
pleadingly  entreated  him  to  play  longer, 
he  refused,  saying  that  his  mother  desired 
that  he  come  home  before  dark.  He 
picked  up  his  cap,  brushed  back  his  beau- 
tiful brown  hair  and  walked  toward  the 
gate.  "Little  boy,  you  must  have  a  very 
good  mother,  who  loves  you  very  much," 
Mrs.  Sylvester  said. 

"I  sure  have  and  that's  why  I  want  to 
mind  her,"  he  answered  and  with  a 
friendly  "good-night"  was  on  his  way 
home. 

"There  is  something  beautiful  and  yet 
strange  about  that  boy,"  said  Mrs.  Syl- 
vester to  her  husband.  "He  knows  good 
training  and  yet  his  clothes  do  not  look 
as  though  he  had  a  mother's  care.  Many 
of  the  buttons  are  torn  off,  and  while  his 
face  and  hands  are  perfectly  clean,  I 
notice  that  his  wrists,  neck  and  ears  have 
not  been  washed  clean.  He  has  very  beau- 
tiful hair  but  it  has  not  had  any  care  and 
needs  cutting  badly.  I  asked  him  where  he 
lives  and  he  carefully  avoided  the  ques- 
tion, refusing  to  give  me  any  definite  in- 
formation and  immediately  changed  the 
topic  of  conversation.  I  have  about  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  his  mother  must 
be  a  refined  and  cultured  woman  and 
now  perhaps  ill  and  in  poverty  and  there- 
fore not  able  to  care  for  him  as  she 
should.  His  father  and  mother  must  be 
poor  people  for  he  sells  papers  every  day. 
I  shall  make  an  effort  to  find  out  where 
he  lives  and  call  on  his  mother.  I  shall 
try  to  detain  him  here  each  evening  in- 
stead of  letting  him  go  to  the  park  until 
I  am  able  to  get  some  definite  informa- 
tion concerning  him  and  his  parents." 

While  the  book  "Mother"  was  a  great 
comfort  to  Stephen  in  his  loneliness  and 
a  strong  influence  to  help  him  overcome 
temptation,  yet  there  was  one  thing  that 
greatly  troubled  him.  This  dear  mother 
taught  her  children  the  great  importance 
of  attending  Sunday  School  and  church 
services.  Stephen  felt  that  he  should  go, 
and  more  than  once  he  had  gone  as  far 
as  the  church  steps,  but  then  he  felt  so 
lonely  and  homesick  for  his  father  that 
he  would  turn  back  and  run  all  the 
way  home  and  lie  down  on  the  floor  and 
weep. 

"O  Mother!"  he  sobbed  as  he  looked 
at  the  picture  in  the  book,  "if  you  could 
only  take  hold  of  my  hand  like  a  real 
mother  does  and  go  with  me,  then  I 
would  like  to  go  to  church,  and  then  I 
would  not  miss  my  papa  so  much." 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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TOPIC: 
Strong  Bodies  for  Service 

Scripture:  Judges  13  to  16  Chs. 

The  purpose  of  this  lesson  is  to  show 
that  God  wants  us  to  have  strong  bodies 
so  that  we  can  do  worth-while  things  in 
life.  He  wants  us  to  use  our  strength  for 
Him.  Who  was  the  strongest  man  that 
ever  lived?  The  Bible  tells  us  about  him. 
Do  you  know  his  name?  Samson.  Read 
this  lesson  and  see  whether  or  not  he  was 
a  good  man.  Here  are  some  things  to 
study   about   him. 

The  Marriage-Engagement  Journey. 
Judg.    14:1-7. 

The  Wedding  Journey  and  the  Wager. 
Judg.   14:8-19. 

Story  of  the  Foxes.  Judg.   15:1-5. 

Revenge.  Judg.  15:6-8. 

One  Man  Captured  by  Three  Thou- 
sand. Judg.    15:9-14. 

A  Jawbone  Kills  One  Thousand.  Judg. 
15:15-17. 

Story  of  the  City  Gates.  Judg.   16:1-3. 

Story  of  the  Bowstrings.  Judg.  16:4-9. 

Story  of  the  Ropes.  Judg.   16:1-12. 

Story  of  the  Loom.  Judg.  16:13-14. 

The  Fatal  Truth.  Judg.   16:15-21. 

In  the  Temple  of  Dagon.  Judg.  16:23- 
30. 

Samson  was  a  hero,  but  not  a  hero  like 
David,  or  George  Washington,  or  Ab- 
raham Lincoln,  or  David  Livingstone,  or 
Florence  Nightingale.  He  did  not  save 
his  country,  like  Washington  and  Lin- 
coln; he  did  not  give  his  life  to  bring 
other  people  to  God,  like  Livingstone; 
and  he  did  not  show  people  how  to  pre- 
vent great  suffering  in  the  world,  like 
Florence   Nightingale.      No,   Samson   was 


not  a  hero  like  all  these  fine  people;  he 
was  only  the  world's  strongest  man.  But 
no  one  of  us  can  be  really  happy  in  the 
world  if  we  are  only  strong;  we  must  use 
our  strength  in  the  right  way  if  we  are 
to  be  happy  in  the  world  we  live  in. 

Washington  did  that,  and  so  did  Lin- 
coln, and  Livingstone,  and  Florence 
Nightingale.  They  used  their  strength  to 
help  the  people  near  them,  to  serve  their 
country,  and  to  serve  God.  Let  us  be  like 
them. 

Jesus'  Humanity  Shown  by 
His  Birth 

It  was  very  important  that  Christ 
should  be  formed  as  a  man  that  the 
promise  to  Adam  and  Eve  might  be  ful- 
filled, Gen.  3:15. 

(1)  Born  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  Isa.  7:14. 

(2)  In  Davidic  lineage,  Matt.    1:1. 

(3)  Was  made  flesh,  John   1:14. 

Jesus  Called  Son  of  Man 

This  was  the  favorite  title  of  Jesus.  It 
indicates  His  common  relationship  with 
man. 

(1)  By  Daniel,  Dan.  7:13. 

(2)  Stephen,  Acts  7:5  6. 

(3)  By  John,  Rev.   5:24. 

(4)  By  Jesus  Himself,  Matt.  18:11; 
Mark  2:28;  Luke  5:24. 

Jesus  Had  Human  Character- 
istics 

(1)  Had  need  of  prayer,  Matt.  26:36; 
Luke  6:12. 

(2)  Hungered,  Mark  11:12;  Matt.  4:2. 

(3)  Was  tempted,  Matt.  4:1;  Luke 
22:28;   Heb.  4:15. 

(4)  Grew  weary,  John  4:6. 

(5)  Sorrowed,  Luke  19:41;  John  11: 
35. 

Telling  Everybody  About 
Jesus 

Matt.    28:16-20 

Jesus  lived  on  earth  forty  days  after 
He  arose  and  came  from  the  tomb  that 
beautiful  Lord's  Day  morning.  His  disci- 
ples saw  Him  and  talked  with  Him  at 
different  times  during  these  forty  days. 
One  day  Jesus  told  them  to  go  to  a  hill 
not  far  from  the  little  town  of  Bethany, 
and  there  He  met  them. 

Jesus  spoke  to  them  there  and  told 
them  how  He  wanted  them  to  go  to  all 
the  countries  where  people  did  not  know 
Him  and  tell  them  all  about  Him.  They 
were  to  baptize  them  in  His  name  and 
teach  them  all  the  things  He  had  com- 


manded them.  Then  Jesus  said:  "I  am 
with  you  always,  even  unto  the  end  of 
the   world." 

Wnat  a  lovely  promise!  After  He  had 
fmished  speaking,  God  took  Him  back 
to  heaven  to  live  with  Him  again.  The 
disciples  could  not  see  Him  any  more, 
but  they  knew  that  He  was  always  near 
to  help   them. 

Ihey  went  back  to  Jerusalem  to  start 
to  ted  others  about  Him,  and  from  Jeru- 
salem they  traveled  to  many  cities.  Some- 
times they  had  long,  hard  journeys,  and 
ptopie  who  did  not  want  to  hear  were 
uiiivmd  to   them. 

Some  of  them  were  put  in  prison  and 
some  were  killed  because  they  loved  Him, 
but  they  remembered  that  Jesus  had  said: 
1  am  with  you  alway." 

How  long  did  Jesus  live  on  the  earth 
after  He  arose?  Forty  days.  Who  saw 
Him  and  talked  with  Him?  His  disci- 
ples. What  did  Jesus  speak  to  them 
about?  About  carrying  the  good  news 
about  Him.  Wnat  promise  did  Jesus 
make  to  them?  "I  am  with  you  always, 
even  unto  the  end  of  the  world."  What 
happened  to  Jesus  after  He  had  finished 
speaking?  God  took  Him  to  heaven.  Did 
the  disciples  spread  the  gospel  after  Je- 
sus left  them?  Yes.  Were  any  of  them 
put  in  prison?  Yes,  many  were  imprisoned 
and  many  were  killed  because  they  loved 
the  Lord. 

Children's  Bible  Lesson 

Scripture  lesson:  John  9:1-12. 

The  purpose  of  this  lesson  today  is  to 
help  us  to  realize  one  of  the  wonderful 
gifts  God  has  bestowed  upon  us,  that  of 
sight.  Here  is  a  man  deprived  of  it,  but 
Jesus  had  compassion  on  Him. 

Once  upon  a  time,  in  a  far-away  land, 
there  was  a  home  that  was  very  glad.  It 
was  happy  because  a  baby  boy  had  just 
been  born  in  the  home.  Everybody  in 
the  family  liked  to  look  at  the  little 
baby,  and  watch  him  laugh;  and  they, 
too,  laughed,  even  when  he  screwed  up 
his  tiny  face  in  order  to  get  ready  to 
cry.  Just  having  the  new  baby  in  the 
house  made  them  all  want  to  smile. 

But  after  a  while  they  began  to  smile 
a  little  less.  Then  they  began  to  grow 
sad.  For,  while  they  all  could  see  the 
baby  very  well,  it  seemed  as  if  the  baby 
could  not  see  them  at  all.  He  had  eyes, 
of  course,  but  he  could  not  seem  to  see 
with  his  eyes.  Perhaps  some  of  the  boys 
and  girls  in  or  near  the  house  thought 
that  the  baby  was  like  a  little  kitten  or  a 
small  puppy  that  is  born  with  its  eyes 
closed,  and  that  after  a  time  the  baby 
would  be  able  to  see.  But  time  went  by, 
and  the  baby  grew  to  be  a  year  old,  and 
still  he  could  not  see.  Then  everyone  in 
the  family  was  very  sorrowful,  for  they 
all  knew  at  last  that  their  baby,  the  lit- 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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THINKING  YOUTH 
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How  Can  I  Go  Straight? 

This  question  is  on  the  lips  of  prac- 
tically all  thoughtful  young  people.  It 
is  asked  hopefully,  wistfully,  and  per- 
haps sometimes  despairingly. 

In  the  Hebrew,  that  peculiarly  picto- 
rial language,  the  root  meaning  of  the 
word  "Youth"  is  "to  tumble  about," 
"to  toss  up  and  down,''  and  "to  yell." 
Dr.  Campbell  Morgan  suggests  that  the 
picture  behind  the  word  is  that  of  the 
tossing  of  a  lion's  mane  when  roaring. 
What  a  description  of  Youth  in  its  period 
of  magnificent  restlessness.  The  teen  age 
is  the  time  of  clash  and  conflict,  when 
all  the  forces  of  personality,  as  it  were, 
tumbling  and  tossing  about,  riotously 
seeking  for  a  master  principle.  It  has 
been  well  called  the  volcanic  period  of 
life.  Intellect  is  questioning.  It  ceases  to 
take  things  for  granted.  Emotions  are 
flaming.  Romance  plays  an  important 
part  in  the  thinking,  and  desire  for 
friendship  with  the  opposite  sex  begins. 
Besides  this,  the  will  is  asserting  itself, 
and  we  are  no  longer  content  "to  be  tied 
to  our  mother's  apron  strings." 

LIFE  IS  A  BATTLEFIELD 

Impatient  of  restraints,  youth  is  the 
time  when  we  long  to  break  over  the 
traces,  to  have  our  fling,  and  see  life. 
All  this  is  not  necessarily  wrong.  It  is  all 
part  of  the  development  of  our  being. 
But  this  stage  of  adolescence,  this 
emergence  into  full  manhood  and  wom- 
anhood inevitably  involves  a  struggle. 
The  soul  is  a  veritable  battleground, 
where  contending  forces  for  good  and 
evil  strive  for  the  mastery. 

The  cry  of  youth  has  always  been 
"Wherewithal  shall  a  young  man  (Heb. 
youth),  cleanse  his  way?"  Ps.  119:9, 
which  may  be  paraphrased  thus,  "How 
can  youth  keep  the  road  of  life  clear  and 
unsullied?" 

The  battle  is  indeed  a  fierce  one, 
fiercer  today  in  some  ways  than  ever  it 
has  been.  Many  people  condemn  the  sins 
and  follies  of  modern  Youth.  The  won- 
der to  my  mind  often  is  that  in  the  world 
like  this,  so  many  put  up  such  a  magnifi- 
cent fight. 

Here  is  an  extract     from     our     post. 
'Satan  does  try  to  drag  us  down,  and  it 


is  hard  to  resist  sometimes.  Every  Sun- 
day we  go  to  church  at  night,  but  what 
good  does  it  do  us?  After  we  leave,  we 
go  down  to  town  and  flirt.  Something  in- 
side me  tells  me  it  is  wrong,  and  then 
something  else  says,  what  harm  is  there? 
I  love  fun.  Everyone  says  I  am  a  tom- 
boy, and  I  dare  say  that  is  why  I  find 
boy  pals  more  fun  than  girls — " 

"I  wish  I  could  prove  more  useful  to 
God.   Will  you  pray  for  me?" 

Another  letter  is  illuminating.  "I  have 
now  begun  my  career  in  the  business 
world.  I  am  eighteen,  and  hold  a  posi- 
tion in  a  solicitor's  office.  Th:re  are  two 
other  girls  who  work  wirh  me;  one  is  mar- 
ried. They  do  not  think  anything  of 
drinking,  swearing,  betting,  and  Sabbath 
breaking.  Never  having  come  across  such 
people  before,  I  was  simply  astounded. 
We  have  to  interview  clients,  and  some 
of  these  are  far  from  gentlemen,  not 
knowing  how  to  behave.  Their  talk  is 
disgusting,  and  the  other  clerks  encour- 
age it.  Sometimes  I  do  not  know  what 
to  do  with  myself.  It  is  very  difficult  in 
these  surroundings  to  live  the  Christian 
life." 

THE  OPPOSING  FORCES 
Not  only  in  the  world  of  business  day 
by  day,  has  youth  a  fight  to  wage  with 
evil,  but  also  within,  there  is  a  citadel 
which  the  tempter  is  ever  assailing.  By 
frontal  as  well  as  by  subtle  attacks,  he 
tries  to  capture  the  heart.  Whatever  you 
call  your  enemy,  the  devil  or  the  cave- 
man within  you,  he  is  diabolically  clever 
and  cunning.  He  is  the  prime  mover  be- 
hind every  temptation,  using  the  world 
and  the  flesh  as  his  agents  to  get  us 
down.  These  three  are  the  trinity  of  evil 
which  oppose  us  in  our  fight  to  go 
straight.  But  it  is  important  to  recog- 
nize that  all  our  temptations  originate  in 
the  active  hostility  of  a  personal  power. 
The  personality  of  the  devil  is  assumed 
all  through  Scripture.  The  Bible  never 
seeks  to  prove  it,  but  accepts  it,  infers 
it,  even  takes  it  for  granted.  The  truth 
is  axiomatic. 

Satan  is  not  the  personification  of 
evil,  he  is  an  evil  personality.  He  is  not 
merely  a  wicked  influence,  but  a  wicked 
intelligence.  It  was  a  clever  move  on 
Satan's  part  to  suggest  that  he  was  not 
a  person.  If  anyone  believes  that  lie,  the 
strength  of  the  foe  is  underestimated, 
and  that  is  fatal  in  every  fight.  Our 
Lord  called  him  the  "Prince  of  this 
world,"  John   12:3,  recognizing  that  He 


faced  the  enmity  of  a  personal  foe. 

Sometimes  as  I  have  said,  by  frontal 
attack  the  devil  tries  to  rush  us  into 
some  self-indulgence,  some  surrender  of 
principle,  some  sacrifice  of  ideal.  But 
more  often  the  assault  is  insidious,  crafty, 
clever,  subtle.  Like  a  sniper  from  some 
hidden  cover,  or  like  poison  gas,  his  as- 
sault comes  secretly,  silently,  subtly;  de- 
vastating, paralyzing,  and  vitiating  the 
very  air  we  breathe. 

Temptation  is  most  dangerous  of  all 
when  we  are  alone.  It  is  then  that  the 
devil  insinuates  law  imaginings,  and  evil 
purposes  which  steam  up  in  the  mind  and 
make  the  windows  dim.  If  he  can  con- 
quer our  thoughts,  he  will  conquer  us. 
Laying  siege  for  our  souls,  he  saps  and 
undermines  our  defences.  Seeking  to 
overcome  us  by  degrees,  he  takes  no  holi- 
days, and  is  never  off  duty.  His  dogged- 
ness  is  devilish — well  of  course  it  is! 

Your  fight  then  is  nothing  to  be 
ashamed  of.  All  decent  fellows  and  girls 
are  up  against  the  same  foe.  Let  that 
hearten  you.  I  know  how  your  high 
ideals,  your  code  of  morals,  your  inte- 
grity, honesty,  purity,  are  all  threatened 
today.  Perhaps  you  are  saying,  "The 
forces  of  evil  are  too  strong  for  me.  I 
cannot  overcome  them."  Yes,  but  there 
is  a  way  through — a  way  of  victory. 
Christ  has  conquered  all  the  powers  of 
hell,  and  He  can  do  it  again  through 
you,  if  you  will  let  Him. 

Paul  Murphy,  an  Irish  American,  was 
in  his  day  the  world's  champion  chess 
player.  A  friend  of  his  once  told  him  to 
see  a  picture  which  had  been  hung  in  a 
famous  gallery,  and  which  Lad  created 
much    talk. 

The  subject  was  a  young  man  gazing 
despairingly  at  a  chess  board.  Opposite 
to  him  sat  the  devil  with  a  leering  look 
as  he  watched  his  comfiture.  The  title 
explained  everything:  "Checkmated." 

Murphy  examined  the  picture  closely, 
studying  the  positions  of  the  chess  man, 
when  all  at  once  he  shouted,  "Bring  me 
a  chess  board.  I  can  save  him  yet."  There 
was  just  one  move  which  his  master 
mind  had  thought  of,  and  which  could 
save  the  situation. 

"One  move,"  did  I  say?  Christ  has  a 
thousand  and  one  ways  by  which  He  can 
deliver  Youth  in  the  game  of  life. 

VICTORY  IN  THE  LIVING  CHRIST 
Here  we  come  to  the  great  central 
truth  of  Christianity — the  truth  that 
Christ  not  only  died  to  save  us  from  the 
guilt  of  sin,  but  that  He  lives,  and  offers 
to  live  within  us  to  save  us  from  the 
power  of  sin.  The  characteristic  and  un- 
parallel  truth  of  Christianity  is  the  amaz- 
ing relationship  with  Himself  into  which 
He  offers  to  bring  us.  His  proposal  is  to 
work  such  a  miracle  at  the  heart,  at  the 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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CELIA,  WHAT  IS  THE  MAT- 
TER WITH  ME? 

Beulah  M.  Bowden 
"Busy,  Phoebe?" 

"No,  Celia,  I'm  through.  I  was  just 
signing  my  name  to  a  letter.  Come  in." 

"I  can't  stay  long.  Thought  I'd  run 
across  the  lawn  while  little  Carol  is 
asleep.  I  wish  you  had  been  at  church  this 
morning.  Our  pastor  gave  us  such  a  com- 
forting sermon." 

"I  was  too  tired  to  care  for  sermons, 
Celia." 

"But  you  would  have  gotten  so  much 
out  of  this  one.  Mr.  Carver  took  for  his 
text  those  words  of  David's,  'Rest  in  the 
Lord,'  Ps.  3  7:7.  He  said  we  could  never 
know  true  rest  till  we  found  it  in  God." 

"Rest!  Don't  talk  of  rest  to  one  who 
has  to  work  like  a  slave  from  early  morn- 
ing till  late  at  night!" 

"I  know,  dear,  but  you  know  it  was 
to  'all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden' 
that  Jesus  extended  His  invitation, 
'Come  unto  me  .  .  .  and  I  will  give  you 
■"est.'  Mr.  Carver  remarked  this  morning 
that  the  Lord  Jesus  did  not  offer  us  rest 
from  labor  but  rather  rest  in  labor." 
Matt.   11:28-30. 

"Oh,  I  suppose  the  Bible  refers  to 
heart  rest  or  something  of  that  sort. 
Idealistic  and  beautiful  to  talk  about,  but 
that  is  as  far  as  it  goes.  There  just  isn't 
such  a  thing  as  rest  for  a  widow  who  has 
to  worry  day  and  night  about  where  she 
will  get  enough  bread  to  feed  two  hungry 
children." 

"But  Mr.  Carver  reminded  us  that  it 
was  when  Asa  was  right  in  the  midst  of 
trouble  from  which  there  was  no  possi- 
ble human  way  of  escape  that  he  rested 
on  God.  He  prayed,  'Help  us,  O  Lord, 
our  God;  for  we  rest  on  Thee,'  2  Chron. 
14:11.  And  you  remember  that  God 
didn't  fail  him.  And  he  won't  fail  you  if 
you  but  dare  to  trust  yourself  to  His 
everlasting  arms." 

"Well,  even  if  I  knew  that  my  chil- 
dren would  not  suffer  from  malnutrition, 
just  tell  me  what  heart  rest  could  I  possi- 
bly expect,  overwhelmed  as  I  am  with 
incessant,  gnawing  grief.  You  seem  to 
forget,  Celia,  that  it  is  not  eight  months 
since  my  husband  met  his  death  in  that 
horrible  accident.  Oh,  that  I  could  find 
some  way   out  of  this  turmoil!" 

"I  know,  my  friend,  you  feel  like  the 
Psalmist    when   he   said,    'Oh    that   I   had 


wings  like  a  dove!  for  then  would  I  fly 
away,  and  be  at  rest!'  Ps.  5  5:6.  But  you 
remember  God  didn't  take  Moses  out  of 
the  turmoil  of  life.  Instead,  He  assured 
him,  'My  presence  shall  go  with  thee  and 
I  will  give  thee  rest,'  Exod.  33:14 — rest 
right  in  the  midst  of  most  untoward  cir- 
cumstances. After  all,  there  is  nothing 
like  the  consciousness  of  the  Lord's  pres- 
ence to  bring  peace  and  rest  to  our 
troubled  spirits.  You  remember  Jesus 
said,  'Take  my  yoke  upon  you,  and  learn 
of  me  .  .  .  and  ye  shall  find  rest  unto 
your  souls!  Mr.  Carver  suggested  that 
His  yoke  so  adjusts  the  weight  of  our 
cross  that  the  cross  ceases  to  be  an  in- 
tolerable burden.  His  yoke  relieves  us  of 
the  fret  and  galling  pain;  then,  being 
harnessed  with  Christ,  we  become  so  en- 
grossed in  communion  with  Him  that  we 
are  no  longer  absorbed  in  the  hardships  of 
the  way." 

"More  beautiful  figures!  But  I  tell  you, 
Celia,  if  you  had  to  wear  my  shoes  a  while 
you  would  feel  very  different  about 
things." 

"Well,  dear,  I  see  Carol  has  awakened 
and  is  out  looking  for  her  mother;  so  I 
must   go." 

Left  to  herself,  Phoebe  Gardner  buried 
her  face  in  her  arms.  Why  had  God  taken 
the  husband  and  father  from  the  home 
and  left  her  with  sorrow  and  distress  and 
thwarted  plans?  And  why  did  God's  Book 
mock  her  by  speaking  of  peace  and  rest? 
There  was  no  rest! 

Phoebe  came  to  with  a  start.  That  was 
what  the  Bible  said  of  the  wicked!  She 
had  learned  those  verses  as  a  child:  "But 
the  wicked  are  like  the  troubled  sea,  when 
it  cannot  rest,  whose  waters  cast  up  mire 
and  dirt.  There  is  no  peace,  saith  my 
God,  to  the  wicked,"  Isa.  57:20,  21.  Why 
must  that  come  to  mind?  She  was  not 
wicked.  She  was  supposed  tn  be  a  Chris- 
tian. And  yet,  like  the  wicked,  she  could 
not  rest.  She  had  enjoyed  no  true  rest 
even  while  her  husband  still  lived  but 
had  flitted  from  one  worldly  amusement 
to  another  just  because  she  was  restless 
and  nothing  satisfied  her. 

Celia  Parks,  her  one-time  schoolmate, 
had  experienced  the  same  sort  of  restless, 
discontented  existence  till  five  years  be- 
fore when  something  had  happened  to 
Celia;  Phoebe  couldn't  understand  what. 
Celia  had  said  that  she  laid  her  all  on 
God's  altar.  That  sounded  like  fanati- 
cism. But  the  restlessness  and  fret  and 
fume  complaining  all  went  out  of  Celia's 
life,  and  peace  and  rest  came  in.  Reverses 


and  trials  had  come  but  Celia's  trust  in 
God  had  grown  steadily  stronger  through 
it  all. 

Now  that  Phoebe  thought  of  it  she 
realized  that  she  had  been  rude  to  one 
whose  trials  were  greater  than  her  own. 
Celia's  husband  had  been  dead  a  year. 
Celia  worked  as  long  and  hard  as  Phoebe, 
having  less  strength,  smaller  wages  and 
three  children  instead  of  two  to  feed. 
Moreover,  Celia's  three-year-old  Carol, 
the  very  apple  of  her  eye,  was  slipping. 
The  doctor  feared  the  child  would  not 
live  long.  Sometimes  she  found  Celia  in 
tears,  but  they  were  never  tears  of  bit- 
terness or  rebellion.  There  was  always  a 
sweet  spirit  of  submission  and  a  soul  rest 
that  had  awed  Phoebe.  Phoebe's  children 
were  the  picture  of  health,  yet  it  had 
never  occurred  to  her  to  be  thankful  for 
that. 

"Celia  has  something  I  know  nothing 
about,"  concluded  Phoebe. 

That  night  after  her  offspring  were 
fast  asleep  she  crossed  the  narrow  strip 
of  lawn  between  and  walked  in  on  her 
friend  with  the  abrupt  query,  "Celia, 
what  is  the  matter  with  me,  anyway? 
How  can  I  find  rest  for  my  soul?" 

Celia  reached  for  her  Bible  and  read: 
"Ask  for  the  old  paths,  where  is  the 
good  way,  and  walk  therein,  and  ye  shall 
find  rest  for  your  souls.  But  they  said, 
We    will    not    walk    therein,"    Jer.    6:16. 

All  was  very  quiet  in  Mrs.  Park's  lit- 
tle sitting  room  for  some  time.  Phoebe's 
memory  was  busy  with  happier  days  when 
she  had  jealously  sought  to  stay  in  the 
path  God  had  marked  out  for  her  feet, 
when  she  had  loved  God's  Word.  But  she 
had  become  careless  and  had  finally  met 
and  married  a  man  who  cared  for  none 
of  these  things.  Then  she  had  wandered 
farther  and  farther  from  God.  Having 
lost  her  vision  of  service  and  her  joy  in 
the  Lord  she  had  plunged  into  pleasures 
which  satisfied  not.  Now  that  she  had 
become  a  wage-earner  her  worldly  friends 
had  forgotten  her.  "Ask  for  the  old  paths 
....  walk  therein,  and  ye  shall  find 
rest  for  your  souls." 

Celia's  voice  broke  in  on  Phoebe's  med- 
itations: "In  returning  and  rest  shall  ye 
be  saved;  in  quietness  and  in  confidence 
shall  be  vour  strength:  and  ye  would 
not,"  Isa.  30:15 

"Bur  I  will,"  exclaimed  Phoebe,  "I 
will."     ' 

Manv  hard  things  have  come  to  Phoebe 
since  she  returned  to  the  "good  way," 
but  as  she  had  learned,  the  peace  that 
God  gives  is  something  supernatural  and 
does  not  depend  upon  circumstances. 
"Thou  wilt  keep  him  in  perfect  peace, 
whose  mind  in  stayed  on  thee:  because  he 
trusteth  in  thee."  Isa.  26;3- — Gospel  Her- 
ald. 
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Christian  cWorkers 


Rising  Among    the    Common- 
Place 

A  college  girl,  a  fine  scholar  and  a 
noble  spirit,  was  spending  the  summer  as 
counsellor  in  a  girls'  camp,  and  among 
her  other  duties  she  was  expected  to  help 
out  in  the  kitchen.  One  day  she  was  busy 
peeling  potatoes  when  the  head  of  the 
camp  came  and  spoke  to  her.  "It's  too 
bad,"  she  said,  "that  a  young  woman  of 
your  education  should  have  to  peel  po- 
tatoes." The  college  girl  looked  up 
brightly.  "But,  Miss  Baldwin,"  she  said, 
"I  don't  have  to  think  about  the  pota- 
toes while  I  am  peeling  them." 

That  was  a  Pauline  utterance.  "What- 
soever things  are  lovely,  .  .  .  think  on 
these  things."  Our  minds  are  ours,  though 
our  fingers  may  be  hired  out.  Drudgery, 
fortunately,  may  be  done,  and  well  done, 
automatically.  We  can  "sweep  a  room  as 
by  God's  laws"  because  God's  laws,  and 
not  the  dust,  may  be  filling  our  minds  as 
we  sweep.  And  even  if  our  humdrum 
tasks  require  constant  attention  as  we 
work,  there  is  an  upper  self  that  may  be 
living  at  the  same  time,  and  communing 
with  the  ange's! — Amos  R.  Wells,  in 
Devotional  Yearbook. 

One  Good  Reason    for  Soul 
Winning 

Even  if  I  were  utterly  selfish,  and  had 
no  care  for  anything  but  my  own  hap- 
piness, I  would  choose  if  I  might,  under 
God  to  be  a  soul  winner;  for  never  did 
I  know  perfect,  overflowing,  unutterable 
happiness  of  the  purest  and  most  en- 
nobling order  till  I  first  heard  of  one 
who  had  sought  the  Savior  through  my 
means.  No  young  mother  ever  rejoiced 
more  over  her  first-born  child,  no  war- 
rior was  so  exultant  over  a  hard-won 
victory. — C.  H.  Spurgeon. 

:!•    :;•    sS- 

Treatment  of  Enemies 

Rev.  Tileston  F.  Chambers,  himself  a 
a  Baptist  pastor,  states  that  "during  the 
war  of  the  American  Revolution,  the 
Rev.  Peter  Miller,  pastor  of  a  Baptist 
Church  in  Pennsylvania,  appeared  in  the 
city  of  Philadelphia  to  ask  from  General 
Washington  the  life  of  a  man  sentenced 
to  death  for  treason.  He  had  walked  the 
entire  distance  from  his  home,  sixty 
miles,  to  urge  his  plea.  His  request  was 
refused.  Washington  said  that  he  was 
sorry  he  could  not  pardon  his  friend.  'My 


friend!'  Miller  exclaimed;  'I  have  not  a 
worse  enemy  in  the  world.'  The  general, 
in  amazement,  asked,  'Will  you  please 
tell  me  why  you  have  walked  sixty  miles 
to  try  to  save  your  enemy's  life?'  The 
minister  declared  that  he  was  endeavor- 
ing to  carry  out  the  Savior's  commands, 
and  Washington  was  so  impressed  by  his 
genuine  Christian  spirit  that  he  signed 
the  desired  pardon  and  handed  it  to  the 
suppliant.  When  Mr.  Miller  put  the  par- 
don into  his  enemy's  hand,  and  his  enemy 
learned  how  it  had  been  won,  he  broke 
down  completely,  and  shed  tears  like  a 
little  child." 

"If  thine  enemy  hunger,  feed  him;  if 
he  thirst,  give  him  drink:  for  in  so  doing 
thou  shalt  heap  coals  of  fire  on  his  head," 
Rom.  12:20. — The  Young  People's  Wit- 
ness,. 

Powerless  Churches 

When  Thomas  Aquinas  visited  Rome, 
and  was  shown  the  gorgeousness  of  the 
papal  palace,  the  Pope,  it  is  said,  remarked 
to  him,  "Well,  Thomas,  the  church  in 
our  day  cannot  say,  'Silver  and  gold  have 
I  none.'  "  "No,"  replied  Aquinas, 
"neither  can  she  say,  'In  the  Name  of  Je- 
sus Christ  of  Nazareth,  rise  up  and 
walk.'  "  Ah!  how  often  has  it  been  the 
case,  that  when  the  church  has  been  in- 
creased in  riches  and  worldly  wisdom,  she 
has  correspondingly  decreased  in  spiritual 
power  and  piety! — Young  People's  Wit- 
ness. 

::•   ::•   * 

Keep  the  Reflectors  Clear 

A  man  visited  a  great  lighthouse  once, 
and  he  asked  the  keeper  "Are  you  not 
afraid  to  live  here?  It  is  a  dreadful  place 
to  be  constantly  in."  "No,"  replied  the 
keeper  of  the  lighthouse,  "we  are  not 
afraid.  We  never  think  of  ourselves 
here."  "Never  think  of  yourselves!  How 
is  that?"  The  reply  was  a  good  one.  "We 
know  that  we  are  perfectly  safe,  and 
think  only  of  having  our  lamps  burning 
brightly,  and  keeping  the  reflectors  clear, 
so  that  those  in  danger  may  be  saved." 
That  is  what  Christians  ought  to  do. 
They  are  safe  in  a  house  built  on  a 
Rock,  which  cannot  be  moved  by  the 
wildest  storm.  In  a  spirit  of  holy  unself- 
ishness, they  should  let  their  light  gleam 
across  the  dark  waves  of  sin,  that  those 
who  are  ifhperiled  may  be  guided  into  the 
harbor  of  eternal  safety  in  Christ  Jesus. 

"Let  your  light  so  shine  before   men, 


that  they  may  see  your  good  works,  and 
glorify  your  Father  which  is  in  Heaven." 
Young  People's   Witness. 

Returning  Good  for  Evil 

The  late  Dr.  Arthur  T.  Pierson  used 
to  tell  the  following  story  of  General 
Robert  E.  Lee:  "Hearing  General  Lee 
speak  in  the  highest  terms  to  President 
Davis  about  a  certain  officer,  another  of- 
ficer, greatly  astonished,  said  to  him, 
'General,  do  you  not  know  that  the  man 
you  spoke  of  so  highly  to  the  President  is 
one  of  your  bitterest  enemies,  and  misses 
no  opportunity  to  speak  evil  of  you?' 
'Yes,'  replied  Gen.  Lee,  'but  the  president 
asked  my  opinion  of  him;  he  did  not  ask 
for  his  opinion  of  me.'  " — The  Young 
People's  Witness. 

An  Infidel's  Death 

Altamont,  that  learned  and  defiant 
French  infidel,  made  the  members  of  his 
infidel  club  promise  to  come  to  his  deaths 
bed  when  they  should  hear  he  was  dying. 
How  he  boasted  to  them  that  they  should 
see  him  meet  death  boldly,  without  the 
least  reliance  upon  the  blood  of  Christ. 

When  he  was  about  to  change  worlds, 
his  club  came.  They  said,  "We  have  come 
to  hear  how  it  is  with  you  in  the  dying 
hour."  As  he  fixed  on  them  a  look  of 
fear  and  horror,  shivering  and  shrieking 
with  terror,  he  exclaimed,  "Oh,  if  you 
had  one-half  the  mountain  upon  your 
souls  that  is  upon  mine,  you  would  strug- 
gle with  the  martyr  for  his  stake,  and 
would  bless  God  for  a  flame  that  is  not 
unquenchable,  for  a  fire  that  is  not  an 
everlasting  fire."  After  uttering  such  lan- 
guage, stretching  his  hands  above  his 
head,  and  gazing  upward  in  awful 
agony,  he  cried,  "O  Thou  merciful  but 
blasphemed  and  insulted  God,  hell  itself 
is  a  refuge  if  it  but  hide  me  from  thy 
frown."  He  then  fell  back  on  his  pillow, 
dead. — Publisher  Unknown. 

Heard  Before 

The  retorts  made  by  ministers  to 
scoffers  or  unbelievers  would  fill  many 
papers.  Doran's  Minister's  Manual  tells 
the  tale  of  a  certain  priest  who  was  once 
riding  on  a  bus  in  New  York,  when,  in 
passing  a  very  handsome  and  ornate 
church,  a  fellow  passenger  turned  to  him 
and  said:  "If  these  Christians  would  stop 
building  fine  churches  and  give  the 
money  to  the  poor,  it  would  be  more 
to   their   credit." 

"I've  heard  that  before,"  was  the  quiet 
rejoinder. 

"Indeed,  and  by  whom,  may  I  ask?" 

"Judas  Iscariot!"  was  the  reply. — Liv- 
ing Church. 

See  special  notices  on  page  24. 
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Reports  from  Y.P.E.  State  Supts. 


If  you  have  a  tale  to  tell, 

Boil  it  down! 
Write  it  out  and  write  it  well, 
Being  careful  how  you  spell; 
Send  the  kernel,  keep  the  shell; 

Boil  it  down!  Boil  it  down! 

Report  of  the  Memphis-Dyers- 
burg  S.  S.  and  Y.  P.  E.  Conv'n. 

The  greatest  Sunday  School  and  Y.  P. 
E.  convention  has  just  closed.  The  Mem- 
phis-Dyersburg  districts  met  on  Satur- 
day evening,  Feb.  26,  193  8  at  7:30  p.  m. 
in  the  Church  of  God  at  Memphis,  Tenn. 
for  the  first  convention  of  this  kind. 
Throughout  the  convention  we  had  a 
splendid  attendance.  The  local  people 
gave  their  best  co-operation  in  enter- 
taining the  delegates.  This  convention 
was  the  close  of  a  two  weeks'  revival  con- 
ducted by  Brother  J.  M.  Foshee,  pastor 
of  Dyersburg.  God  had  blessed  in  the  re- 
vival and  we  were  ready  for  anything  the 
Holy  Ghost  might  do. 

Saturday  night  the  service  began  with 
prayer,  songs  and  music.  The  power  of 
God  fell  in  the  song  service.  By  this 
time  everybody  was  feeling  the  glory  of 
God.  Brother  Atkins,  state  S.  S.  and  Y. 
P.  E.  superintendent,  was  in  charge.  He 
certainly  was  a  great  inspiration  to  our 
local  church,  young  people  and  visitors. 
His  soul-stirring  messages  were  backed 
up  by  the  Pentecostal  fire. 

First,  Bro.  B.  L.  Alford,  local  pastor, 
made  us  more  welcome.  Then  our  local 
Y.  P.  E.  president  gave  a  few  words  of 
welcome.  After  this  the  best  singing  by 
the  best  young  people  anywhere  was 
given.  Several  Pentecostal  friends 
rendered  some  good  numbers.  Al- 
so a  young  Nazarene  brother  sang  two 
solos.  All  these  songs  were  enjoyed  by  the 
congregation.  Then  an  old-time  praise 
service  was  led  by  Brother  Charles 
Autry,  deacon  of  Dyersburg.  Each  testi- 
mony was  short,  fiery  and  enjoyed  by  all 
present.  All  during  the  convention  the 
Holy  Ghost  would  manifest  Himself 
/  through  others.  From  time  to  time  the 
waves  of  glory  would  roll  over  our  souls 
and  deep  glory  hallelujahs  came  forth 
from  the  lips  of  the  sanctified.  Praise 
God,  it  was  joy  unspeakable  and  full  of 
glory. 

On  these  two  districts  there  are  only 
four  Y.  P.  E's,  namely:  Memphis,  Dyers- 
burg, Graves  Chapel,  and  Beasley's  Chap- 
el. The  two  former  Y.  P.  E's  were  the  on- 
ly ones  represented.  The  Dyersburg  Y.  P. 
E.  president  gave  the  report  of  the  work 


in  that  local  church.  The  local  Y.  P.  E. 
president  gave  his  report  next.  We 
noticed  in  both  reports  that  God  is  bless- 
ing our  young  people.  They  have  the  vic- 
tory, thank  God!  After  the  reports  Sister 
Geraldine  Faulkner  gave  a  wonderful  talk 
on  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  its  value. 
Sister  Faulkner  has  only  been  saved  a  few 
months.  I  wonder  what  will  happen 
when  she  receives  the  Holy  Ghost.  The 
Lord  set  His  approval  on  the  services  by 
settling  a  weeping  spirit  over  the  saints. 
We  were  called  to  prayer  and  to  lifting 
our  hands  in  honor  and  praise  to  the 
Lord. 

Brother  Atkins,  state  superintendent, 
then  gave  us  a  fine  message  from  Psalms. 
After  a  few  remarks  he  began  as  usual 
to  feel  the  power  of  God  in  his  soul.  The 
fire  began  to  spread  and  for  a  few 
minutes  we  shouted,  danced,  and  talked 
in  tongues.  We  were  made  to  sit  in  heav- 
enly places  with  the  Father,  Son  and 
Holy  Ghost.  To  close  the  evening  serv- 
ice we  again  stood  and  with  uplifted 
hands  praised  God  for  His  presence.  An 
old-time  handshake  and  holy  greeting  fol- 
lowed. Praise  God  it  was  wonderful! 

We  earnestly  covet  your  prayers  that 
our  success  in  the  Lord  will  be  an  asset 
to  the  great  Church  of  God.  We  invite 
all  the  delegates  and  Brother  Atkins  to 
come  back  again.  They  have  won  a 
warm  place  in  our  hearts.  Pray  for  us. — 
Stanley  Prescott. 

Brother  Byrd,  Y.  P.  E.  Supt.  of 
Florida,  Still  Busy 

I  am  still  busy  working  for  our  Y.  P. 
E.  in  Florida.  I  have  organized  a  new  Y. 
P.  E.  here  tonight  with  21  members  to 
begin  with,  also  secured  a  Gideon  for 
this  place. 

We  were  at  Riviera, .Fla.  Monday  night 
and  secured  a  Gideon  for  the  Y.  P.  E. 
there. 

Will  visit  Vero  Beach  tomorrow  night, 
Sebastian  next  night.  We  organized  a  Y. 
P.  E.  at  Sebastian  week  before  last. 

We  will  have  the  Lake  Worth  district 
convention  Sunday  and  Miami  district 
convention   the   next  Sunday,  March    13. 

We  are  having  a  real  good  time;  closed 
a  revival  at  Lake  Worth  last  Sunday 
night,  will  begin  a  revival  at  Lake  City 
March  20  and  one  at  Sarasota  after  that, 
Tarpon  Springs  next  and  Lacoochee  just 
before  the  camp  meeting. — Woodrow  C. 
Byrd. 

*    *    v 

See  special  notices  on  page  24. 


A  Good  Report  from  West  Va. 

PEOPLE  HAVE  A  MIND  TO  WORK 

Nehemiah  4:6 

Now  in  the  state  of  West  Virginia  we 
have  just  such  a  group  of  God's  people 
as  Nehemiah  had,  who  are  in  every  re- 
spect as  in  Neh.  4:6.  Their  great  task  is 
not  to  rebuild  the  walls  of  Jerusalem  but 
to  build  bigger  and  better  Y.  P.  E's  and 
bring  home  with  them  from  next  General 
Assembly  the  National  Y.  P.  E.  banner 
and  this  they  will  do,  for  the  people  of 
West  Virginia  have  a  mind  to  work. 

Already  this  year  we  have  organized 
32  new  Y.  P.  E's  and  the  old  Y.  P.  E's 
have  increased  in  membership  greatly.  We 
have  an  increase  in  attendance  in  the 
Y.  P.  E.  all  over  the  state.  The  increase 
for  December  was  3  5.9  per  cent  and 
January  was  49.4  per  cent.  Logan  had  a 
total  attendance  of  949  for  January  and 
Beckley,  91,9.  Beckley  had  5  81.1  per  cent 
increase  in  December  and  Logan  had 
5  27.4  per  cent  in  January.  We  had  over 
11,000  in  attendance  for  January.  We 
purpose  to  have  a  Y.  P.  E.  in  each 
church  in  the  state  and  as  many  more  as 
we  can.  We  have  only  accomplished  this 
and  that  which  we  are  sure  to  accom- 
plish because  the  people  have  a  mind  to 
work. 

Our  secretaries  are  faithful  in  report- 
ing to  me,  also  all  Y.  P.  E.  Gideons  are 
busy  selling  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  have 
authorized  the  Gideons  to  sell  this  paper 
with  a  money  back  guarantee.  If  after 
they  have  read  the  paper  they  do  not  re- 
ceive ten  cents  worth  of  good  from  it, 
they  are  to  return  the  paper  and  their 
money  will  be  refunded,  also  the  Gideons 
are  to  give  them  a  quarter.  I'm  to  furnish 
the  quarter  but  so  far  I  haven't  had  to 
give  one  quarter.  So  we  are  selling  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  West  Virginia  Y. 
P.  E's  will  sell  more  Lighted  Pathways 
in  proportion  to  our  church  membership 
than  any  other  state  because  our  Gideons 
have  a  mind  to  work. 

God  is  blessing  our  young  people  and 
the  altar  is  being  filled  with  many  pray- 
ing through  to  the  Holy  Ghost.  With 
unity,  love,  co-operation  and  a  willing 
mind  to  work  we  see  no  reason  why  West 
Virginia  shall  not  receive  the  national 
Y.  P.  E.  banner  at  the  Assembly.  We  are 
expecting  it  and  if  you  keep  us  from  re- 
ceiving it,  you  will  certainly  have  to 
work. 

We  wish  the  Y.  P.  E.  success  every- 
where and  are  praying  for  you  and  while 
we  are  being  blessed  by  God  we  hope  He 
will  not  pass  any  of  you  by.  I  am  one  of 
you,  with  and  for  you  my  all  and  all. 
May  God  bless  all  of  you. — Brother  T.  F. 
Blackwell,  West  Virginia  state  superin- 
tendent. 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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IDOLS    IN    AMERICA 

Nellie  «L.  Harrington 

"I  declare,  I  don't  see  why  I  ever  mar- 
ried Morris,"  and  Barbara  curled  her  lip 
in  scorn.  Her  eyes  were  red  with  weep- 
ing, and  her  hands  were  nervously  twist- 
ing and  untwisting  a  soggy  handkerchief. 
"I  suppose  I  must  have  cared  for  him — 
once,"  then,  as  memory  swept  over  her 
she  dropped  her  head  on  her  arm  and 
again  gave  way  to  sobs. 

Morris  Grayson,  her  husband,  was  a 
splendid  specimen  of  manhood.  And  he 
had  seemed  to  love  her  dearly — until  the 
novelty  of  possession  had  worn  off.  Then 
he  had  become  immersed  in  money-mak- 
ing. Home,  wife,  five-year-old  son,  were 
all  practically  ignored  and  Barbara  was 
suffering  the  pangs  of  the  neglected.  She 
had  tried  to  substitute  the  social  whir!, 
but  this  was  one  of  the  mornings  when 
she  was  most  aware  of  its  futility. 

Realizing  that  others  were  in  a  like 
position  did  not  help  one  bit,  either. 
Only  that  morning  the  postman  had 
brought  a  letter  from  a  girl  who  was 
married  in  the  same  year.  Grace  had  writ- 
ten: "I  am  divorcing  Tom.  I  can't  stand 
it  any  longer.  Of  course  we  give  the 
reason  as  'incompatibility.'  Convenient 
that  there  are  so  many  syllables  in  it. 
Makes  it  sound  like  something  important 
when  really  it  is  no  reason  at  all.  But  my 
husband  simply  worships  his  business  and 
I  refuse  longer  to  occupy  a   lesser  place 

There  was  more  along  the  same  line, 
and  it  made  Barbara  see  more,  clearly  her 
own  situation.  It  was  like  one  of  those 
vivid  lightning  flashes  in  the  darkness  of 
a  summer's  night.  You  can  see  so  much 
in  that  instant's  illumination.  And  Bar- 
bara saw,  all  too  plainly,  that  her  own 
marriage  barque  was  headed  for  the  same 
sharp  rocks  that  was  wrecking  the  hap- 
piness of  her  friends,  and  she  felt  power- 
less. She  had  tried  and  stormed  and 
pitied  herself  lavishly,  but — this  would 
not  do.  She  must  brace  up  before  Jimmie 
Bob  came  home  from  kindergarten. 

Poor  little  Jimmie  Bob!  Lovable  little 
fellow!  He  was  all  boy,  too.  She  smiled 
as  she  remembered  some  of  his  boyish 
pranks.  Well,  any  way,  life  could  not  be 
all  drear  with  such  a  gleam  of  sunshine 
as  he. 

Then  memory  opened  another  little 
door  in  her  brain.  How  proud  Morris  had 
been  when  his  infant  son  was  laid  in  his 
arms.  How  they  had  together  loved  the 
tiny  mite  and  had  planned  for  his  future. 


A  sudden  thought  arrested  her.  Could  it 
be  that  Morris  was  even  now  building  up 
a  financial  reserve  to  put  Jimmie  Bob 
through  college?  That  would  be  years 
and  years  ahead.  But  Morris  had  said  it 
would  cost  "  a  pretty  penny  or  two." 

Well,  he  didn't  need  to  forget  all  about 
the  present  while  he  was  piling  up  stores 
for  the  future.  One  day  of  comradely 
fellowship  meant  more  to  her  than  any 
number  of  horrid  old  dollars  by  and  by. 
The  momentary  softening  passed  and  the 
lines  about  her  mouth  hardened  again.  If 
it  should  be  the  rocks,  why,  she'd  make 
sure  that  she  had  possession  of  Jimmie 
Bob,  she  resolved.  "If" — she  was  sur- 
prised that  she  could  think  so  calmly  of 
such  an  "if." 

The  whir-r-r  of  the  doorbell  broke  in 
on  her  thoughts.  It  wasn't  time  yet  for 
Jimmie  Bob  to  come  home.  An  agent, 
probab.y.  No  need  of  answering  the  bell 
for  them.  She  bought  in  the  stores.  But 
the  bell  rang  again  and  this  time  there 
were  a  couple  of  repeats.  That  didn't 
sound  like  an  agent. 

"Hello,"  she  called  down  the  tube. 

"Mrs.  Grayson,  please  hurry  and  let  us 
come  up.  Jimmie  Bob  is  sick!"  said  a 
voice. 

"Sick!  Jimmie  Bob!"  Barbara's  heart 
failed  within  her  even  as  she  pressed  the 
botton  to  release  the  latch.  He  had  been 
listless,  she  remembered,  and  didn't  want 
to  eat  his  breakfast.  She  had  scolded  him, 
too.  Footsteps  hurried  up  the  stairs  and 
an  assistant  teacher  at  the  kindergarten 
met  the  mother  at  the  door.  A  taxi  driver 
followed   with  a   limp  form  in  his   arms. 

"Where  shall  I  put  him,  ma'am?''  he 
asked  as  he  hesitated  on  the  threshold. 
Mrs.  Grayson  indicated  the  couch  in  the 
living  room,  but  a  gesture  from  the 
teacher  stayed  her. 

"Please,  Mrs.  Grayson,  wouldn't  it  be 
better  to  put  him  in  his  own  bed?"  she 
said. 

"Oh,  yes,  of  course.  Right  in  here," 
and  she  led  the  way  to  the  sunny,  airy- 
room  that  had  been  Jimmie  Bob's  ever 
since   he  was   two  weeks  old. 

"What  happened?"  questioned  the 
mother,  even  as  she  was  busy  removing 
the  garments  and  putting  the  little  fel- 
low into  his  sleepers. 

"That's  what  we  don't  know,"  said 
the  girl.  "He  didn't  act  like  himself  this 
morning,  and  then  he  put  his  head  down 
on  the  table  and  went  to  sleep.  I  started 
to  awaken  him  and  as  soon  as  I  touched 
him  I  saw  how  hot  he  was  and  knew  it 
must  be  fever.  So — Miss  Sanders  sent  me 


home  with  him.  Don't  you  want  a  doc- 
tor?" 

"Oh,  of  course!  I'll  call  Dr.  Harold. 
I  hope  he  is  in,"  and  she  glanced  anxious- 
ly at  the  flushed  face  and  rapid  breath- 
ing. 

The  doctor  was  in  and  very  shortly  he 
entered  the  sick  room.  Although  an  in- 
timate friend  of  the  family  he  put  on 
his  best  professional  manner  in  order  to 
soothe  the  distracted  mother. 

"What  it  is  it,  Dr.  Harold?  Tell  me 
why  he  is  like  this?"  she  implored. 

"Not  so  fast,  Barbara,  not  so  fast. 
With  these  little  chaps  so  many  things 
start  with  a  fever.  It  may  be  a  slight 
cold,  a  little  indigestion,  or  any  one  of  a 
dozen  things.  And  often  the  fever  is  out 
of  all  proportion  to  the  seriousness  of  the 
trouble.  You're  too  high-strung  to  take 
the  right  kind  of  care  of  him.  I  think  I 
had  better  take  him  over  to  the  Children's 
Hospital."  Barbara  rung  her  hands 
in  protest — "or  bring  a  nurse  here,"  he 
finished. 

"I  can  take  care  of  him.  I  really  can," 
she  insisted. 

He  looked  at  her  speculatively,  and 
then  shook  his  head.  "No,  you  are  too 
anxious.  A  nurse  must  be  quiet,  steady, 
cool  and  alert.  You  are  too  upset  to  be 
any  of  those  things  now.  If  you  wait  on 
a  nurse  that  will  keep  you  busy.  Miss 
Lenox  was  dismissed  from  a  case  yester- 
day. She  is  fine  with  children.  I'll  bring 
her  over  myself.  You  can  trust  her  ab- 
solutely." Presently  she  was  installed. 

Morris  Grayson  came  in  the  evening, 
preoccupied  as  usual,  and  with  not  the 
least  inkling  of  what  had  occurred.  Bar- 
bara had  thought  of  calling  him  but  he 
had  sharply  reproved  her  for  breaking  in- 
to his  precious  (?)  business  hours  with 
some  petty  domestic  troubles.  She  didn't 
think  this  was  "petty"  but  she  had  no 
way  of  knowing  what  her  husband  might 
think.  He  could  do  no  more  than  she, 
anyway.  So — she  dismissed  it  from  her 
thoughts.  As  he  entered  he  was  struck 
with  the  death-like  stillness  that  seemed 
to  hang  over  the  place.  An  odor,  too,  of 
disinfectant — like  a  hospital.  What  was 
the  matter?   Why  had  no  one  told  him? 

Barbara  listened  stonily  and  answered 
in  monosyllables.  Her  heart  was  too  heavy 
to  pay  much  attention  to  her  husband. 
Over  and  over  in  her  thought  had  been 
running  her  resolution  of  the  morning  to 
keep  Jimmie  Bob  for  herself  if — and 
now — perhaps — there  wouldn't  be  any 
Jimmie  Bob  for  either  of  them.  The  fu- 
ture was  bleak.  She  had  no  comfort, 
either  for  herself  or  for  her  husband. 

Dr.  Harold  looked  in  again  and  Morris 
was  full  of  questions  but  he  obtained  lit- 
tle satisfaction.  The  doctor  would  only 
say,  "Keep  your  courage.  Sure  we'll  pull 
him  through."  To  Barbara  the  words 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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GEORGE    POTEAT,    Editor 


A  Psalm  of  the  Good  Teacher 

The  Lord  is  my  teacher, 

I  shall  not  lose  the  way  of  wisdom. 

He  leadeth  me  in  the  lowly  path  of  learn- 
ing, 

He  prepareth  a  lesson  for  me  every  day; 

He  findeth  the  clear  fountains  of  in- 
structions, 

Little  by  little  He  showeth  me  the  beauty 
of  the  truth. 

The  world  is  a  great  book  that  He  hath 

written, 
He  turneth  the  leaves  for  me  slowly; 
They    are   all    inscribed   with   images   and 

letters, 
His  face  poureth  light  on  the  picture  and 

the  word. 


Th 


en    am 


I    glad    when      I   perceive    His 

meaning, 
He  taketh  me  by  the  hand  to  the  hill  top 

of  vision; 
In  the  valley  He  also  walketh  beside  me, 
And  in  the  dark  places  He  whispereth  to 

my  heart. 

Yea,    thou  my  lesson   be   hard   it   is      not 

hopeless, 
For    the    Lord    is    very   patient    with    His 

slow  scholar; 
He  will   wait   awhile    for   my   weakness, 
He  will  help  me  to  read  the  truth  through 

tears. 

— Henry  Van  Dyke,  from  Out-of-Doors 
in   the  Holy   Land. 


SELF-CONSECRATION 

Maye  Fowler 

"Who  then  is  willing  to  consecrate  his 
service  this  day  unto  the  Lord?"  Are  you? 
God  has  set  His  heart  on  the  erection  of 
a  spiritual  temple  composed  of  immortal 
beings.  His  Son  is  both  the  great  basis  and 
the  sole  architect  of  it.  Christ  is  to  build 
the  temple  and  bear  the  glory.  Its  erec- 
tion is  to  exceed  in  cost  and  splendor  all 
that  has  ever  been  surveyed  by  men,  or 
angels.  In  this  temple  God  is  to  have  His 
abiding  throne  and  His  happy  wor- 
shippers are  to  enjoy  endless  glories  for- 
ever and  ever.  God  erects  this  celestial 
structure  through  instrumental  agency. 
He  hath  revealed  Himself  to  man  in 
Christ.  God  did  not  create  man  to  damn 
him  but  that  he  might  live  to  be  a  per- 
petual praise  and  find  unending  joy  in 
His  presence.  This  was  God's  creative 
purpose  for  man.  Therefore,  He  has  hon- 
ored   man    thus   employing    him    for    His 


glory.  Thousands  of  mortal  souls  are  la- 
boring together  with  God  whose  desire 
is  to  do  His  will  and  to  assist  in  raising 
the  walls  of  this  edifice.  Talk  of  conse- 
cration! It  has  been  lived  out  in  the  daily 
lives  and  ceaseless  devotedness  of  these 
men — Eliot  and  Brainard,  among  the 
squalid  miseries  of  savage  life  with  the 
North  American  Indians;  Williams,  clos- 
ing his  martyr  life  with  a  martyr's  death 
in  the  South  Seas;  Livingstone  in  Africa; 
Henry  Martin  in  Persia;  William  Carey 
in  India,  and  hundreds  of  others  of  the 
same  nature.  "Honor  to  whom  honor  is 
due."  If  you  want  the  noble  manifesta- 
tions of  the  principle  of  self-consecration 
I  point  you  to  the  lives  and  labors  of 
these  missionaries  of  whom  the  world  was 
not  worthy.  Think  of  the  consecration  of 
the  Apostle  Paul,  of  Stephen,  John  Wes- 
ley, John  Bunyan  and  others.  They  had 
to  suffer  for  the  cause  of  Christ.  Are  you 
willing  to  suffer  in  order  to  do  Him  serv- 
ice? 

There  are  many  professed  Christians 
who  are  far  from  consecration  today.  Is 
God  pleased?  They've  a  form  of  godliness 
but  deny  the  power  of  God.  They  resent 
the  preaching  of  the  cross.  To  those  with- 
out it  is  foolishness  but  to  us  who  are 
saved  it  is  the  power  of  God.  The  world 
is  growing  in  gross  darkness,  but  thanks 
be  to  God,  there  are  a  few  who  believe 
the  whole  Bible  divinely  inspired.  If  Je- 
sus had  not  been  willing  to  obey  the  will 
of  God  what  a  sad,  cold  world  this  would 
be!  No  better  example  of  consecration 
will  you  ever  find  than  that  depicted  by 
our  Lord. 

God  has  claims  upon  each  individual. 
Primarily  He  claims  the  surrender  of  our 
entire  selves.  While  we  were  estranged, 
aliens,  and  rebels  we  were  rejected  by 
Him.  So  first  of  all  He  requires  ourselves. 
He  claims  our  affections  of  love,  delight 
and  confidence.  "Delight  thyself  in  the 
Lord."  "Commit  thy  way  to  him,  trust 
also  in  his  name."  You  are  commanded 
to  present  your  body  a  living  sacrifice, 
holy  acceptable  unto  God,  which  is  your 
reasonable  service. 

He  claims  the  homage  of  the  mind.  It 
is  His  will  that  the  intellect  be  sancti- 
fied, that  we  know  God,  admire  Him, 
celebrate  His  perfections  and  laud  and 
bless  His  name. 

His  claims  the  obedience  of  the  life  and 
that  we  fear  always  before  Him.  That 
we  must  keep  His  commandments  and  do 
them.  We  must  place  ourselves  on  the 
altar  of  God  trusting  in  Him  for  eternal 


life   and   this   brings  about  self-consecra- 
tion. 

God  requires  consecration  of  our  tal- 
ents. There  are  diversities  of  talents. 
The  majority  is  devoted  to  sin,  pleasure 
and  the  world.  God  expects  us  to  glorify 
Him  in  every  word  and  deed  and  I  feel 
we  are  not  fully  consecrated  until  this 
has  been  accomplished.  He  requires  that 
our  talents  be  sanctified  to  His  service. 
There  is  a  great  scope  for  talents  of  large 
mental  capacity  in  the  cause  of  religion. 
Have  you  the  gift  of  eloquence?  We 
should  devote  our  voices  to  God  accord- 
ingly as  He  has  given  us.  Surely  He  re- 
quires our  best. 

Our  influence  has  power  with,  and  over 
others.  This  is  one  of  the  many  ways  in 
which  God  speaks  to  the  lost.  Does  your 
influence  count  for  good?  If  you  are 
cold  and  indifferent,  you  are  influenc- 
ing someone  else.  If  you  are  fully  conse- 
crated to  God  you  are  causing  others  to 
draw  nearer  Him.  All  persons  have  some 
amount  of  this.  That  affectionate  fa- 
ther has  it.  That  tender  and  loving 
mother  has  it.  That  brother,  sister — that 
friend  has  it.  Many  a  wandering  boy  has 
found  the  Lord  by  the  influence  of 
mother's  prayers.  In  fact,  every  soul  is 
brought  to  Christ  by  the  influence  of 
others. 

God  requires  our  time.  As  we  are  en- 
gaged in  the  regular  duties  of  life,  we 
are  glorifying  God.  We  should  be  found 
working  diligently  as  God  hath  appointed. 
We  observe  that  sacred  things  come  first. 
As  time  is  our  seed-sowing  opportunities 
we  are  to  sow  to  the  Spirit  and  eternal 
life. 

God  requires  our  property.  All  the  gold 
and  silver  belong  to  Him.  Men  have  it 
only  as  He  may  deposit  it.  We  are  stew- 
ards to  occupy  for  Him,  until  He  comes. 

May  we  be  a  mere  instrument  in  His 
hands,  willing  to  suffer  for  His  sake.  I 
want   to  win   heaven  at  any  cost. 

Let's  perform  the  act  of  self-dedication 
and  say  with  the  Apostle  Paul,  "For  me 
to  live  is  Christ,  and  to  die  is  gain." 
*    *■    * 

Sinner,  Today  is  the  TimeT 

Angels  looking  down  from  heaven  se: 
no  sadder  sight  than  a  sinner  wasting  all 
his  time  in  mirth  and  iniquity,  and  no 
more  gladsome  sight  than  a  humble,  holy 
man,  turning  all  his  time  to  the  good  of 
man  and  the  honor  of  his  Maker. 

Reader!  today  you  are  in  time;  tomor- 
row you  may  be  in  eternity.  Now  you 
walk  at  large;  tomorrow  you  may  be  in 
the  prison  of  despair,  wearing  the  garb 
of  fiery  condemnation.  What  meanest 
thou,  O  sleeper?  arise,  and  call  upon  thy 
God.— W.  S.  Plumer,  in  John  Three  Six- 
teen. 

See  special  notices  on  page  24. 
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SOWING  WILD  OATS 

By  Rev.  T.  DeWitt  Talmadge 

My  observation  is  that  those  who  in 
youth  sowed  wild  oats,  to  the  end  of 
their  short  life  sowed  wild  oats;  and  that 
those  who  started  sowing  Genesee  wheat, 
always  sow  Genesee  wheat.  And  then  the 
reaping  of  the  harvests  is  so  different. 
There  is  grandfather  now.  He  has  lived 
to  an  old  age  because  his  habits  have 
been  good.  His  eyesight  for  this  world 
has  got  somewhat  dim,  but  his  eyesight 
for  Heaven  is  radiant.  His  hearing  is  not 
so  acute  as  it  once  was  and  he  must  bend 
over  to  hear  what  his  little  grandchild 
says  when  she  asks  him  what  he  has 
brought  her.  But  he  easily  catches  the 
music  raised  from  supernal  spheres.  Men 
passing  in  the  streets  take  off  their  hats 
in  reverence,  and  women  say,  "What  a 
good  old  man  he  is."  Seventy  or  eighty 
years,  all  for  God  and  for  making  this 
world  happy.  Splendid!  Glorious!  He  will 
have  hard  work  getting  into  Heaven  be- 
cause those  whom  he  helped  to  get  there 
will  fill  up  and  crowd  the  gates  to  tell 
him  how  glad  they  are  at  his  coming  un- 
til he  says,  "Please  to  stand  back  a  little 
till  I  pass  through  and  cast  my  crown 
at  the  feet  of  Him  whom  I  love."  I  do 
not  know  what  you  call  that.  I  call  it  the 
harvest  of  Genesee  wheat. 

Out  yonder  is  a  man  very  old  at  forty 
years  of  age,  at  a  time  when  he  ought  to 
be  as  buoyant  as  the  morning.  He  got  bad 
habits  on  him  very  early,  and  those 
habits  have  become  worse.  He  is  a  man 
on  fire,  on  fire  with  alcoholism,  on  fire 
with  all  evil  habits,  out  with  the  world, 
and  the  world  out  with  him.  Down,  and 
faUing  deeper.  His  swollen  hands  in  his 
threadbare  pockets,  and  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  ground,  he  passes  through  the  street, 
and  the  quick  step  of  an  innocent  child, 
the  strong  step  of  a  young  man,  or  the 
roll  of  a  prosperous  carriage  maddens 
him,  and  he  curses  society  and  he  curses 
God.  Fallen  sick,  with  no  resources,  he 
is  carried  to  the  almshouse.  A  loathsome 
spectacle  he  lies  all  day  long  waiting  for 
dissolution,  or  in  the  night  rises  on  his 
cot,  and  fights  apparitions  of  what  he 
might  have  been  and  of  what  he  will 
be.  He  started  life  with  as  good  prospect 
as  any  man  on  the  American  continent, 
but  there  he  is  a  bloated  carcass,  waiting 
for  the  shovels  of  public  charity  to  put 
him  five  feet  under.  He  has  only  reaped 
what  he  sowed — harvest  of  wild  oats! 
"There  is  a  way  that  seemeth  right  to  a 
man,    but    the   end    thereof    is       death." 


Young  man,  as  you  cannot  live  life  over 
again,  however  you  may  long  to  do  so,  be 
sure  to  have  your  one  life  right.  Don't  go 
tonight  where  you  may  be  tempted  to 
go.  Go  home!  Your  father  will  be  glad  to 
see  you,  and  your  mother,  I  need  not  tell 
you  how  she  feels.  My  boy,  go  home  and 
put  your  tired  head  on  the  bosom  that 
nursed  you  so  tenderly  in  your  boyhood 
years. 

A  young  Scotchman  was  in  battle 
taken  captive  by  a  band  of  Indians,  and 
he  learned  their  language,  and  adopted 
their  habits.  Years  passed  on,  but  the  old 
Indian  chieftain  never  forgot  he  had  in 
possession  a  young  man  who  did  not  be- 
long to  him.  Well,  one  day,  this  tribe  of 
Indians  came  in  sight  of  the  Scotch  regi- 
ments from  whom  this  young  man  had 
been  captured,  and  the  old  Indian  chief- 
tain said:  "I  lost  my  son  in  battle,  and 
I  know  how  a  father  feels  at  the  loss  of 
a  son.  Do  you  think  your  father  is  yet 
alive?"  The  young  man  said:  "I  am  the 
only  son  of  my  father,  and  I  hope  he  is 
still  alive."  Then  said  the  Indian  chief- 
tain: "Because  of  the  loss  of  my  son,  this 
world  is  a  desert.  You  go  free.  Return  to 
your  countrymen.  Revisit  your  father 
and  he  may  rejoice  when  he  sees  the  sun- 
rise in  the  morning,  and  the  trees  blos- 
som in  the  spring."  So,  I  say  to  you, 
young  man,  captive  of  waywardness  and 
sin!  your  father  is  waiting  for  you.  Your 
mother  is  waiting  for  you.  God  is  wait- 
ing for  you.  Go  home!  Go  home! — The 
WesUyan  Methodist. 

A  Scotch  Woman's    Important 
Discovery 

In  a  cottage  in  a  little  hamlet,  in  view 
of  the  Pentland  Hills,  lived  Mrs.  Ireland 
with  her  only  child.  The  Pension  Officer 
wrote  to  Miss  Page,  the  local  postmistress, 
about  a  circumstance  concerning  the  old 
lady.  Miss  Page  went  to  the  house  and 
interviewed  Mrs.  Ireland.  On  obtaining 
the  necessary  information,  Miss  page  re- 
marked that  she  was  entitled  to  the  pen- 
sion, to  which  she  gratefully  replied:  "If 
I  get  it  that  will  meet  my  needs  on  this 
side."  "Well,  Mrs.  Ireland,"  said  the  post- 
mistress, "I  hope  you'll  get  it.  Your  re- 
mark makes  me  wonder  if  your  needs  are 
met  for  the  other  side."  "Well,  yes,"  was 
the  reply,  "I  think  I  have  a  good  right." 
"On  what  ground  do  you  expect  it?"  in- 
quired Miss  Page. 

She  said  that  when  she  was  a  girl  of 
seventeen  she  was  a  servant  in  a  minis- 
ter's   family,    and    became    greatly    trou- 


bled regarding  the  future.  She  knew  she 
was  a  sinner,  and  was  afraid  lest  she 
might  be  suddenly  called  into  eternity, 
and  feared  the  prospect  of  meeting  a 
holy  and  sin-hating  God.  At  last  her 
agony  of  soul  became  so  intense  that  she 
resolved  to  speak  to  her  master,  and  see 
if  he  could  help  her. 

One  Sunday  evening  she  summoned 
courage  and  knocked  at  the  study  door. 
"Come  in,  Margaret,"  said  the  minister. 
On  entering  the  study  the  maid  said  to 
him,  "Excuse  me,  sir,  I  am  awfully  anxi- 
ous to  ascertain  if  one  can  now  know  his 
sins  forgiven  and  be  sure  of  heaven." 
The  minister  replied  as  follows:  "The 
best  of  us  are  not  perfect.  The  very  fact 
that  you  are  interested  in  such  matters 
shows  what  a  good  girl  you  are.  If  you 
continue  your  present  course  there  won't 
be  much  fear  for  you.  I  only  wish  there 
were  more  like  you."  "Is  that  all  I  have 
got  to  do?"  inquired  Margaret.  "Yes," 
was  the  minister's  reply,  and  the  inter- 
view came  to  a  close. 

Noticing  a  look  of  disappointment  in 
Miss  Page's  face  as  she  told  her  story,  the 
old  lady  said,  "I  see  you  are  not  pleased." 

"Mrs.  Ireland,  that  would  not  satisfy 
me.  Nothing  short  of  a  'Thus  saith  the 
Lord'  would  do  for  me,"  was  Miss  Page's 
reply. 

"Would  the  minister  not  have  the  au- 
thority of  the  Bible  for  what  he  said?" 
inquired  Mrs.  Ireland. 

Miss  Page  quoted  several  Scriptures 
which  tell  of  God's  way  of  cleansing 
from  sin's  defilement,  and  amongst  others 
the  following:  "Verily,  verily,  I  say  un- 
to you,  he  that  heareth  my  word,  and 
believeth  on  him  that  sent  me,  hath  ever- 
lasting life,  and  shall  not  come  into  con- 
demnation; but  is  passed  from  death  unto 
life"  (John  5:24).  "For  God  so  loved  the 
world,  that  he  gave  his  only  begotten 
Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  him 
should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting 
life"  (John  3:16).  But  these  Scriptures 
were  opposed  to  views  held  by  poor  Mrs. 
Ireland,  and  she  was  terribly  upset. 

"Have  you  come  to  me  when  I  am  al- 
most at  the  end  of  my  life  to  tell  me 
that  I  am  wrong?"  exclaimed  the  poor 
old  soul. 

"Better  know  in  time  when  matters 
can  be  put  right  than  go  on  deceived 
until  it  is  impossible  to  remedy  the  mis- 
take," said  Miss  Page.  The  postmistress 
then  prayed  and  returned  homewards. 

On  her  next  visit  Miss  Page  found  that 
Mrs.  Ireland  was  exceedingly  anxious  to 
hear  more  about  God's  way  of  salvation. 
Various  Scriptures  were  read,  and  the  old 
lady  paid  great  attention,  but  said  little. 

Three  weeks  later  Miss  Page  visited  her 
again,  and  found  that  a  mighty  change 
had  taken  place.  "I  have  something  guid- 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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Personal  Evangelism 


DIALOGUE  BY  TWO  BOYS 
Characters;  Johnie  and  Frank 

1st  speaks: 

Frank — "Hello,  Johnie,  where  are  you 
going?" 

johnie — "Oh,  Fm  just  going  down 
town  to.  loaf  around  awhile  just  to  pass 
away  the  evening." 

Frank — "Why,  Johnie,  don't  you  know 
it's  a  sin  to  just  slothfully  idle  away 
your    time   doing   nothing   profitable?" 

Johnie — "Frank,  what  do  you  mean? 
How  do  you  know  it's  a  sin?" 

Frank — "Because  the  Bible  says  so.  I 
read  in  Proverbs  19:15,  where  it  says, 
'Slothfulness  casteth  into  a  deep  sleep  and 
an  idle  soul  shall  hunger,'  and  in  Matt. 
12:36  k  reads  something  like  this,  'But 
1  say  unto  you  that  every  idle  word  that 
men  shall  speak  they  shall  give  account 
of  in  the  day  of  judgment.'  Haven't  you 
ever  heard  any  preacher  take  these  words 
for  his  text:  'Why  stand  ye  here  all  the 
day  idle?'  I  have  and  Fve  also  read  it  in 
the  Bible." 

Johnie — "Oh,  gee,  but  Frank,  I  can't 
see  where  Fm  idling  away  any  time,  when 
the  day's  work  is  finished  and  there's 
nothing  to  do  except  sit  around  the 
house.  I'd  rather  step  down  town  and 
joke  with  the  boys  till  bedtime." 

Frank — "But,  Johnie,  why  don't  you 
go  to  church  and  Y.  P.  E.?  I  always  go, 
and  we  have  a  wonderful  time  there.  I'm 
on  my  way  to  our  Y.  P.  E.  now.  It's  a 
good  place  for  boys  like  you  and  me  to 
go." 

Johnie — "Why,  what  do  they  do  at 
your  Y.  P.  E.,  Frank?" 

Frank — "We  sing  good  songs,  have 
music,  and  recite  recitations  about  Jesus 
and  heaven  and  we  learn  how  to  pray  and 
become  Christians." 

Johnie — "Does  anyone  besides  children 
attend  your  Y.  P.  E.?" 

Frank — "Yes,  both  old  and  young  go 
and  enjoy  it,  but  it's  a  meeting  espe- 
cially prepared  for  the  young  folks." 

Johnie — "Well,  I'd  like  to  go  along 
with  you,  Frank,  but  you  see  I'm  a  poor 
boy  and  your  folks  wouldn't  want  me 
to  come  for  I  can't  dress  in  nice  clothes 
like  the  rest  of  the  boys." 

Frank — "Johnie,  never  mind  your 
clothes,  come  on  let's  go.  Holiness  folk 
welcomes  everybody." 

Johnie — "But,  up  where  I  used  to  go 
to  Sundav  School  the  people  are  up  in 
society  and  they  laugh  at  children  who 
can't  dress  good,  so  they  laughed  at  my 
clothing  and  I  had  to  quit  going;  and 
you  know  if  I  can't  go  to  Sunday  School 
I  couldn't  come  to  your  Y.  P.  E." 

Frank — "Oh,  forget      about   how   you 


are  dressed  and  come  with  me  and  just 
see  how  nice  our  folks  will  treat  you. 
Jesus  came  to  save  the  poor  as  well  as  the 
rich  and  I'll  tell  you  we  have  some  folks 
down  there  at  the  Church  of  God  who 
love  the  Lord  and  they  love  the  little 
children  too  for  the  Bible  says,  'Suffer 
little  children  to  come  unto  me  and  for- 
bid them  not.'  That  is  why  we  have  our 
Y.  P.  E.  to  try  to  bring  the  young  folks 
to  the  Lord." 

Johnie — "Well,  Fve  often  heard  peo- 
ple say  that  Church  of  God  folks  were 
the  happiest  and  best  people  on  earth, 
and  yesterday  as  I  was  going  down  the 
street  I  passed  two  men.  They  were  coiv 
versing  about  you  Church  of  God  folk. 
One  of  the  men  was  the  mayor  of  the 
town,  the  other  was  the  constable.  As  I 
passed  them  I  heard  the  constable  say 
to  the  mayor:  'I'm  sure  glad  those 
Church  of  God  folks  have  come  to  this 
town  for  they  are  good  people  and  have 
wonderful  meetings,  which  will  be  a 
blessing  to  this  community.'  The  mayor 
said,  'Yes,  and  I  believe  they  are  living 
just  what  they  preach  too.'  As  I  went  on 
down  the  street  a  little  farther  I  met 
your  pastor,  he  smiled  and  spoke  to  me  so 
friendly.  Frank,  I'm  sure  he  must  be  a 
good  man." 

Frank — "Yes,  Johnie,  our  pastor  is  a 
real  Christian  man  and  he  would  be  so 
glad  for  you  to  come  to  our  Y.  P.  E. 
I'm  sure  you  will  love  him.  And  not  on- 
ly will  our  pastor  be  glad  to  have  you 
but  all  the  folks  will  be  so  glad  you 
came.  And  most  of  all  Jesus  will  be  so 
glad  to  have  you  come  and  learn  how  to 
be  a  Christian." 

Johnie — "Well,  Frank,  I  just  can't  re- 
fuse such  an  invitation  as  you  have  given 
me.  So  I  have  decided  to  go  with  you 
now.  Are  you  a  Christian,  Frank?" 

Frank — "Yes,  Johnie,  I  gave  my  heart 
to  Jesus  two  years  ago  and  I'm  so  full  of 
joy  today.  Still  telling  about  His  love." 

Johnie — "And  I'm  so  glad  you  have 
told  me  about  Jesus  and  this  very  night 
I  mean  to  give  my  heart  to  Jesus  so  I 
will  be  happy  like  you.  Come,  let  us  go." 
— Viola  Cassady,  Davis,  W.  Va. 

Two  Little  Waifs 

It  was  a  hot,  sultry  day  in  India.  The 
blazing  sun  was  beating  down  upon  two 
little  baby  girls  who  were  lying  on  an 
old  piece  of  burlap  on  the  ground  outside 
the  Delhi  bazaar.  Now  and  then  a  strong 
gust  of  wind  swept  through  the  streets 
blowing  a  cloud  of  dust  everywhere. 
Around  the  two  little  children  there  were 
dogs  barking,  and  peddlers  calling  out 
their  wares  in  various  pitches  and   tones. 


Bicycle  bells  tinkled  and  coolie  boys  called 
out  shrilly  as  they  tried  to  wend  their 
way  through  the  crowds  of  shoppers  that 
thronged  the  bazaar.  The  jostling  crowds 
pushed  and  picked  their  way  through  the 
streets. 

The  two  little  Hindu  baby  girls  lay 
undisturbed  by  the  noise  and  tumult  of 
the  bazaar.  The  smallest  one  was  only  a 
few  months  old.  How  thin  and  scrawny 
she  was!  Her  hands  were  more  like  claws 
of  birds,  and  her  thin,  pale,  emaciated 
little  face  and  body  made  one's  heart  ache. 
You  couldn't  look  a  second  time  without 
a  strange  something  coming  into  your 
throat,  and  your  eyes  filling  with  tears. 
The  other  child  was  about  a  year  old.  She 
was  sitting  beside  the  tiny  baby  watching 
the  strange  faces  that  gazed  in  pity  at 
them.  The  eyes  of  the  older  child  were 
festered  with  sores,  and  the  sun  was  so 
bright  that  part  of  the  time  she  lay  on 
her  side  with  her  back  to  the  sun  in  order 
to  get  relief.  Faint  pitiful  cries  came  from 
the  babies  before,  and  for  long  they  were 
scarcely  heard  above  the  din  oi  the  mar- 
ket clamor.  Beside  the  older  child  was  a 
half-sucked,  dirt-covered  orange,  but 
there  was  no  nourishment  for  the  tiny 
one,  whose  cries  became  more  violent  as 
the   pangs  of  hunger  increased. 

"Where  is  the  mother?"  asked  an  in- 
terested stranger. 

The  near-by  stall-owner  shrugged  his 
shoulders.  "Babies  are  left  here  every 
day,"  he  said  indifferently.  "A  few  cop- 
pers are  dropped  on  the  burlap.  I  collect 
the  coins  and  give  them  to  the  mother  at 
night." 

"What  does  the  mother  do?"  continued 
the  stranger. 

"She  works  in  the  field  ail  day,"  the 
stall-owner  replied.  "She  doesn't  get 
much — only  a  few  cents  a  day." 

"Where  does  she  live?" 

"She  lives  outside  the  market  there  in 
one  of  those  little  huts,"  he  said  pointing 
to  a  few  straggling  huts  of  the  poorer 
people. 

The  stranger  went  on.  The  babies  con- 
tinued to  wail  while  the  sun  beat  down 
upon  thfm. 

The  day  in  the  field  dragged  slowly 
for  Mrs.  Gonga,  the  mother  of  the  two 
babies.  All  day  long  she  picked  out  stones 
and  rubbish  from  the  mud  to  save  the 
young  rice  plants  from  injury,  but  this 
was  dull,  back-breaking  work,  and  she 
had  to  stand  in  water  all  the  time.  The 
fierce  tropical  sun  beat  down  upon  her 
while  she  stooped  and  labored  in  the  field. 
When  at  last  the  sunset  colors  spread  over 
the  sky,  she  started  back  home,  going 
around  by  the  bazaar  to  gather  her  coins 
and  her  babies. 

After  her  return  to  the  little  one-room 
hut,  Mrs.  Gonga  started  a  wood  fire  on 
the  stones  in  one  corner  of  the  hut,  and 
(Cortinued  on  page  22) 
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The  Daughters  of  Damaris 


BY  EVA  BAIRD 


Easter  Story 


"Nothing  to  excess,"  quoted  Hestia, 
dramatically,  rising  to  her  full  height.  "Is 
not  that  the  Athenian  teaching?  It  is  not 
enough  that  our  mother  should  trail  to 
the  Areopagus  to  hear  this  babbling  Jew, 
but  she  must  believe  his  wild  doctrines." 
Hestia's  draperies  moved  as  she  stamped 
her  foot  in  anger. 

Hestia  was  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
girls  in  Athens.  Tall  and  regal  in  form, 
with  perfect  features  and  unusual  fair- 
ness, she  might  have  posed  for  the  god- 
dess for  whom  she  had  been  named.  But 
not  alone  in  her  physical  beauty  was 
Hestia  unusual.  She  shone  by  the  training 
of  her  mind.  Having  no  brothers,  she  had 
received  the  privilege  of  an  education  in 
the  Schools,  which  was  not  usually 
granted  to  Athenian  maidens.  There  were 
those,  to  be  sure,  who  cited  Hestia  as  the 
awful  example  of  the  evil  results  of  edu- 
cating a  girl.  Having  learned  to  think  in- 
dependently, she  was  very  prone  to  doing 
it  and  to  expressing  herself  most  aggres- 
sively. 

Oniy  last  week  Dionysius  the  Areopa- 
gite  had  said  to  the  counsellor  with  whom 
he  was  conferring  regarding  the  finding 
of  a  suitable  wife  for  his  son,  Hesiod: 
"There  is  no  better  family  in  Athens,  Sir 
Counsellor,  than  that  of  Lady  Damaris. 
But  I  like  not  the  mannish  ways  of  her 
elder  daughter.  I  fear  that  she  would 
want  to  dominate  her  husband,  as  she 
does  her  mother." 

"Nay,  nay,  my  lord,"  had  answered 
the  counsellor,  "the  maid  doth  not  domi- 
nate her  mother.  That  is  merely  her  man- 
ner of  speech." 

"I  like  it  not,"  was  the  dry  answer  of 
Dionysius  the  Areopagite. 

But  Hestia  was  certainly  in  a  dominat- 
ing mood  now.  Her  younger  sister,  Hera, 
sat  idly  strumming  the  strings  of  a  harp, 
listening  to  Hestia's  tirade.  Hera,  too,  was 
beautiful,  with  an  elusive  sylphan  charm, 
but  she  had  not  shared  her  sister's  educa- 
tion. She  could  play  the  harp,  and  was 
a  beautiful  spinner.  She  was  mistress  of 
all  domestic  arts  as  an  Athenian  woman 
was  expected  to  be.  If  her  mind  did  not 
have  the  keenness  which  had  been  given 
Hestia's  by  training,  her  heart  was  gentler 
and  kinder.  It  was  to  her  more  than  to  her 
sister  that  Lady  Damaris  turned  for  sym- 
pathy and  companionship. 

Hera  listened  quietly  to  her  sister. 
Hestia  was  perhaps  the  only  girl  in 
Athens  who  would  have  dared  to  so 
criticize  her  mother.  Lady  Damaris,  al- 
ways rather  liberal  in  her  habits,  had  hap- 
pened near  the     Areopagus     when     one 


Paulus,  a  Jew,  had  been  speaking  to  the 
Athenians  on  religion.  The  stranger's 
speech  had  been  convincing,  and  Damaris 
had  believed  his  doctrines.  This  was 
the  cause  of  Hestia's  anger. 

"Should  the  head  of  our  family  listen 
to  every  street  prattler?"  she  raged.  "It  is 
such  nonsense  anyway,  this  talk  of  the 
dead  rising  again.  Our  mother  would  bet- 
ter attend  to  the  future  of  her  living 
family  before  she  contemplates  seeing  the 
dead  arise." 

"Hush,  Hestia,"  protested  Hera,  at 
last.  "You  know  not  of  what  you  speak. 
When  has  our  mother  failed  to  right  de- 
cisions? If  she  believes  this  doctrine,  there 
must  be  wisdom  in  it.  And  it  is  not  so 
new  and  strange.  You  yourself  know  of 
the  altar  of  the  unknown  God.  It  is  He 
that  Paulus  proclaims.  He  is  the  Maker  of 
all  things,  not  just  a  petty  god  who  rules 
the  sea  or  the  winds  or  the  stars.  The 
whole  universe  is  His,  and  in  Him  we 
live  and  move  and  have  our  being.  Your 
studies  have  taught  you,  Hestia,  that  we 
are  God's  offspring.  Why,  then,  do  you 
resent  this  teaching  that  enables  us  to 
find  Him  as  our  Father?" 

"Thou,  too,  believest?"  sneered  Hestia. 
"Well,  know,  little  Hera,  what  this  wild 
heterodoxy  will  do  for  you  and  me.  Al- 
ready the  Lady  Damaris  is  considered  too 
liberal  in  her  views.  Let  her  but  embrace 
this  strange  doctrine,  and  no  wooers  will 
knock  at  our  gate.  Knowest  thou  not  that 
I  am  twenty  years  old  and  thyself  art 
eighteen?  Why  have  we  not  been  be- 
trothed ere  this?  Let  our  mother  follow 
this  Jew  and  we  shall  go  virgin  to  our 
graves. "So  did  the  arrogant  Hestia  put 
upon  her  mother  blame  that  belonged  on- 
ly to  herself. 

"Nay,  Hestia,"  said  Hera,  gently, 
"blame  not  our  mother.  Thy  betrothal 
should  precede  mine,  and  is  it  not  likely 
that  thy  erudition  exalts  thee  to  the  point 
that  those  who  seek  wives  dare  not  ask 
menial  service  of  you?  A  wife  must 
serve.'' 

The  entrance  of  Lady  Damaris  inter- 
rupted the  conversation,  but  Hera's  im- 
plied compliment  to  her  sister  had  a 
mollifying  influence.  Hestia  was  happy 
if  there  was  some  one  to  do  her  homage. 

"Ah!  the  supper  is  warm  in  the  oven," 
said  Damaris,  with  a  pleased  smile.  "My 
household  angel  has  been  busy,  as  usual." 
Hera  was  deftly  placing  the  earthenware 
dishes  for  the  evening  meal.  A  bit  sul- 
lenly Hestia  took  her  place.  She  might 
rage  to  her  sister,  but  in  her  mother's 
presence  her  wrath  merely  smoldered. 
Hera  and  Damaris  talked  pleasantly  of 
the  events  of  the  day. 


"Didst  hear  him  again,  mother?"  asked 
Hera. 

"Hear  whom,  beloved?"  asked  her 
mother,  who  was  accurately  dividing  a 
baked  loaf  into  thirds.  Hestia  suddenly 
saw  an  opportunity  to  express  herself 
without  seeming  to  criticize  her  mother. 

"She  means  that  babbler,  Paulus, 
mother,"  she  explained.  "Little  Hera  is 
enamored  of  that  wild  tale  you  brought 
us  yesterday  of  the  Jew  who  proclaimed 
the  doctrine  of  the  resurrection  of  the 
dead.  I  have  just  been  telling  her  that 
you  will  look  first  to  the  future  of  your 
living  family  before  you  contemplate  its 
dead  members  rising  agian.  It  is  not  for 
such  a  family  as  ours  to  follow  these  wild 
heresies." 

"Speak  gently,  my  Hestia,"  reproved 
her  mother.  "To  believe  in  a  hereafter 
is  no  wild  heresy.  Have  not  your  studies 
taught  you  of  the  Elysian  fields  and  the 
Isles  of  the  Blest.  We  Greeks  have  always 
had  a  yearning  for  a  future  life.  This 
man  you  call  a  babbler  tells  of  One  who 
died  and  rose  again.  I  do  in  truth  believe 
him.  Nay,  Hera,  I  heard  him  not  again. 
He  has  gone  to  Corinth.  But  I  am  not 
alone  in  my  belief.  Many  who  heard  him 
yesterday  at  the  Areopagus  are  saying 
that  there  is  much  in  his  teachings.  Some 
would  organize  around  the  altar  of  the 
unknown  God,  but  there  is  danger  in 
that,  that  we  shall  become  but  another 
idol  cult,  of  which  Athens  already  has 
too  many.  It  was  of  the  spirit  that 
Paulus  spoke,  and  that  is  what  we  must 
seek.  This  Jesus  who  rose  again,  still 
lives.  For  myself  I  mean  to  follow  Him. 
His  teaching  is  one  of  freedom,  and  so 
I  can  not  coerce  my  daughters,  but  I 
fain  would  have  both  of  you  join  me  in 
seeking   Him." 

Both  girls  sat  silent,  but  for  widely 
different  reasons.  Hera's  heart  was  too 
deeply  touched  for  words.  Hestia  was 
too  angry  to  speak.  Her  keen  mind  told 
her  that  her  mother's  stand  was  right,  but 
she  feared  some  social  odium  would  at- 
tach itself  to  them  if  they  became  Chris- 
tians. 

Supper  over,  Hera  shared  her  mother's 
task  of  preparing  for  the  morrow.  Hestia 
pretended  to  be  reading  a  scroll,  but  in 
reality  she  was  brooding  over  the  harm 
that  she  believed  would  come  to  her 
through  her  mother's  acceptance  of  this 
new  religion.  Who  would  seek  as  a  bride 
a  girl  from  a  family  of  heretics?  Only 
recently  they  had  heard  of  the  search  of 
Dionysius  the  Areopagite  for  a  bride  for 
his  son  Hesiod,  who  was  counted  the 
handsomest  youth  in  Athens.  Hestia  had 
secretly  hoped  that  her  reputation  for 
beauty  and  wit  might  attract  them.  But 
all  such  hopes  she  felt  would  be  blasted 
by  her  mother  following  this  new  re- 
ligion. Hera  and  her  mother  talked  in 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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fy.  21  <?.   ^Programs 

OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  Intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  In  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  Is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
',r<    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
landed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
Intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  Is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  Is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  yon  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in    a    T.    P.   E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  ana 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    frienns. 


Bible  Lesson 

Cletta  Wales 

Topic,  "FROM  EARTH  TO  THE  NEW 
JERUSALEM" 

Scripture  Lesson:  John   10:1-16 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader: 

We  all  are  on  a  journey  from  earth  to 
somewhere  and  our  subject  tonight  will 
be  on  the  journey  "From  Earth  to  the 
New  Jerusalem."  We  are  interested  in 
how  we  may  reach  this  wonderful  place 
and  therefore  escape  the  place  of  eternal 
punishment  or  everlasting  darkness.  We 
are  only  permitted  to  live  on  earth  a  short 
while  at  the  most  and  our  greatest  con- 
cern while  here  should  be  our  prepara- 
tion for  a  better  world  when  we  must 
make  this  journey  from  earth.  First  we 
must 

BE  SURE  TO  TAKE  THE  RIGHT 

ROAD,  John  14:6 

"I  am  the  way,  the  truth ,  and  the  life." 

The  fullness  of  the  precious  words  of 

our  text  can  probably  never  be  taken  in 

by    man.    He    that    attempts    to      unfold 

them    does    little    more    than    scratch    the 


surface  of  a  rich  soil. 

Christ  is  "the  way" — the  way  to  heav- 
en and  peace  with  God.  He  is  not  only 
the  guide,  and  teacher,  and  lawgiver,  like 
Moses:  He  is  Himself  the  door,  the  lad- 
der, and  the  road,  through  whom  we 
must  draw  near  to  God.  He  has  opened 
the  way  to  the  tree  of  life,  which  was 
closed  when  Adam  and  Eve  fell,  by  the 
satisfaction  He  made  for  us  on  the  cross. 
Through  His  blood  we  may  draw  near 
with  boldness,  and  have  access  with  con- 
fidence into  God's  presence   (Eph.  3:12). 

Christ  is  "the  truth" — the  whole  sub- 
stance of  true  religion  which  the  mind 
of  man  requires.  Without  Him  the  wisest 
heathen  groped  in  gross  darkness,  and 
knew  nothing  rightly  about  God.  Be- 
fore He  came  even  the  Jews  saw  "through 
a  glass  darkly,"  and  discerned  nothing 
distinctly  under  the  types,  figures,  and 
ceremonies  of  the  Mosaic  law.  Christ  is 
the  whole  truth,  and  meets  and  satisfies 
every   desire  of   the   human  mind. 

Christ  is  "the  life" — the  sinner's  title 
to  eternal  life  and  pardon,  the  believer's 
root  of  spiritual  life  and  holiness,  the 
surety  of  the  Christian's  resurrection  life. 
He  that  believeth  on  Christ  hath  ever- 
lasting life.  He  that  abideth  in  Him,  as 
the  branch  abides  in  the  vine,  shall  bring 
forth  much  fruit.  He  that  believeth  on 
Him,  though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he 
live.  The  root  of  all  life,  for  soul  and  for 
body,    is   Christ. 

TAKE  IMMEDIATE  PASSAGE 
2  Cor.  6:2 
"I  have  heard  thee."  These  words  are 
addressed  to  the  "servant  of  Jehovah." 
(See  Isa.  49:1-8.)  And  accordingly  the 
apostles  founds  upon  them  the  cheering 
assurance  "Now  since  He  has  been  made 
sin  for  us,  and  has  sent  to  you  His  am- 
bassadors entreating  you  to  be  reconciled 
— now  is  the  acceptable  time  of  God's 
grace."  The  "day"  has  come  to  which  the 
prophet  looked  forward.  Do  not,  there- 
fore, in  your  own  case,  nullify  so  great 
a  blessing.  God  has  told  us  in  Scripture 
of  a  time  of  grace  and  of  a  day  of  sal- 
vation; and  this  is  that  blessed  time  of 
grace  and  that  day  of  salvation. 

NO  STOP-OVER  ALLOWED 
John  8:31,  32 
"Believe  on  him."  They  had  believed 
His  statement  that  He  was  the  Messiah, 
but  they  had  not  believed  "on"  Him 
with  religious  faith  as  the  Light  and  Life 
of  men.  Christ's  words  exasperated  these 
Pharisaic  believers,  because  He  implied 
(  1)  that  they  would  have  to  amend  their 
lives  in  order  to  abide  in  His  Word, 
whereas  they  considered  their  conduct 
perfect;  (2)  that  they  were  ignorant  of 
saving  truth,  whereas  they  regarded 
themselves  in  complete  possession  of  it; 
(3)  that  they  were  not  spiritually  free, 
because  superstitiously  attached     to     the 


letter  of  the  imperfect  Mosaic  law.  "They 
shall  make  you  free."  Not  only  from  the 
bondage  of  error  and  sin,  but  even  from 
mere  legal  compulsion,  so  that  your  serv- 
ice of  God  shall  be  spontaneous  and 
cheerful.  See  Rom.  7:2,   15. 

IMPLICIT  TRUST  IN  THE  CON- 
DUCTOR, Acts  16:31 

To  be  saved  by  Christ  means  that  He 
brings  in  His  hand  to  the  penitent  soul  a 
pardon  signed  and  sealed  for  the  offences 
of  the  past.  It  may  be  admitted  at  once 
that  no  one  understands  the  full  mean- 
ing of  the  Atonement,  and  that  no 
genius  has  as  yet  been  able  to  construct 
a  theory  which  leaves  no  difficulty  to  the 
thoughtful  mind.  Nevertheless,  thank 
God!  we  receive  our  pardon  not  from 
any  theory  of  the  Atonement,  but  by 
reason  of  the  fact  of  it;  and  even  if  no 
other  statement  had  been  made  by  the 
Savior  when  He  came,  this  should  have 
been  enough — "The  Son  of  man  is  come 
to  give  his  life  for  many,"  for  the  sins 
of  the  whole  world. 

Belief  in  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  admits 
us  into  a  fresh  power  of  life.  Heaven  is 
not  full  of  merely  pardoned  felons,  but 
of  holy  saints,  and  we  become  holy  by 
the  life  of  Christ  within  us. 

A  living  faith  in  Jesus  Christ  lights  up 
the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  and 
dissipates  the  pessimism  of  the  man  who 
seems  to  see  everything  lying  under  the 
dominion  of  ruthless  chance.  Do  we  ask 
how  this  great  moral  miracle  comes  to 
pass?  Simply  because  Christ  Himself  is 
to  the  faithful  as  a  great  rock  in  a  weary 
land. 
TICKET  IS  NOT  TRANSFERABLE 
Gal.  6:5 

The  direct  reference  is  to  the  burden 
of  temptation,  but  the  words  of  the 
apostle  allow  a  larger  interpretation,  and 
we  may  justly  regard  him  as  implying 
here  the  burden  of  personal  responsibility. 
There  is  something  singular  and  incom- 
municable in  each  individual  lot.  We 
must  help  others  because  we  have  a  bur- 
den of  our  own,  is  the  touching  argu- 
ment of  the  apostle;  but  it  is  also  im- 
plied that  we  must  not  shirk  our  personal 
burden.  Let  us  notice  several  ways  by 
which  the  sense  of  individual  responsi- 
bility may  be  injured,  and  the  serious 
consequences  of  such  injury. 

The  sense  of  responsibility  is  threat- 
ened by  the  philosophy  of  our  day.  Much 
of  our  modern  science  and  philosophy 
strives  to  show  that  we  are  the  victims 
of  necessity.  The  teachings  of  this  phi- 
losophy we  must  steadily  resist.  Physical 
laws  do  not  explain  our  character,  our 
conduct,  our  experience,  our  graces  and 
vices,  our  consciousness  of  innocence  or 
guilt.  There  is  something  in  us  that 
there  is  not  in  nature.  If  we  exert  aright 
our  energy  of  will  nature  enters  into 
league  with  us,  and  her  richest  outcome 
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will  be  the  noble  men  and  women  who 
knew  how  to  use  without  abusing  her. 

Let  us  note  how  the  sense  of  responsi- 
bility is  endangered  by  ecclesiasticism.  If 
revelation  teaches  any  one  doctrine  with 
perfect  clearness,  it  is  that  of  our  per- 
sonal relation  to  God,  our  personal  ac- 
countability to  God,  and  really  everything 
in  character  and  practical  life  seems  to 
depend  upon  the  full  recognition  of  this 
fundamental  truth.  Whatever  ecclesiasti- 
cism assumes  or  promises,  we  must  brave- 
ly bear  our  burden. 

Finally,  note  the  sense  of  personal  re- 
sponsibility as  it  is  affected  by  business 
and  domestic  life.  In  our  business  life  let 
us  realize  our  obligation.  In  domestic  life 
realize  individual  responsibility.  Respect 
your  responsibility.  Do  not  confound 
yourself  with  other  people,  do  not  lean 
upon  other  people,  stand  on  your  feet. 
We  may  not  put  our  burden  pn  our 
brother,  but  we  may  lean  on  God. 
::•    ;:-    * 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Esther  Holland 
Topic,  "THE  MEANING  OF  EASTER" 

Scripture  Lesson:  Matt.  28. 
Thoughts  jor  the  Leader: 

When  the  Laster  season  approaches 
many  of  us  begin  to  think  of  new 
clothes,  something  with  which  to  adorn 
ourselves  for  the  occasion.  And  after  all, 
it  isn't  so  strange  that  such  thoughts 
should  present  themselves,  for  Easter 
brings  new  life  to  the  flowers,  new  life 
to  the  plants,  and  a  new  note  to  the  song 
of  the  birds,  so  the  human  mind  yearns 
for  something  fresh,  something  new, 
more  or  less  in  keeping  with  nature.  And 
this  only  is  what  tne  world  sees  of  Easter. 
But  for  the  child  of  God  Easter  means 
much  more. 

TO  THE  FAITHFUL  WOMEN 

Although  the  disciples  had  declared 
their  love  and  loyalty  to  Jesus  only  a  few 
hours  prior  to  the  betrayal,  these  women 
proved  their  love,  first  by  remaining  at 
the  cross  until  Joseph  laid  the  body  in  the 
tomb,  and  after  observing  the  place  and 
manner  of  burial,  they  returned  to  their 
homes  and  prepared  spices  with  which  to 
anoint  the  body  of  Him  whom  they 
loved.  Early  the  first  day  of  the  week 
as  the  day  began  to  dawn,  they  hurried 
to  the  sepulchre  with  the  emblems  of 
their  love  which  they  had  prepared.  Yes, 
they  thought  of  the  huge  stone  that  had 
been  placed  at  the  entrance  of  the  grave, 
nevertheless  they  hurried  on  their 
mission  expecting  to  anoint  the  dead  body 
of  their  Lord.  And  when  they  came  all 
obstacles,  yes,  the  heavy  stone,  had  been 
removed.  And  as  they  looked  in  the  tomb 
they  saw  the  heavenly  messengers  who 
told  them  that  Jesus  had  arisen — and  they 
sent  them  to  bear  the  glad  tidings  to  the 
disciples.  But  Mary  was  not  satisfied  to 
leave  the  sepulchre     and  as  she  remained 


and  wept  Jesus  Himself  appeared  unto 
her  and  spoke  words  of  comfort  and 
gave  her  a  special  message  and  testimony. 
So  can  you  and  I  receive  a  special  mes- 
sage when  we  have  a  desire  deep  enough 
to  tarry  until  Jesus  speaks  to  us  and  then, 
and  only  then,  will  our  testimony  be  so 
forceful  that  others  can  say  we  have 
been  with  Jesus.  The  women  were  last 
at  the  cross,  first  at  the  tomb,  first  to 
carry  the  message  of  the  resurrection  and 
among  the  first  who  received  the  baptism 
of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

TO  THE  DISCIPLES 

The  eleven  who  had  followed  Jesus  so 
faithfully  until  the  night  of  the  be- 
trayal in  the  Garden  of  Gethsemane,  now 
became  the  weary,  doubtful,  and  broken- 
hearted Jews.  But  when  the  Sabbath  was 
past  and  the  faithful  women  brought  the 
good  news  that  Jesus  was  alive  to  be  alive 
forevermore,  they  could  not  understand 
it.  They  didn't  believe  the  testimony  of 
those  who  had  seen  Him  and  when  they 
came  and  saw  the  empty  tomb,  they 
were  perplexed,  puzzled.  But  this  was  not 
for  long,  for  soon  Jesus  appeared  to  them 
as  they  were  assembled  together  for  fear 
of  the  Jews  and  upbraided  them  in  their 
unbelief,  until  even  doubting  Thomas 
was  made  to  exclaim,  "My  Lord  and  my 
God."  And  yet  for  all  this,  they  were 
tempted  to  return  to  their  former  oc- 
cupation of  fishing,  but  after  a  night  of 
fruitless  toil,  Jesus  stood  on  the  shore, 
called  unto  them,  filled  their  net  with 
great  fishes,  and  served  them  with  hot 
breakfast.  After  they  had  dined,  in  tones 
of  tenderest  love,  He  brought  the  confes- 
sion of  true  love  from  the  lips  of  Peter 
and  then  gave  the  disciples  the  great  com- 
mission, 'Go  ye  into  all  the  world  and 
preach  the  gospel  to  every  creature,  bap- 
tizing them  in  the  name  of  the  Father, 
and  of  the  Son  and  of  the  Holy  Ghost," 
adding  the  precious  promises,  "and  lo,  I 
am  with  you  alway,  even  unto  the  end 
of  the  world."  Yes,  they  were  sent  to 
preach  the  gospel  of  the  resurrected 
Christ,  the  one  who  had  been  victorious 
and  on  Easter  morning  had  come  forth 
victor  over  death  and  the  grave. 
TO  YOU  AND  ME 

But  what  does  Easter  mean  to  us?  a 
new  adorning?  Yes,  but  let  it  be  that  of 
a  meek  and  quiet  spirit,  "for  a  broken 
and  contrite  heart  the  Lord  will  not  des- 
pise." And  let  it  be  also  one  of  cleanli- 
ness arrd  godliness — in  other  words,  God 
looks  at  the  heart  and  those  who  are 
meek  and  lowly  in  heart  find  rest  in  Je- 
sus because  He  lives,  and  gives  that  same 
eternal  life  to  all  who  will  call  upon 
Him.  And  in  coming  forth  from  the 
grave,  He  won  the  victory  over  death, 
sin,  and  the  grave,  and  extends  to  you  and 
me  the  same  power  to  be  victorious 
through  Him,  if  we  are  His  children.  So 
if    we   are   living   in   Christ   when    death 


knocks  at  our  door,  we  may  be  assured 
that  when  the  last  trump  of  God  shall 
sound  these  old  bodies  which  shall  have 
been  planted  in  the  ground,  will  come 
forth  immortal  bodies  and  we  will  be 
found  in  His  likeness.  Paul  says  that  if 
"Christ  be  not  risen  from  the  dead,  then 
our  faith  is  vain,"  but  He  is  risen  and 
become  the  firstfruits  of  them  that 
slept.  Therefore,  if  there  had  been  no  re- 
surrection of  the  Son  of  God,  there 
would  have  been  no  gospel  to  preach 
after  the  crucifixion  and  as  Paul  said, 
"If  in  this  life  only  we  have  hope,  we 
are  of  all  men  most  miserable,"  but 
praise  be  to  God,  we  have,  a  living  hope 
in  a  living  God  that  we  shall  be  quick- 
ened on  that  great  and  notable  day  and 
that  we  shall  live  eternallv  with  Jesus  who 
is  the  "Resurrection  and  the  Life."  And 
all  because  He  arose  on  the  first  Easter 
morning.  How  we  do  thank  the  Lord  for 
the  resurrection  power  of  the  Lord  and 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  and  when  we  think 
of  the  great  time  ahead  of  us,  how  it  be- 
hooves us  to  cling  closer  to  Him  than 
ever  before  lest  we  should  be  found  un- 
prepared, lest  our  vessels  should  be  with- 
out oil,  lest  we  should  fail  to  be  quick- 
ened. Dear  ones,  let's  live  closer  to  God 
in  the  future  than  we  have  in  the  past. 
AFRAID  OF  DEATH 

An  unconverted  mother  had  a  great 
fear  of  death.  For  this  reason  she  would 
not  go  to  church  lest  she  heard  death 
mentioned.  Her  little  son  who  went  to 
Sunday  School  heard  the  Easter  lesson 
taught.  He  ran  home  to  his  mother  with 
the  glad  news,  saying,  "Mother,  you  need 
not  be  afraid  to  die,  'cause  Jesus  went 
through  the  grave  and  left  a  light  behind 
Him."  The  words  gripped  the  mother  and 
stayed  with  her.  A  neighbor  invited  her 
to  go  to  revival  meetings  that  were  being 
held.  She  went  and  while  there  she  gave 
herself  to  Christ  who  died  for  her. 

Every  day  of  our  life  on  earth  we 
should  thank  Christ  for  His  wonderful 
love  in  dying  in  our  stead  so  as  to  make 
eternal  life  possible  for  all  who  receive 
Him. 

"Is   this   the   right   road   home,   O  Lord? 

the  clouds  are  dark  and  still, 
The  stony  path  is  hard  to  tread,  each  step 

brings  some  fresh  ill. 
I  thought  the  way  would  brighter  grow 

and  that  the  sun  with  warmth  would 

glow, 
And  joyous  songs  from  free  hearts  flow, 

is  this  the  right  road  home?" 

"Yes  child,  this  very  path  I  trod;  the 
clouds  were  dark  for  me, 

The  stormy  path  was  sharp  and  hard,  not 
sight,  but  faith,  could  see 

That  at  the  end  the  sun  shines  bright  for- 
ever where  there  is  no  night, 

And  glad  hearts  rest  from  earth's  fierce 
fight;  it  is  the  right  road  home." 
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Bible  Lesson 


Topic,  "WHAT  MUST  I  DO  TO  BE 
SAVED?" 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
Rev.  22:17 

We  may  have  salvation  and  have  it 
freely  if  we  will  only  accept.  There  are 
five  steps  we  are  to  take  if  we  are  to 
really  and  truly  know  God  in  peace.  We 
cannot  buy  salvation  but  we  can  accept 
it.  Jesus  said,  "Ye  will  not  come  to  me, 
that  ye  might  have  life." 

The  Phiiippian  jailer  asked,  "What 
must  1  do  to  be  saved?"  and  Paul  and 
Silas  said,  "Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  and  thou  shalt  be  saved,  and  thy 
house." 

REPENT 
Luke  13:5 

The  first  step  is  to  repent.  Repentance 
is  the  willingness  and  the  decision  by 
God's  help  to  turn  from  all  sins.  We  can- 
not do  this  within  our  own  strength  but 
God  is  able  to  help  us.  If  we  will  furnish 
the  willingness  Jesus  will  furnish  the 
power.  We  can  forsake  sin  and  this  we 
will  do  when  we  see  its  consequences.  He 
who  repents  turns  to  Christ,  and  he  who 
turns  to  Christ  repents. 
BELIEVE 
Rom.   10:4 

The  second  step  is  to  believe.  What 
am  I  to  believe?  Believe  that  the  Son  of 
God  bore  your  sins  in  His  own  body  on 
the  cross,  1  Peter  2:24.  Though  we  may 
have  turned  astray,  the  Lord  has  laid  on 
Jesus  the  iniquity  of  us  all.  We  must  be- 
lieve on  Jesus  if  we  are  ever  saved.  He 
freely  gave  His  life  on  the  cross  that  we 
might  have  this  life  eternal. 
RECEIVE 
John    1:12 

The  third  step  is  to  receive.  When  we 
receive  Him,  He  gives  us  power  to  be- 
come the  son  of  God.  You  may  say,  I  do 
believe  but  I  don't  think  I  am  saved. 
You  may  believe  things  about  Jesus,  but 
do  you  believe  on  Him?  You  may  believe 
the  aeroplane  to  be  a  good  one,  and  that 
it  will  take  people  to  their  destination 
safely,  but  do  you  believe  it  will  carry 
you  safely?  Are  you  willing  to  trust  your 
life  to  it,  and  risk  all?  The  personal  trust 
in  a  personal  Savior  is  what  is  lacking. 
Do  it  now,  and  say  to  Him,  "Lord  Jesus, 
I  do  now  accept  Thee  as  my  own  Savior.'' 
CONFESS 

The  fourth  step  is  to  confess.  "He  who 
receives  Christ  as  Savior  confesses  Him 
as  Lord,"  because  "If  thou  shalt  confess 
with  thy  mouth  the  Lord  Jesus,  and 
shalt  believe  in  thine  heart  that  God  hath 
raised  Him  from  the  dead,  thou  shalt  be 
saved,"  Rom.  10:9. 

We  cannot  truly  love  the  Lord  if  we 
will  not  confess  Him  to  men. 

A  Christian  boy  going  out  to  work 
with    non-Christian      boys   was   asked   on 


his  return  home,  "Did  the  boys  tempt 
and  persecute  you  because  of  your  re- 
ligion?" He  said,  "They  did  not  know 
that  I  had  religion."  So  it  is,  his  experi- 
ence wasn't  very  deep.  If  we  love  our 
Lord  Jesus  we  will  have  enough  grace  to 
stand  and  tell  others  about  His  love.  We 
cannot  stand  still. 

OBEY 
John    14:15 

"If  you  love  me  keep  my  command- 
ments." "He  that  saith,  I  know  him,  and 
keepeth  not  his  commandments,  is  a  liar, 
and  the  truth  is  not  in  him,"  1  John  2: 
4. 

If  we  keep  His  commandments  we  are 
His  children  for  the  scripture  says,  "Ye 
know  me  if  you  keep  my  command- 
ments." Others  will  know  we  are  His 
children  by  our  fruits.  It  is  the  vine  that 
makes  the  grapes  and  not  the  grapes  that 
make  the  vine. 

CONCLUSION 

So  as  we  repent,  believe,  receive,  con- 
fess, obey,  we  will  more  and  more  come 
to  know  the  perfect  peace  of  God  in  our 
hearts,  and  the  power  of  God  in  our 
lives. 

Bible  Lesson 

Geneva  Carroll 

Topic,  "IS  GOD  CALLING  YOU?" 

Matt.  23:37 
Leading  Thought: 

In  reading  the  above  text  we  find  the 
Lord  Jesus  using  a  very  common  and 
simple  language  to  convey  most  of  the 
deepest  and  important  truths  of  His 
Word.  In  this  verse  He  employs  the  use 
of  a  hen  and  her  chicks  to  speak  to  us  in 
a  homely,  and  yet  in  a  most  beautiful  and 
effective   manner. 

Did  you  ever  take  time  to  watch  the 
old  mother  hen  with  her  chicks?  This 
message  will  be  far  more  effective  to 
those  who  have  been  or  will  be  around 
this  creature  of  the  barnyard  with  her 
little  brood. 

There  are  at  least  five  distinct  calls  of 
the  old  mother  hen  which  will  be  pointed 
out  in  this  lesson. 

This  lesson  gives  us  a  glimpse  into  the 
human  heart  of  our  Savior.  How  tender 
and  kind  are  His  calls  to  us  and  how 
careless   we  have   been. 

THE  DANGER  CALL 
1  Cor.   10:13 

There  are  many  hawks  hovering  over 
the  child  of  God  at  all  times.  We  are  al- 
ways in  danger  and  always  in  need  of 
Him.  If  we  will  hear  His  call  and  do  not 
stray  too  far  from  Him,  He  will  help 
us. 

God  is  ever  watching  over  us  and 
knows  just  what  we  can  stand  and  He 
said  that  He  would  not  suffer  us  to 
be   tempted   above   that    which      we   can 


bear,  but  will  with  the  temptation  also 
make  a  way  to  escape,  that  we  may  be 
able  to  bear  it. 

We  must  not  neglect  this  call  for  the 
scripture  says:  "How  shall  we  escape,  if 
we  neglect  so  great  salvation,"  Heb.  11: 
6. 

THE  FOOD  CALL 

Most  of  us  have  little  trouble  coming 
when  called  for  our  meals.  "Call  me  any- 
thing, but  call  me  in  time  to  eat"  is  a 
very  common  saying  among  us.  Yet 
many  of  God's  people  do  not  feed  the 
soul.  Christ's  food  calls  are  not  heeded  by 
many.  We  can  easily  tell  those  who  have 
heeded  that  call.  When  a  big  healthy  man 
stands  before  us  we  readily  conclude  that 
there  is  a  man  that  looks  after  his  food. 
He  eats  and  it  shows  up  on  him,  to  be 
sure.  That  can  be  equally  true  in  the 
spiritual  realm.  We  can  tell  those  that 
daily  feed  upon  the  spiritual  food  that 
our  Lord  offers,  and  we  can  tell  it  more 
easily  when  we  neglect  this  same  feeding 
on  Him  in  our  own  lives. 

The  Lord  Jesus  is  our  soul  food,  John 
6:53-63. 

THE  SHELTER  CALL 

"For  thou  hast  been  a  shelter  for  me, 
and  a  strong  tower  from  the  enemy,"  Ps. 
61:3. 

We  can  feel  the  strong  arm  of  the  Lord 
leading  us  in  the  midst  of  trouble  if  we 
will  depend  upon  Him.  Truly  the  Lord 
is  our  Shepherd,  and  what  a  shelter  He 
is  to  us  today.  He  is  a  rock  to  our  weary 
hearts  and  a  shelter  from  the  storm  to- 
day. Let  us  abide  under  the  wings  of  the 
Almighty. 

THE  NIGHT  CALL 

Unless  the  Lord  should  come  very 
soon,  some  of  us  will  hear  the  night  call. 
All  must  pass  that  way  sooner  or  later, 
but  what  a  joy  it  is  to  know  that  we  need 
not  go  that  way  alone. 

"Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  val- 
ley of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear 
no  evil:  for  thou  art  with  me;  thy  rod 
and  thy  staff  they  comfort  me,"  Ps.  23: 
4. 

"Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled:  ye 
believe  in  God,  believe  also  in  me.  In  my 
Father's  house  are  many  mansions:  if  it 
were  not  so,  I  would  have  told  you.  I  go 
to  prepare  a  place  for  you.  And  if  I  go 
and  prepare  a  place  for  you,  I  will  come 
again,  and  receive  you  unto  myself;  that 
where  I  am,  there  ye  may  be  also,"  John 
14:1-3   . 

THE  CARESS  CALL 

Can  you  not  see  and  hear  the  old 
mother  hen  as  she  calls  out  this  cheery 
note?  And  can  you  not  see  the  chicks 
come  running  to  her? 

It    may    be   a   sunny   day,   and   it   may 

not,  but  now  there  is  no  danger;  no  need 

of  food;  no  storm;  no  night;  but  just  a 

longing  to  have  her  brood  near  her.  What 

(Continued  on  page  23) 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  read  your  wonderful  little  paper 
for  about  two  years  now  and  think  it 
most   inspiring   for  young  folks. 

The  story,  "At  the  Crossroads,"  is  one 
of  the  most  interesting  I've  ever  read  and 
I'm  very  much  of  a  "book-worm."  Also 
the  poetry  is  grand,  especially  the  Feb- 
ruary issue  has  more  good  things  in  it 
than  any  issue  I  remember  reading.  This 
is  the  reason  I  wish  the  friends  of  mine 
to  have  an  opportunity  to  take  the  paper. 
Please  send  a  sample  copy  to  them. — 
Mrs.  Riley  Van  Matre,  Edinburg,  Tex. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  precious  name!  I 
feel  I  should  write  and  express  my  grati- 
tude for  the  wonderful  work  you  are  do- 
ing as  editor  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It 
has  been  a  real  blessing  to  me  but  espe- 
cially your  message  in  the  February  issue 
was  good. 

I  attend  the  services  at  West  Devon 
quite  regularly  although  it  is  about  five 
miles  from  my  home. 

May  the  Lord  give  you  health  and 
strength  that  you  may  continue  this 
wonderful  work. 

I  would  appreciate  corresponding  with 
anyone  who  wishes  to  write. — Hermon 
Dignan,  Howlan,  P.  E.  I.,  Canada. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  surely  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  Although  I  haven't  been  read- 
ing it  very  long  I  know  it  has  been  a 
blessing  to  my  soul. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Vicksburg  is  in- 
creasing. Pray  that  it  may  continue  to 
do  so  and  thai  the  unsaved  boys  and 
girls  of  this  community  may  be  led  to 
the  Lord.  Also  pray  foi  me  that  I  will 
ever  do  the  will  of  the  Lord  and  that  I 
will  be  a  soul-winner  for  Jesus. — Edith 
Southerland,  Steele,  Mo. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Surely  that  burden  you  had  was  for 
me.  Your  message  this  month  surely  was 
the  best  you  have  written.  I  just  wish  to 
express  my  appreciation  to  you  for  your 
great  work.  Your  message  each  month 
means  so  much  to  me.  I  want  you  to 
know  I  thank  God  a  thousand  times  for 
you  and  our  little  paper.  I  think  it  is  one 
of  the  best  I  have  ever  read.  Dear,  you 
don't  realize  the  good  you  are  doing. 
Nothing  but  the  judgment  will  ever  re- 
veal it.  I  can't  find  words  to  express 
what  you  mean  to  me.  I  was  so  discour- 
aged when  I  read  your  little  message  in 


this  last  paper;  I  could  hardly  read  for 
crying.  Praise  the  Lord,  I  found  encour- 
agement in  your  message.  I  hope  these 
few  lines  will  be  a  help  to  you.  Oh,  may 
this  letter  encourage  you.  I  just  want 
you  to  know  your  labor  is  not  in  vain. — 
Mrs.   Gertrude  Coster. 

*   *   •» 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  name  of  Jesus.  Praise 
His  name.  I  can  not  explain  how  the 
Lord  is  blessing  here.  It  seems  that  the 
Lord  just  opens  up  the  windows  of  heav- 
en and  we  feast  on  His  goodness.  People 
are  crying  out  for  mercy.  God  is  saving 
and  many  times  the  Holy  Ghost  just 
covers  us  up,  it  seems,  then  we  are  hid 
away  in  the  Lord,  praise  His  wonderful 
name.  Never  before  in  my  life  have  I 
felt  that  our  time  is  short  as  I  feel  it 
now.  Young  people  everywhere,  just  look 
up  for  the  Lord  is  soon  coming.  Don't 
give  up  for  the  harder  the  battle  the 
sweeter  the  victory  and  the  victory  is 
ours.  The  Lord  is  our  commander  and  I 
don't  believe  He  has  better  soldiers  than 
the  young  people.  May  the  Lord  bless  you 
is  our  prayer. — Johnnie  Cooper. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  let  you  know  how  much  1 
appreciate  your  wonderful  paper,  The 
Lighted  Pathway.  It  surely  is  a  light  to 
each  one's  pathway,  if  they  will  only 
read  it  deeply.  It  contains  some  wonder- 
ful messages. 

The  Y.  P.  E.  is  just  small  at  Denton 
but  I  really  thank  God  that  we  have 
the  privilege  of  having  such  wonderful 
services  for  the  young  people  who  are 
trying  to  live  for  God.  I  am  praying  that 
our  Y.  P.  E.  will  increase  more  and  more 
until  we  can  have  more  useful  workers 
for  the  glory  of  God. — Mrs.  Lockie  M. 
Osborne. 

DENTON'S  Y.  P.  E. 

This  is  our  Y.  P.  E. 

It's  very  small  you  see; 

But,  dear  Lord,  we  want  to  be, 

Willing  workers,  Lord,  for  thee. 

To  be  a  bright  and   shining  light 

To  those  in  sin  so  low, 

Flelp  us  to  be  brave  and  true, 

So  that  we  may  help  you, 

To  lead  the  straying  to  the  fold, 

And  help  some  lonely,  troubled  soul. 

— Mrs.  Lockie  M.  Osborne. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  a  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  for  over  a  year.  We  are  always 


anxious  for  our  roll  each  month,  it  is  so 
much  help  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  programs.  I 
believe  "The  Crossroads"  was  better  in 
the  February  issue.  We  are  all  interested 
in  it.  It  was  the  cause  of  one  of  our  Y. 
P.  E.  boys  being  saved. 

We  just  have  a  small  Y.  P.  E.  here 
but  we  are  going  to  try  to  make  it  go 
over  the  top  for  Jesus.  We  desire  your 
prayers  for  Satan  is  trying  to  destroy  our 
work  here. — Miss  Burley  Robbins,  Rip- 
ley, Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

This  is  my  first  time  to  write  although 
I  have  been  a  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  a  good  while.  I  enjoy  reading 
every  word.  It  is  certainly  a  wonderful 
paper.  I  can't  tell  which  page  I  like 
best.  We  use  this  paper  in  our  meetings 
here  and  the  Y.  P.  E.  is  going  over  the 
top. 

Our  young  people  are  doing  what  they 
can  for  God.  Several  have  been  saved  and 
sanctified.  Sister  Mary  McGowan  is  our 
Y.  P.  E.  president.  We  thank  God  for 
her  and  our  group  captains  as  they  have 
the  work  and  young  people  at  heart. 

We  also  have  a  Junior  Y.  P.  E.  here 
and  are  doing  wonderful  things  for  our 
blessed  Savior.  We  have  about  76  boys 
and  girls  from  the  age  of  5  to  12  years. 
We  surely  are  putting  on  some  good  pro- 
grams with  God's  help. — Joncie  Wallace. 

Note:  Joncie,  we  are  so  glad  your  Y. 
P.  E.  is  interested  in  the  Juniors.  Shame 
on  the  church  that  is  not  training  its 
children  in  these  evil  days.  May  God 
bless  you  in  this  great  work. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  feel  that  I  should  write  a  few  lines 
in  regard  to  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  is 
a  wonderful  paper  indeed.  I  can  hardly 
wait  each  month  for  the  paper  to  come. 
It's  a  great  help  to  me.  I  only  regret  that 
it  is  not  a  daily  paper  instead  of  a  month- 

ly.  , 

We  have  a  very  good  Y.  P.  E.  here, 
but  the  crowds  are  small.  Please  pray 
that  we  will  do  our  part  and  that  God 
will  increase  our  number  greatly.  Pray 
that  I  will  be  a  light  and  soul  winner 
among  the  young  people  and  that  God 
will  use  me  as  He  would  like. — Ruby 
Lee  Smith. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  name  of  our  Lord.  I 
just  want  to  let  you  know  that  we,  the 
people  of  York,  certainly  appreciate  your 
good  work.  We  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  is  food  to  our  souls. 

We  use   the  Y.   P.   E.   programs   from 

the  paper  each  week.  They  are  all  good. 

The  topic  of  our  last  program  was  "Lower 

Lights."  The  group  captain  had  the  pro- 

( Continued  on  page  24) 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 


The  Y.  P.  E. 

When  you're  sad  and  feeling  blue, 
I'll  tell  you  now  just  what  to  do! 
Come  to  the  C.  of  G.  Y.  P.  E. 
It's   the   most  wonderful   place       I   know 
to  be. 

We  sing,  we  shout,  we  testify  too, 
And  we  never  refuse  to  pray  for  you; 
If  your  soul  has  grown  lean,     and   not 

fat  at  all, 
The  Y.  P.  E.  is  a  place  to  call 
On  Christ  our  Savior  for  redemption  of 

sin, 
And  oh!   how   sweetly  He  always  comes 

in. 

So  remember  our  C.  of  G.  Y.  P.  E. 
When  you're   thinking  of  a  place   to  be; 
It  will  bless  your  soul,  to  come  and  see, 
The  Lord  take  charge  in  our  Y.  P.  E. 
—Ruby  Lee  Smith,  Woodruff,  S.  C. 

It  is  Prayer-Meeting    Time  in 
the  Village 

(Sung  by  tune,  "It  is  Lamp  Lighting 
Time  in  the  Valley") 

A   light   shining  out  in   the  darkness, 
And  songs  ringing  out  in  the  air; 
Calling  souls  to  the  wonderful  Savior, 
Who  will  save  anytime,  anywhere. 

Chorm: 
It  is  prayer-meeting  time  in   the  village, 
And  in  dreams  I  come  back  to  those  days; 
I  can  see  as  they  come  to  the  meetings, 
It  will   guide   me  along  life's  highways. 

There   they'll  sing  and   they'll   shout  out 

His  praises, 
Testify  in  the  dear  Savior's  name; 
Tell  the  world  of  His  wonderful  blessings 
From  their  hearts  all  afire,  all  aflame. 

While    they    watch    and    they   pray    there 

together 
For  the  souls  that  are  lost  out  in  sin; 
It  was  there  that  I  found  my  dear  Savior, 
For  me  then  a  new  life  began. 

It's  a  meeting  that  goes  on  forever, 
Bringing   souls  from   the  bondage  of  sin, 
Guiding  them  unto  Jesus  the   Shepherd 
And  to  blessings  that  never  will  end. 

—Wm.  B.  Lathan,  Great  Falls,  S.  C. 

My    dear    Sister    Harrison, 
How   are   you    today? 
This  is  just  to   tell  you, 
We're   still   on   our   way. 

The  Y.  P.  E.  at  Dunlap 
Is  climbing  toward  the  top; 
We  started  out   with  eleven 


And  folks  said  'twould  surely  flop. 

But  we  had  a  fine  revival, 
Lots  of  folks  became  alive; 
And  now   our  membership 
Is  up  to  thirty-five. 

Eight  received  the  blessing 
And   some   were   sanctified, 
And   I   can't   tell  for  sure; 
But  I  think  the  critic  cried. 

But   any   way   I   know, 
If  we  will' watch  and  pray; 
Jesus   Christ   will   save 
In   the  same  old  way. 

So  pray   for  us  at  Dunlap, 
That   we  will   faithful   be; 
And  pray  that  God  will  help  us 
Build  a  better  Y.  P.  E. 

— Grace  Baumgardner. 


Come  to  Y.  P.  E. 

Young  people,   come  and  listen  to  what 

I  have  to  tell, 
There  is   a  place  of  torment   that   we  all 

know  well. 
Now,   young   friend,   there   is   a   training, 

I   would  like  you  to  know 
That   trains  us   all   for  heaven,   the  place 

we  want   to  go. 

Now  we  have  Y.  P.  E.  each  Sunday  and 

Thursday   night, 
And   we  serve   the  Lord      with     all     our 

might; 
Each  one  should  have  a  part  to  do, 
Maybe  some  dear  soul  is  watching  you. 

Now,  dear  ones,  if  you  love  the  Lord 
You  will  take  Him  at  His  precious  Word; 
Go  to  Y.  P.  E.  each  Sunday  night 
And  help  the  young  folks  win  the  fight. 

Now   we  love  each  one  you  know, 
That's  why  we  think  that  you  should  go; 
Come,  bring  a  friend,  and  you  will  see 
How  good  you  feel  at  Y.  P.  E. 

— Nod  Davis,  Coffeyville,  Kans. 
»    »    * 

The  Coming  Day- 
There  is  coming  a  day  when  we  all  shali 

behold 
Our  Savior  so  wondrously  fair, 
Every    eye    shall    see,    every    tongue    shali 

confess, 
Every   knee  shall   bow   in   prayer. 
As  we  confess  the  deeds  that  we've  done. 
Both  good  and  bad  the  same; 
As  He  separates  the  sheep  and  the  goats, 
The  sheep   will   know   their  name. 

Some  have  their  sins  gone  on  before, 
And  some  go  following  the  soul; 


How  will  it  be  with  you,  my  friend, 

When  Jesus  shall  call  the  roll? 

Will   you  be  one  to  enter   in, 

Or  will  you  hear  the  sad,  Depart, 

Are  you  the  one  to  whom  many  times, 

God  has  said,  "Give  me  thine  heart"? 

When  we  hear  the  shout  of  the  archangel, 

Will  we  shrink  from  that  sound  with 
fear ; 

Or  wjll  we  arise  with  a  shout  of  laugh- 
ter 

To  welcome  our  Lord  so  dear? 

Will  we  cry  for  the  rocks  and  moun- 
tains 

As   the  graves  give  up  the  dead; 

Or  will  we  change  for  an  immortal  body. 

And   a   bright   crown  for  our  head? 

Make  ready,  friends,  it  may  not  be 

So  long  before  that  day; 

When  Jesus  bursts   the  eastern   skies 

To  catch  His  bride  away. 

Our  lamps  must  be  trimmed  and  burning, 

And  oil  in  our  vessels  of  gold; 

Wearing  the  wedding  garment, 

The  Holy  Ghost  in  our  soul. 

Mrs.  V.  M.  Sanford,  Buffalo,  S.  C. 


WHAT  MAKES  LIFE  WORTH 
LIVING 

What   makes   life   worth  living,   anyway? 
There   are   problems   on    top   of   problems 

every  day; 
Confronting  us  on  every  hand, 
Nothing  but  clouds  sometimes  we  scan. 

I'm   one   of   many,   many   house   wives, 

I've  viewed  different  situations  with 
tearful  eyes; 

I  can  prove  by  my  husband  I  do  not  ex- 
aggerate 

For  in  solving  of  some,  he's  had  to  par- 
ticipate. 

And  just  as  I  wonder  which  way  to  turn, 
The    stove    won't    cook      or      either    the 

bread  will   burn; 
Then  the  enemy  rejoices  as  he  makes  me 

say, 
"Why   is   life   worth   living,   anyway?" 

But  then  I  realize  the  enemy's  game, 
And   my!    It   burdens      me     down     with 

shame; 
And  then  I   get   up  and  put  him  on  the 

run, 
I  show  him  by  whom  the  battle  is  won. 

I'm  bubbling  over  with  sunshine  the  rest 

of  the  day. 
My   burdens  grow   lighter  and   my   heart 

becomes  gay; 
I  find  things  turning  out  right,  after  all, 
And  warriors,  like  air  castles,     begin     to 

fall. 

In   the   firelight's  glow,   the  Lord   comes 
in, 

(Continued   on   page   23) 
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The  Lords  Immediate  Need 


Mary  Hartsell 


In  the  story  of  Christ  feeding  the  five 
thousand  we  find  many  personal  applica- 
tions. 

In  the  verses  preceding  this  story  in 
Matthew  14  we  have  the  account  of  the 
execution  of  John  the  Baptist  and  of  Je- 
sus' sorrow  and  attempt  to  secure  soli- 
tude upon  hearing  the  sad  account.  "He 
departed**  into  a  desert  place  apart." 
Here  He  was  interrupted  by  a  great  mul- 
titude who  followed  Him.  Jesus  was 
moved  with  compassion  toward  them  and 
He  healed  their  sick. 

Evening  came,  and  still  the  people  lin- 
gered, hungry  and  tired  and  needy.  The 
disciples  became  worried  and  asked  the 
Lord  to  send  them  away  that  they  might 
go  to  the  village  and  buy  themselves 
food. 

Jesus'  answer  to  this  request  astonished 
the  disciples.  He  said,  "They  need  not 
depart;  give  ye  them  to  eat." 

The  disciples  knew  exactly  their  re- 
sources at  hand.  They  replied,  "We  have 
here  but  five  loaves,  and  two  fishes." 
"Five  barley  loaves  and  two  small  fishes!'' 
(John  6:9).  No  wonder  Philip  hastened 
to  say,  "But  what  are  they  among  so 
many?"  Not  worth  mentioning  except  to 
convince  Jesus  of  the  utter  impossibility 
of  obeying  the  command,  "Give  ye  them 
to  eat." 

The  resources  were  not  even  in  sight, 
neither  were  they  offered  to  Jesus.  He 
asked  for  them  saying,  "Bring  them 
hither  to  me."  They  were  brought  and 
Jesus  took  them.  Small  and  insignificant 
in  the  sight  of  men,  yet  Jesus  asked  for 
them;   He  could  use   them. 

Upon  receiving  the  loaves  and  fishes 
Jesus  took  charge  of  the  situation.  He 
now  had  something  to  work  with.  Here 
were  five  thousand  men,  perhaps  as  many 
women,  and  even  a  greater  number  of 
children.  There  might  easily  have  been 
over  fifteen  thousand  hungry  and  tired 
persons  in  the  crowd.  As  evening  drew  on 
the  children  naturally  would  become 
restless  and  fretful.  No  doubt  there  was 
much  confusion  among  the  multitude. 
There  were  the  disciples  grouped  around 
Jesus,  perplexed,  worried,  anxiously  wait 


When  order  prevailed,  Jesus,  holding  the 
food,  looked  up  to  heaven  and  gave 
thanks  for  it  and  blessed  it. 

After  blessing  the  "five  barley  loaves 
and  two  small  fishes"  Jesus'  next  act 
was  to  take  it  in  His  hands  and  break  it, 
that  it  might  serve  the  multitude. 

After  breaking  the  bread  and  fish  Je- 
sus distributed  to  the  disciples  and  they 
to  the  multitude  "as  much  as  they 
would."  Somewhere  in  the  process  the 
food  was  multiplied  and  doubled  and  in- 
creased until  all  that  were  present  ate  and 
were  filled;  and  the  fragments  which  re- 
mained filled  twelve  baskets. 

Jesus  fed  the  multitude  with  the  lad's 
lunch  so  freely  given.  The  lad  had  to  give 
his  mite  first;  and  because  he  gave  all 
he  had,  Jesus  could  give  over-abundant- 
ly to  the  multitude. 

Jesus  asked  for  the  little  lunch.  When 
they  were  brought  He  took  them;  He 
blessed  them;  He  broke  them;  He  gave 
them  to  the  hungry. 

Today  Jesus  is  asking  for  lives  of  men 
and  women.  When  they  are  given  to  Him 
with  no  reservations;  no  matter  how 
small  and  weak  they  may  appear  to  men, 
He  will  take  them;  for  He  has  need  of 
them,  He  can  use  them. 

Upon  receiving  such  a  gift  He  will 
bless  it.  Under  His  blessing  it  shall  grow 
and  increase  and  glow  with  talents  un- 
known before. 

A  breaking  process  will  be  necessary 
before  the  Lord  can  use  this  life.  He 
would  purge  it  of  all  confidence  in  self 
and  the  flesh  and  the  wisdom  of  this 
world.  He  would  mold  it  and  shape  it 
after  His  pleasure  for  the  work  and  posi- 
tion of  His  choice  in  His  vineyard.  The 
flesh  resents  this  breaking  process,  and 
rebels  furiously.  It  enjoyed  the  discovery 
and  display  of  talents;  but  to  be  cruci- 
fied, to  be  placed  in  the  background,  to 
be  denied  is  not   to  its  liking. 

If  the  child  of  God  is  willing  to  give 
all  to  the  Lord  and  yield  to  His  purging 
and  shaping  process,  the  time  will  come 
when  that  one  will  be  a  joy  and  a  de- 
light to  the  Lord  of  glory;  and  He  will 
use  that  life  to  bless  other  lives  and  reach 
ing  and  watching  His  every  move  while  perhaps  multitudes  of  hungry  souls  with 
He  stood   calm    and    serene,      as   always,      the  Gospel  message. 


Master  of  every  circumstance. 

Jesus  quietly  spoke,  "Make  the  people 
sit  down."  Under  ordinary  condition  it 
should  require  some  length  of  time  for 
a  corps  of  policemen  to  get  a  crowd  of 
this  size  seated  on  the  grass  in  rows  of 
fifty  as  we  are  told  these  did.  It  seems 
that  at  Jesus'  command  they  became 
seated  at  once,  in  orderly  rows  of  fifty. 


Jesus  would  save  the  lost  through  you; 
He  would  give  Himself  through  you, 
but  you  must  first  give  yourself  to  Him. 
You  may  have  but  little  to  give,  yet  in 
withholding  you  limit  God  for  He  can 
only  give  after  you  give.  The  little  lad 
gave  all  he  had  to  Jesus  unreservedly, 
no  bit  was  selfishly  retained.  It  is  the 
selfish   reservations  we   make   that   hinder 


the  Lord  from  using  us,  not  the  small 
amount  we  have  to  give.  Jesus  took  full 
possession  of  the  lad's  lunch.  He  prob- 
ably stood  by  and  looked  on  curiously 
and  perhaps  hungrily,  yet  he  had  no 
claim  on  those  loaves  and  fishes  now, 
they  belonged  to  Jesus,  were  at  His  dis- 
posal. 

Are  you  willing  to  give  your  life  to 
Him  in  just  that  way?  Do  you  not  hear 
Him  say,  "Bring  it  hither  to  me"?  Will 
you  not  surrender  your  all  to  Him,  con- 
secrate your  life  to  His  service  as  He 
would  direct  it?  Hold  nothing  back, 
make  no  reservations;  then — watch  Him 
work.  He  will  empty  you  of  self,  fill 
with  His  power  and  through  you  save 
the  lost,  comfort  the  sorrowing,  and 
strengthen  the  weak.  It  may  be  done  in 
our  humble  way  or  in  a  spectacular  way, 
whatever  He  wills  is  best. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

(Continued  from  Children's  Page) 

tie  new  baby,  could  never  see.  He  was 
blind. 

The  baby  grew  to  be  a  boy,  but  the 
could  not  play  like  the  other  boys.  He 
could  not  run  and  jump  and  have  a  fine 
time,  for  he  could  not  see.  He  could  not 
even  go  out  of  the  house  for  a  little 
while,  unless  some  one  took  him  by  the 
hand  and  led  him.  The  poor  boy  knew 
that  he  lived  in  a  beautiful  world,  for 
they  told  him  of  its  beautiful  things,  but 
he  could  not  see  them.  He  lived  in  a 
world  meant  for  men  and  women  and 
girls  and  boys  who  can  see,  and  because 
he  could  not  see,  he  seemed  to  be  quite 
out  of  place. 

So  the  poor  boy  grew  into  a  man  and 
had  to  beg  because  he  could  not  see  to 
work.  Some  people  pitied  him  and  gave 
him  money  to  buy  food.  Other  people 
laughed  and  were  happy,  but  he  sat 
there  in  darkness.  But  this  darkness  did 
not  last  all  his  life.  One  wonderful 
day  a  Stranger  and  His  friends,  walking 
along  the  street,  stopped  by  his  side,  and 
began  talking,  and  he  discovered  that 
they  were  talking  about  him.  The  friends 
were  saying,  "Some  people  say  that  this 
beggar  must  be  a  bad  man,  or  his  father 
or  mother  must  be  bad — or  else  why  is 
he  blind? 

But  his  darkness  did  not  last  all  his 
life.  He  found  a  friend  and  that  friend 
was  Jesus  who  gave  him  light.  The  man 
felt  some  wet  earth  being  rubbed  on  his 
eyes.  He  heard  the  words  then,  Go  wash 
in  the  pool  of  Siloam.  The  blind  man 
obeyed  and  he  could  see.  God  has  won- 
derful things  for  all  who  obey  Him. 

Ask  your  teacher  to  tell  you  all  about 
this  story. 

See  special  notices  on  page  24. 
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AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

The  more  Stephen  read  this  wonder- 
ful book,  the  more  he  loved  the  sweet- 
faced  lady  whom  he  now  called  Mother, 
and  the  greater  became  his  desire  to  ful- 
fill her  every  wish.  He  made  a  heroic  ef- 
fort to  keep  his  room,  as  well  as  his  per- 
son clean.  It  might  have  brought  tears 
to  the  eyes  of  those  unaccustomed  to 
weeping,  and  have  touched  the  hardest 
heart,  had  they  seen  the  little  orphan  boy 
as  he  toiled  alone  at  six  o'clock,  prepared 
a  scanty  breakfast,  ate  it  alone,  then 
tidied  up  his  lonely  room  to  the  best  of 
his  ability.  Then  remembering  that  his 
father  had  set  up  a  family  altar  after  his 
conversion,  and  that  his  dear  adopted 
mother  also  taught  him  the  necessity  of 
beginning  the  day  with  prayer,  he  each 
morning  read  a  few  verses  from  his  Bible, 
and  then  all  alone,  lonely  and  homesick 
for  his  father,  knelt  down  and  tried  to 
pray.  Frequently  ail  that  he  could  say 
was,  "Jesus,  help  me  today."  At  other 
times  his  heart  was  so  near 
breaking  that  he  could  not  utter 
a  word,  but  simply  knelt  by  his 
chair  and  sobbed,  but  He  who 
has  promised  to  be  a  father  tc 
the  orphans  was  bending  low, 
and  Stephen  always  felt  com- 
forted and  strengthened.  After 
his  prayer  he  went  to  his  day's 
labor  selling  papers,  and  re- 
turned home  to  his  dreary  shack 
in  the  evening  weary  in  body, 
often  too  weary  and  hungry  tc 
get  much  of  a  meal  but  fre- 
quently eating  only  a  piece  of 
stale  bread  and  drinking  a  glass 
of  milk,  at  times  falling  asleep 
while  seated  at  the  table. 

A    week   later   Mrs.    Sylvester 
again  detained  Stephen  at  their  home  and 
at  this  time  she  urged  him   to  bring  his 
father  and  mother  over  some  time. 

"My  papa  is  dead,"  he  answered  sadly. 

"Then  perhaps  you  could  bring  your 
mother  over,"  Mrr.  Sylvester  suggested 
tenderly.  "You  must  have  a  very  good 
mother  and  I  should  like  to  make  her  ac- 
quaintance." 

"I  sure  do  have  a  good  mother,"  he 
answered. 

"Then  will  you  bring  her  over  some 
time?" 

"Well — no — I  don't  think  she  can 
come,"  Stephen  said  hesitatingly  and  with 
marked  embarrassment. 

Mrs.  Sylvester  was  wise  and  did  not 
press  the  matter  any  further  lest  she  drive 
him  away.  Before  he  went  home,  how- 
ever, she  said,  "Stephen,  we  are  expect- 
ing to  have  a  chicken  dinner  next  Sun- 
day and  we  would  be  delighted  to  have 
you    come    and   eat   with    us,      will   you 


Before  Stephen  had  time  to  answer 
Raymond  and  Mary  both  said  pleadingly, 
"Oh,  yes,  Stephen,  do  say  that  you  will 
come.  Mother  is  the  bestest  cook  that  you 
ever  saw." 

Stephen  hesitated,  he  had  never  eaten 
a  meal  away  from  home  except  with  his 
father  at  the  restaurant,  but  finally  con- 
sented to  come. 

On  Sunday  at  twelve  o'clock  Stephen 
arrived.  Mrs.  Sylvester  had  decided  that 
this  day  should  not  pass  without  finding 
out  more  about  Stephen's  home  and  his 
mother.  She  felt  convinced  that  the  boy, 
and  perhaps  his  mother,  needed  help  from 
some  Christian  friends. 

After  dinner,  when  they  were  all  seated 
in  the  parlor,  she  again  ventured  the 
question,  "Where  do  you  live  Stephen, 
what  is  your  address?" 

"I  live  about  four  blocks  away,"  he 
said  timidly,  then  turned  his  face  to  the 
window,  looked  out  with  a  far-away  look 
as  if  to  say,  "Please  do  not  ask  me  any 
more  questions  about  my  home." 

Mrs.  Sylvester,  realizing  that  now  was 

~yJf' 


Which  way  are  you  going? 

the  time  to  press  the  matter,  said, 
"Stephen,  I  am  sure  that  you  have  a  love- 
ly mother  and  I  wish  very  much  to  make 
her  acquaintance;  if  you  do  not  mind 
then  I  will  walk  home  with  you  this 
afternoon  and  call  on  her." 

At  first  Stephen  looked  as  if  he  were 
frightened,  and  then  his  eyes  began  to 
fill  with  tears.  Before  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Syl- 
vester could  speak  again  Stephen  threw 
himself  on  the  floor,  as  he  always  did 
when  in  trouble,  and  began  to  weep 
aloud. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  looked  at  each 
other  in  amazement  for  a  moment,  then 
without  speaking  a  word  to  each  other 
they  both  dropped  on  their  knees  by  his 
side  trying  to  comfort  him,  but  he  was 
weeping  convulsively  and  refused  to  be 
comforted.  At  last  Mrs.  Sylvester  lifted 
Stephen's  head  saying,  "Now  Stephen,  we 
are  your  friends;  won't  you  please  tell  us 
what  is  troubling  you?  We  may  be  able 


to  help  you.  Do  you  not  want     me     to 
come  to  see  your  mother?" 

Suddenly  Stephen  raised  his  head  up 
high,  threw  his  arms  around  Mrs.  Syl- 
vester's neck,  and  amidst  sobs  said,  "O 
Mrs.  Sylvester!  I  have  no  real  mother, 
only  one  in  a  book!" 

Again  they  looked  at  each  other  in 
silence.  It  was  all  such  a  mystery.  Then 
Mrs.  Syivester  took  her  own  handker- 
chief and  wiped  his  tears  away,  and  strok- 
ing his  beautiful  hair  back,  said,  "Do 
you  mean,  Stephen,  that  you  have  no 
mamma?  Are  your  mamma  and  papa 
both  dead?  Stephen  we  love  you  so  much 
and  if  you  will  only  tell  us  what  is 
troubling  you,  I  am  sure  we  can  help 
you." 

They  finally  succeeded  in  getting  him 
to  open  his  heart  to  them  and  he  said 
while  yet  sobbing,  "My  papa  is  dead  and 
I  never  had  no  real  mamma,  but  papa 
told  me  before  he  died  that  I  should 
adopt  her  as  my  mamma,  and  she  is  a 
good  mamma  and  I  love  her,  but  you 
couldn't  come  to  see  her  like 
you  could  if  I  had  a  real  mam- 
ma." 

It  still  all  sounded  so  mys- 
terious, and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Syl- 
vester hardly  knew  what  steps 
to  take  next.  Mrs.  Sylvester 
questioned  him  further. 

"Did  you  say  Stephen,  that 
your  papa  gave  you  a  book  and 
you  adopted  the  lady  in  the 
book  as  your  mamma?" 

Stephen  nodded  his  head  say- 
ing, "Yes,  and  she  is  a  good 
mamma,  but  of  course  she  is 
not  a  real  mamma  like  you 
are.  I  never  had  no  real  mamma 
but  when  I  told  people  that, 
then  they  always  laughed  at 
me  and  said  that  everybody  had  a  mam- 
ma, but  I  never  had  any.  Since  I  adopted 
this  mamma  I  like  it  better,  and  I  love 
her  and  I  feel  like  she  really  loves  me." 
Raymond  and  Mary  were  now  both 
weeping,  and  Mr.  Sylvester  left  the  par- 
lor and  walked  back  and  forth  several 
times  in  the  dining  room,  wiping  the 
tears  away.  Mrs.  Sylvester  also  wiped 
tears  from  her  eyes  but  said  with  a 
pleasant  smile,  "Now  Stephen,  I  am 
sure  that  the  sweet-faced  lady  in  your 
book  must  be  a  very  wonderful  mamma, 
for  she  has  taught  you  many  good  things 
and  therefore  I  would  so  much  like  to 
see  her,  I  am  certain  that  I  would  love 
her  too.  Mr.  Sylvester  and  I  would  like 
to  go  along  to  your  house  and  have 
you  show  us  that  wonderful  book  for  I 
do  not  think  that  I  have  ever  seen  such 
a  lovely  book." 

Stephen  looked  at  Mrs.  Sylvester  with 
a  bright  smile  on  his  yet  tear-stained  face. 
He  was  delighted  that  someone  was  really 
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interested  in  something  he  loved. 

"Do  you  think  that  you  would  like 
her?"  Stephen  said  with  a  smile. 

"I  am  sure  that  I  would,  and  now,  if 
you  do  not  mind,  we  will  walk  over  at 
once  for  I  do  want  to  see  that  book." 

"But,  Mrs.  Sylvester,"  Stephen  said 
hesitatingly,  "I  haven't  a  nice  house  like 
vou  have;  I  just  live  in  an  old  shack  on 
the  alley,  where  Old  Tim  used  to  live." 

Mr.  Sylvester  laid  his  hand  gently  on 
the  boy's  head  and  looked  at  him  with  a 
smile,  saying,  "Now,  Sonnie,  we  do  not 
mind  at  all  in  what  kind  of  a  house  you 
Live,  we  are  delighted  to  come  to  see  you 
anywhere." 

"Oh,  that  sounds  just  like  Papa," 
Stephen  said,  looking  at  him  with  delight. 

"What  do  you  refer  to,  what  sounds 
like  your  papa?" 

"When  you  said,  'Sonnie.'  Papa  used  to 
call  me  that." 

They  walked  four  blocks,  then  arrived 
at  an  alley,  and  Stephen  said  apologetical- 
ly, "We  have  to  walk  through  the  alley, 
'cause  I  have  no  front  entrance." 

When  they  arrived  at  the  shack, 
Stephen  timidly  opened  the  door  and 
asked  them  to  walk  in. 

"I  haven't  enough  chairs  to  go  'round 
but  Mary  and  Raymond  and  I  can  sit  on 
the  bed." 

Immediately  Stephen  went  to  the  desk 
and  got  the  book,  "Mother,"  turned  its 
pages  to  the  picture  of  the  sweet-faced 
lady.  "There,  Mrs.  Sylvester,  isn't  she 
nice?"  he  said. 

Mrs.  Sylvester  put  her  arm  around 
Stephen,  kissed  his  forehead  saying,  as 
with  great  effort  she  choked  back  the 
tears,  "She  certainly  is  nice,  Stephen,  and 
I  am  not  at  all  surprised  that  you  love 
her." 

Stephen  turned  to  the  different  pic- 
tures, making  some  favorable  remark 
about  each  one.  Mrs.  Sylvester,  reading  a 
few  sentences  here  and  there,  realized 
what  a  heroic  effort  the  little  orphan  boy 
had  made  to  follow  the  good  teaching  of 
his  dear  adopted  mother. 

"Do  you  live  here  all  alone,  Stephen?" 
asked  Mr.  Sylvester. 

"Yes,  since  Papa  got  killed  I'm  all 
alone.'' 

"You  did  not  live  in  this  place  before 
your  papa  died,  did  you?"  Mrs.  Sylvester 
asked,  noticing  that  what  furniture  he 
had  had  at  one  time  been  quite  expen- 
sive. 

"Oh,  no,  we  lived  in  that  big  house  at 
the  front  and  we  had  nice  furniture  and 
lots  of  nice  things,  but  an  automobile 
ran  over  Papa  and  he  died  in  a  little 
while.  He  said  before  he  died  that  I 
should  go  to  Grandfather's  house  and  live 


with  them,  but  I  don't  know  where 
Grandfather  lives  and  so  I  can't  go.  I  was 
feeling  awful  bad  after  Papa  died,  but 
since  I  have  adopted  the  nice  lady  in 
the  book  for  my  mamma  I  don't  feel 
quite  so  bad  any  more." 

"Do  you  have  any  idea  at  all,  Stephen, 
where  your  grandfather  lives?  Does  he 
live  here  in  Chicago?"  Mrs.  Sylvester 
asked,  her  eyes  filling  with  tears. 

"I  don't  know  where  he  lives,  Papa 
didn't  tell  me,  but  he  said  that  we  were 
going  to  take  the  train  and  go  to  their 
house  and  then  Grandma  would  love  me 
and  be  my  mamma,  and  then  he  said  un- 
til we  go  there  I  should  adopt  the  nice 
lady  in  the  book  as  my  mamma.  Then 
the  next  day  the  auto  ran  over  him  and 
we  didn't  get  to  go." 

"Did  your  papa  ever  get  letters  from 
your  grandparents:'" 

"No,  I  don't   think  so." 

"Have  you  any  aunts  or  uncles  that 
you  know  of?" 

"No,  only  Aunt  Elizabeth,  Papa  said 
she  lives  with  Grandfather." 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  inquired  at  the 
neighbors'  in  regard  to  Stephen.  Most  of 
them  were  utterly  indifferent,  saying  they 
knew  nothing  about  the  child.  Going 
from  house  to  house  they  found  only  one 
family  who  had  been  living  there  at  the 
time  of  Mr.  Ludlow's  death;  these  corro- 
borated all  Stephen  had  told  them  in  re- 
gard to  the  death  of  his  father,  but  they 
said  that  there  used  to  be  an  old  man 
with  the  boy  and  they  thought  that  he 
was  living  with  his  grandfather. 

"This  certainly  is  pathetic  as  well  as 
a  mysterious  case,"  said  Mr.  Sylvester  to 
his  wife  as  they  walked  back  to  the 
shack.  "We  must  not  let  the  child  stay 
here  alone  any  longer,  but  take  him  home 
with  us  and  tomorrow  look  more  fully 
into  the  matter." 

They  asked  Stephen  to  go  home  with 
them  but  he  refused,  saying  that  some- 
one might  steal  his  things  since  he  could 
not  lock  his  door.  All  their  arguments 
were  of  no  avail,  he  would  not  be  per- 
suaded. They  bade  him  good-night  and 
went  home;  however,  after  they  retired 
they  were  not  able  to  rest.  Their  thoughts 
continually  wandered  back  to  the  old 
shack  where  lived  the  little  orphan  boy, 
alone  and  with  no  one  to  love  him. 
About  midnight  they  heard  sobbing  in 
Raymond's  room;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylves- 
ter hastened  to  his  bedside  to  see  if  he 
were  ill. 

"No,  I'm  all  right,"  he  answered,  "but 
I  don't  want  Stephen  to  have  to  stay 
there  alone  in  that  old  shack." 

"It  is  no  use  for  me   to   try  to  sleep 
either,"   said   Mr.    Sylvester,    "I'm    going 
over  to  stay  all  night  with  him." 
(Continued  next  issue) 
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chime  are  sounded. 

One  time  a  novel  experiment  was 
tried.  One  of  Mr.  Edison's  phonographs 
was  taken  up  into  the  bell-tower,  and  as 
the  young  lady  away  down  in  the  little 
room  off  the  vestibule  played  the  chimes 
over  many  "rollers"  filed  with  the  music 
— enough  to  send  to  the  four  corners  of 
the  world,  St.  Petersburg,  Moscow, 
Cairo,  London,  Paris,  and  Berlin  received 
them,  as  well  as  cities  nearer  home.  And 
so  on  Easter  day  Easter  chimes  were 
rung  around  the  world,  by  the  help  of 
a  girl  and  a  phonograph. 

It  isn't  an  easy  thing  to  play  upon 
those  great  bells,  because  the  chime 
ringer  must  not  stop  to  listen  to  the  note 
after  it  is  struck,  but  go  right  on  with 
the  next.  The  electric  wires  do  their  work 
at  once,  but  it  takes  a  little  time  for  the 
big  hammers  to  move.  The  bells  are  far 
away,  and  the  noises  of  the  street  are  very 
near,  but  she  goes  on  playing  the  notes 
which  she  knows  to  be  right  at  the  right 
time,  and  then  the  music  is  true  and 
sweet. 

It  is  something  like  that,  isn't  it,  that 
we  have  to  live  every  day — doing  right 
because  it  is  right,  whether  we  see  the 
good  of  it  or  not,  just  as  the  bell-ringer 
plays  one  note  after  another  without 
waiting  to  hear  the  big  bells  answer  her 
from  the  tower.  And  if  all  of  us  do 
so — do  the  things  that  are  right  at  the 
right  time — I  don't  believe  there  will  be 
any  discords  in  the  chime  of  life. 

The  Daughters  of  Damaris 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
low  tones  of  the  Christian  teaching,  and 
what  it  would  mean  in  their  lives.  Any 
sacrifice  involved  was  overshadowed  by 
the  spiritual  joy  they  were  already  find- 
ing in  their  sense  of  oneness  with  the 
heavenly  Father.  Damaris,  of  course,  was 
not  unmindful  of  the  antagonism  of  her 
elder  daughter,  but  wisely  refrained  from 
giving  it  undue  notice. 

The  next  day  all  family  differences 
were  forgotten.  It  was  a  gala  day  in 
Athens.  The  great  festival  known  as  the 
Greater  Panathenaea  was  celebrated  only 
once  in  four  years,  and  this  was  the  year. 
The  youth  of  Athens  were  to  form  in 
wonderful  procession  on  high-mettled 
steeds  and  ride  to  the  Parthenon.  Four 
years  ago  Lady  Damaris  and  her  daugh- 
ters had  been  in  mourning  and  had  not 
seen  the  procession.  This  year  twenty- 
year-old  Hestia  was  determined  to  go. 
This  was  her  opportunity  to  see  the 
flower  of  Athenian  youth,  and  perhaps 
be  seen  by  them. 

"I  see  no  reason  why  you  should  not  go, 
my  Hestia,  if  your  demeanor  is  one  of 
modesty  and  propriety,"  said  her  mother. 
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"It  is  years  since  I  have  seen  the  pro- 
cession myself,  and  it  is  indeed  a  won- 
derful sight.  I  think  we  might  all  go. 
After  all,  we  are  the  observers  and  not 
the  observed.  We  need  not  be  seen  at  all 
if  we  go  to  Dame  Galen's/' 

The  invitation  of  Dame  Galen,  wnose 
home  was  on  the  line  of  march.  was 
most  timely.  Hestia  and  Hera  waited  ex- 
citedly for  the  procession  to  come,  while 
Lady  Damaris  and  Dame  Galen  smiled  at 
their  youthful  enthusiasm. 

"Not  long  will  you  keep  two  such 
jewels  of  girlhood  as  these,"  said  Dame 
Galen.  "Or  does  the  learned  one  aspire 
to  a  salon  like  Aspasia  or  Sappho?" 

To  this  pleasantly  Lady  Damaris  mere- 
ly smiled.  Hera  and  Hestia,  overhearing, 
exchanged  glances.  In  spito  of  her  educa- 
tion, Hestia's  ambition  was  the  conven- 
tional betrothal  of  the  Athenian  girl.  As 
her  conversation  with  her  sister  the  day 
before  indicated,  she  was  becoming  a  bit 
anxious  because  it  was  so  long  delayed. 
Her  secret  hope  was  to  attract  Hesiod, 
the  son  of  Dionysius.  But  Dame  Galen's 
remarks  did  not  hold  the  girl's  attention 
long,  and  dreams  gave  way  to  reality  as 
the  procession  approached. 

On  gayly  prancing  steeds  the  flower 
of  Athenian  youth  began  to  pass.  Bare 
legs  and  arms  shone  in  the  sunlight,  re- 
vealing well-developed  muscles.  Loose 
robes  gave  full  freedom  to  the  athletic 
bodies  of  the  joyous  riders.  The  verve  and 
animation  of  the  fiery  steeds  were  under 
control.  The  riders  came  close  upon  each 
other,  the  horses  going  neck  and  neck, 
but  so  skilifuly  were  they  driven  that 
there  seemed  to  be  no  crowding. 

"Look!  look!"  was  the  constant  word 
upon  the  lips  of  the  young  girls.  A  few 
of  the  young  men  they  knew  by  sight. 
Dame  Galen  and  Lady  Damaris  were  able 
to  identify  many  more.  Hestia's  eyes  were 
like  stars,  and  the  flush  in  Hera's  cheeks 
showed  her  suppressed  excitement.  The 
procession  was  a  wonderful  sight  for  any 
one  to  see.  Girls  of  the  age  of  Hestia  and 
Hera  would  have  been  less  than  human 
not  to  have  been  thrilled  by  this  review 
of  the  youth  of  their  own  class  and  age. 

"Oh,  who  is  that  one?"  cried  Hestia. 
"Such  features,  and  such  a  figure!  He  is 
like  a  god!  Do  you  know  him,  mother?" 
Damaris'  eyes  followed  the  gesture  of  her 
daughter  to  a  splendid  youth  who  was  in- 
deed unusual  even  in  this  unusual  pro- 
cession. 

"That  is  Hesiod,  the  son  of  Diony- 
sius," answered  Damaris.  Both  girls  looked 
with  admiration  at  the  striking  youth. 

"Rumor  has  it  that  even  now  Diony- 
sius is  seeking  a  bride  for  him,"  said 
Dame  Galen.  "Look  well,  fair  maids.  Per- 
chance your  glance  shall  weave  a  magic 
spell.  The  bride  of  Dionysius'  son  shall 
be  a  queen  of  happiness.  There  is  no  bet- 
ter family    in   Athens,      and   Hesiod   is   a 


worthy  son." 

But  it  was  not  the  magic  spell  of  any 
maiden's  glances  which  struck  young 
Hesiod.  A  rock  thrown  by  a  mutinous 
slave  intended  for  some  one  else  struck 
the  knee  of  his  horse.  So  unexpectedly 
and  suddenly  did  this  happen  that  the 
horse  fell  and  Hesiod,  who  was  riding 
with  careless  grat_e,  fell  sidewise,  striking 
the  sharp  stone  with  his  forehead.  It  was 
all  over  in  an  instant,  and  an  officer  of 
the  day  quickly  had  Hesiod  and  his  horse 
out  of  the  procession. 

Dame  Galen  would  have  been  less  than 
courteous  not  to  invite  the  injured  hero 
who  had  fallen  at  her  gate  to  come  into 
her  home.  The  capturing  of  the  slave 
who  had  thrown  the  rock  was  taking 
some  attention  from  the  possession.  The 
inmates  of  Dame  Galen's  home  were  giv- 
ing theirs  to  their  unexpected  guest.  The 
stone  had  cut  an  ugly  gash  from  which 
blood  was  flowing  freely. 

Upon  a  low  couch  which  Dame  Galen 
had  offered  him,  the  young  man  rested 
with  closed  eyes,  while  Lady  Damaris 
bathed  his  wound.  Finally  his  opening 
eyes  rested  on  Hestia  and  Hera,  who 
waited  breathlessly  for  his  recovery.  In 
this  time  of  excitement  both  girls  looked 
their  real  selves,  Hestia  regal  and  com- 
manding, Hera  sweet  and  with  a  spirit- 
ual beauty.  Whatever  young  Hesiod's  in- 
clinations may  have  been,  he  did  the  cor- 
rect thing  in  courteously  addressing  his 
conversation  to  the  older  ladies. 

"You  are  Lady  Damaris?"  he  said, 
having  heard  Dame  Galen  address  her  by 
name.   Damaris   nodded. 

"You  will  understand,"  he  said  slowly. 
"I  heard  Master  Paulus,  even  as  you  did. 
And  with  my  father  I  believed.  This  pro- 
cession was  to  have  been  my  last  partici- 
pation in  idolatry.  My  father  said  that 
I  ought  not  to  take  part  in  it,  if  I  really 
meant  to  become  a  worshiper  of  the  true 
God.  I  know,  now,  that  he  was  right.  I 
shall  not  err  again.  I  do  believe." 

It  was  a  strange  moment  in  Dame 
Galen's  home.  Perhaps  the  young  man's 
weakness  from  his  wound  was  responsi- 
ble for  his  semi-confession  to  Lady  Da- 
maris. There  was  silence  as  he  ceased 
speaking.  And  then,  like  a  far-off  echo, 
young  Hesiod  heard  a  whisper,  "I,  too,  be- 
lieve." It  was  Hera's  spontaneous  answer 
to  Hesiod's  consecration.  She  scarcely 
knew   that  she  spoke. 

The  palanquin  of  Dionysius  was  at  the 
door  to  take  the  young  man  home.  His 
injury  was  not  serious,  but  he  needed 
rest  and  quiet.  On  his  couch  at  home  he 
broached  the  subject  near  to  his  father's 
heart. 

"Is  it  not  possible,  sire,  to  seek  a 
younger  daughter  first?"  he  asked.  "I 
agree  with  thee  that  the  elder  daughter 
of  Lady  Damaris  is  undesirable.  But 
knowest   thou  the  little  one  called   Hera, 


and  that  she  believes  the  preaching  of 
Paulus  even  as  doth  her  mother?  And  she 
is  even  more  beautiful  than  Hestia.  At 
the  home  of  Dame  Galen,  where  I  saw 
them,  her  spirit  answered  mine." 

"My  son,  thou  speakest  good  words,'" 
said  Dionysius.  "That  our  family  may 
be  one  in  faith  I  shall  overstep  conven- 
tionality and  talk  myself  with  Lady  Da- 
mans about  her  daughter  Hera.'' 

That  Dionysius  talked  to  some  pur- 
pose was  evident  by  the  early  betrothal 
of  Hesiod  and  Hera.  That  a  younger 
daughter  should  be  engaged  first  was  not 
the  custom.  But,  as  the  Athenians  said, 
Lady  Damaris  was  always  liberal.  They 
said,  too,  that  perhaps  the  learned  daugh- 
ter Hestia  did  not  care  to  marry,  but 
would  establish  a  salon  where  she  would 
become  famous  for  her  wit  and  wisdom. 

But  the  wisdom  that  Hestia  acquired 
was  not  that  kind.  With  the  Christian 
home  established  by  Hesiod  and  Hera, 
and  the  constant  example  of  her  mother's 
Christian  activity,  Hestia  at  last  came 
into  the  light  of  truth.  Her  trained  mind 
was  turned  to  service,  and  she  became  the 
first  deaconess  of  Athens. 

Two  Little  Waifs 

(Continued  from  page   12) 

put  the  ragi  (a  kind  of  grain)  on  to  boil. 
The  hut  was  soon  filled  with  smoke,  but 
Mrs.  Gonga  was  used  to  that.  Occasional- 
ly she  stopped  to  wipe  her  eyes,  for  to- 
night nothing  mattered.  She  was  too  tired 
to  care.  She  scarcely  made  any  effort  to 
stir  the  ragi  which  she  was  cooking  for 
their  supper.  How  haggard  and  wrinkled 
was  her  face!  What  an  inexpressible  long- 
ing there  was  in  her  heart  for  a  little  joy 
and  peace!  She  was  glad  when  supper  was 
over. 

The  baby  cried.  The  tired  mother  took 
the  little  one  outdoors.  The  air  outside 
was  very  sultry.  Mrs.  Gonga  sat  on  the 
wide  step  and  crooned  softly  to  the  baby. 

It  was  late  when  Mrs.  Gonga  spread 
her  mat  on  the  floor  beside  the  children. 
She  sighed  as  she  sank  heavily  to  the 
ground.  The  waking  sun  would  bring  the 
same  duties — tomorrow  she  would  take 
the  babies  to  the  bazaar  and  lay  them  on 
'"he  burlap  to  await  the  pity  or  the  scorn 
of  the  passers-by.  Then  she  would  go  out 
to  the  field  of  rice  plants  and  toil  all  day 
while  the  fierce  sun  would  beat  upon  her 
and  make  her  hot  and  tired.  The  same 
dirty  little  hut  would  be  there  on  her 
return  from  the  field.  She  would  cook 
'.he  ragi,  quiet  the  babies,  sit  on  the  wide 
step,  watch  the  sun  go  down  and  the 
stars  appear— every  day,  day  after  day,  it 
was  the  same  monotonous  grind.  Mrs. 
Gonga  sighed.  Why  not  dispose  of  the 
babies!  "Why  not?"  she  muttered.  They 
were   but   a  care   and   burden  anyway. 

The   next   day   the   two      babies      were 
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found  lying  on  the  roadside — deserted  by 
their  mother.  A  few  hours  later  they 
were  found  by  a  Bible  woman,  who  heard 
their  violent  cries  from  a  bush  along  the 
roadside.  Tenderly  she  took  them  to  the 
mission  school  where  they  were  fed  and 
cared  for  by  those  in  charge.  There  they 
grew  up  and  there  they  were  taught  to 
love  the  Savior  who  came  to  give  peace 
and  joy. 

A  Scotch  Woman's    Important 
Discovery 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
(good)   to  tell  you.  I  have  dropped  what 
I  have  been  clinging  to,  and  gone  by  the 
Book.  I  am  awfu'  happy,  and  I  hae  been 
singing." 

"How  did  it  come  about?"  inquired 
Miss  Page. 

"This  is  how  it  happened:  I  learned 
that  I  was  a  guilty  sinner,  and  could  do 
nothing  to  save  myself.  I  also  saw  that 
the  Lord  Jesus  died  for  my  sins  on  the 
Cross.  I  believe  on  Him,  and  know  that 
I  am  saved,  and  I  thank  Him  for  it." 

The  change  was  remarkable.  Several 
neighbors  used  to  visit  her,  and  there 
was  a  good  deal  of  gossiping.  Mrs.  Ire- 
land, after  witnessing  a  blessed  confes- 
sion to  the  saving  power  of  Christ,  said, 
"Ye  needna  come  here  unless  you  have 
something  to  tell  me  about  God  and 
Heaven."  Her  Bible  became  her  constant 
companion,  and  she  rejoiced  in  Christ  as 
her  Savior  and  Lord. 

One  evening,  after  taking  a  cup  of 
tea,  she  got  out  of  bed,  thanked  God  for 
saving  her  with  an  everlasting  salvation, 
and  committed  her  loved  ones  by  name 
to  the  care  of  a  covenant-keeping  God, 
and  soon  after  passed  triumphantly  into 
the  presence  of  Him  who  had  plucked 
her  as  a  brand  from  the  everlasting  burn- 
ings. 

What  multitudes  of  people  are  deceived 
by  the  enemy  of  souls,  who  seeks  to  per- 
suade them  that  they  are  all  right  when 
they  are  all  wrong!  What  a  miracle  of 
God's  saving  grace  was  the  old  Scotch- 
woman! For  many  years  she  was  building 
her  hopes  for  eternity  on  her  own  doings, 
instead  of  on  the  finished  work  of  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Where  does  the  reader 
stand?  Do  you  expect  to  get  to  heaven 
on  the  ground  of  what  you  have  done 
for  Christ,  or  on  the  ground  of  what 
Christ  did  for  you?  All  human  religions 
teach  that  God's  forgiveness  is  obtained 
at  the  reward  of  good  works,  whereas 
Scripture  teaches  that  it  is  a  gift,  "not 
of  works,  lest  any  man  should  boast" 
(Eph.  2:8,  9;  Rom.  4:5).  May  the  un- 
saved reader  be  led  to  see  that  the  work 
that  saves  was  accomplished  by  Christ 
on  Calvary's  Cross,  and  that  by  believing 
the  Gospel  of  God's  matchless  grace  he 
will  receive  eternal  life  as  a  free  gift  and 


a  present  possession. 

"I  want  no  other  argument, 
I  seek  no  other  plea; 
It  is  enough  that  Jesus  died, 
And  that  He  died  for  me. 

What  Makes  Life  Worth  Liv- 
ing 

(Continued  from  page   18) 
And  joy  abounds  where  cares  have  been; 
Then  I  wouldn't  exchange  for  a  world  of 

wealth, 
My  little  place  in  life,     my  home,     my 

health. 

Altho'  we  have  troubles  and  cares  dismay. 
There's  a  promise  of  a  brighter  day; 
And  an  eternal  home  which  Jesus  is  giv- 
ing, 
Isn't  this  enough  to  make  life  worth  liv- 
ing? 
— Mrs.  J.  L.  Holloway,  Coffeville,  Miss. 

Bible  Lesson 

v Continued    from   page    16) 
a  picture!     Do  we  hear  our     Lord  when 
He  sounds   this   call?      Are     there   times 
when  we  just  want  to  be  with  Him  alone? 
That  is  fellowship! 

In  these  evil  days  we  should  go  often 
to  Him  in  such  a  manner  and  get  that 
which  satisfies.  How  we  all  need  it. 
There  are  so  many  others  things  we  may 
think  we  need  and  they  are  all  good,  but 
an  hour  with  Him  is  worth  far  more  to 
our  own  hearts  and  to  the  souls  to  whom 
we  minister.  Jesus  said:  "Come  unto  me, 
all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden, 
and  I  will  give  you  rest,"  Matt.  11:2  8. 
»    a-    ::- 

Idols  in  America 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
sounded  empty.  Her  world  was  in  ruins. 
Morris  had  made  an  idol  of  his  business, 
and  she,  yes,  she  admitted  it  to  herself 
now,  she  had  idolized  her  Jimmie  Bob. 
Suddenly  she  knew  what  she  wanted. 
She  must  see  her  father.  As  a  child  sh;  had 
always  found  refuge  in  his  arms.  He 
would  not  fail  her. 

Acting  on  an  impulse  she  called  him 
by  long  distance  phone.  He  was  a  busy 
pastor  in  a  parish  forty  miles  away,  but 
he  sensed  the  agony  in  his  daughter's 
voice.  Barbara  needed  him.  He  must  go. 
A  few  hasty  arrangements  and  he  turned 
his  car  cityward. 

"Barbara,  child,  what  is  it?  Why  did 
you  call  me?"  he  asked  next  morning 
after  Morris  had  reluctantly  gone  to  his 
office.  "Jimmie  Bob  is  in  the  hands  of 
the  Lord.  But  you  and  your  husband — 
what  has  happened?  What  are  you  doing 
to  yourselves?  I  don't  understand." 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,"  she  answered 
dully.  "I  can't  compete  with  business  in 
my  husband's  affections.  He  just  looks 
at  me  as  if  I  weren't  there.  I  had  about 
decided  to  quit  him  and  let  him  worship 


his  old  business  in  peace." 

"Barbara,  when  I  read  you  that  mar- 
riage service  on  your  wedding  day,  what 
was  the  covenant?  What  did  it  say?  What 
did  you  promise?"  She  dropped  her  eyes 
but  did  not  answer.  "Tell  me,"  he  said 
a  bit  sternly.  "Was  it  only  so  long  as 
you  could  agree  on  every  point?  Or  as 
long  as  you  might  feel  like  it?  Tell  me, 
is  Morris  interested  in  another  woman?" 

"Oh,  oh  no,  nothing  like  that,"  she 
denied  hastily. 

"Then,  my  daughter,  on  the  authority 
of  God's  Word,  you  have  no  right  to 
think  of  breaking  that  covenant  so  long 
as  you  both  shall  live.  I  thought  you  un- 
derstood that  marriage  was  a  partnership. 
It  is  Morris'  part  to  provide  for  his  fam- 
ily. Why  should  you  object  to  his  carry- 
ing out   the   terms  of   his   contract?" 

"Contract?"  said  Barbara  faintly. 

"Yes,  I  said,  'contract.'  It  takes  money 
to  keep  up  an  establishment  like  this. 
And  he  has  Jimmie  Bob's  future  to  think 
about  and  plan  for,  too.  There  have  been 
a  good  many  anxieties  for  the  business 
man  in  these  days.  Some  who  are  older 
and  wiser  than  Morris  have  been  forced 
into  bankruptcy.  Daughter,  daughter,  if 
you  were  a  true  partner  to  your  husband 
you  would  be  trying  to  find  ways  of 
easing  his  burdens  when  he  is  in  the 
home;  letting  him  feel  that  there  is  a 
haven  of  refuge;  that  the  birds  of  ill- 
omen  are  forever  barred  out  of  this  safe 
spot.  Barbara,  tell  me,  did  you  pray  over 
this  step  you  thought  of  taking?" 

Dumb!y,  she  shook  her  head.  The  next 
question  came  gently,  "Dauty,  dear,  how 
iong  since  you  have  really  prayed?" 

The  tears  came  with  a  rush.  "I — 
don't — know,"  she  sobbed.  "At  first  1 
was  so  happy  I  kind  of  forgot  to  depend 
on  the  Lord  and  then  I  got  to  looking 
at  my  wrongs  and  feeling  sorry  for  my- 
self— and — and — yesterday  when  they 
brought  Jimmie  Bob  home  I  tried  to 
pray,  and  \  couldn't.  I  am  afraid  I  have 
been  worshipping  my  boy  as  much  as 
Morris  has  his  business.  It  looks  like  we 
have  both  become  idolaters.  I  just  had 
to  see  you.  You  always  know  how  to  get 
me   straightened    out,"   she    finished. 

"I  see,  I  see,"  he  said  as  he  stroked 
the  fair  hair.  "Well,  acknowledging  the 
sin  and  sincerely  repenting  is  the  first 
step."  She  nodded.  "When  you  lose 
something  you  look  for  it  in  the  place 
where  you  lost  it,  don't  you?  Go  back  to 
Jesus'  feet  and  pick  up  the  cross  where 
you  laid  it  down  and  tell  Him  that  by 
His  grace  you'll  not  shirk  any  more.  Will 
you  do  that?" 

"Oh,  1  will,  I  will."  And  she  did. 
Morris   called   up   several    times   during 
the    morning   to    ask    after   Jimmie    Bob. 
The  bulletins  were  vague.  Nothing  def- 
inite yet.   He  could  not   settle   down   to 
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his  usual  routine.  All  this  seemed  so  ter- 
ribly unimportant  after  all.  What  point 
would  there  be  in  it  if — .  He  could  not 
finish  that  sentence,  even  to  himself. 

His  office  was  in  a  section  of  the 
city  where  one  of  the  early  churches  had 
been  built.  In  spite  of  the  encroachments 
of  the  secular  interests  this  church  had 
he'd  its  property — and  hourly  its  chimes 
rang  out  over  the  city.  Ordinarily.  Mor- 
ris never  heard  them,  but  today  there  was 
an  arresting  quality  in  the  clear  notes 
of  the  hymn: 

''Abide  with  me,  fast  falls  the  eventide; 
The  darkness    deepens;    Lord    with     me 

abide. 
When   other  helpers  fail    and    comforts 

flee, 
Help  of  the  helpless,  oh  abide  with  me." 

His  thought  followed  the  words 
through.  He  saw  it  now.  He  had  failed 
to  "abide  with"  the  Lord,  or  rather  had 
made  it  impossible  for  the  Lord  to 
"abide"  with  him.  He  had  made  an  idol 
of  his  business  and  had  given  to  it  the 
devotion  that  belonged  to  God.  He  had 
gloried  in  the  struggle  to  win  where 
others  were  failing.  He  had  left  a  fierce 
joy  in  the  hazards,  but  he  saw  now,  that 
it  had  caused  him  to  stand  alone.  He 
felt  like  a  sleep  walker  who  awakens  on 
the  brink  of  a  precipice.  No  God.  Per- 
haps no  wife,  either.  Barbara  had  not 
been  very  sympathetic  last  evening.  In 
fact,  when  had  she  shown  any  interest  in 
him  or  his  affairs?  And  Jimmie  Bob, 
too!  Aside  from  a  perfunctory  "good- 
night" kiss,  how  much  had  he  seen,  re- 
cently, of  his  only  son? 

Important  papers,  documents,  profits 
and  losses  gradually  assumed  their  right- 
ful proportions  as  Morris  Grayson 
thought  it  all  out.  "Doing  things  back- 
ward," he  told  himself.  "Instead  of  put- 
ting God  first,  I  forgot  Him,  and  it  has 
thrown  everything  else  out  of  focus. 
Well,  I'll  have  to  talk  to  Barbara  before 
I  can  have  much  to  say  to  the  Lord,  I 
guess,"  so  he  called  his  secretary,  left  in- 
structions for  the  afternoon  and  went 
home. 

"Morris!''  cried  Barbara,  "Jimmie  Bob 
is  no  worse.   I  didn't  send  for  you." 

"I  know  you  didn't.  But  I  couldn't 
stay  away  any  longer.  I  had  to  come  home 
and  confess  to  my  miserable  failing  in 
helping  you  to  keep  up  a  Christian  home. 
I  promised  God  and  your  father  that  I 
would  put  spiritual  things  first,  I  haven't 
done  it.  I  have  worshipped  at  the  shrine 
of  business.  I've  broken  the  very  first 
commandment.  I  have  neglected  you  and 
our  boy.  His  little  sick  face  has  been  be- 
tween me  and  my  papers  all  the  morn- 
ing. I  couldn't  stand  it  any  longer. 
Please,  Barbara,  will  you  forgive  me?" 

"Yes,  Morris,  gladly.  It  wasn't  all  your 
fault,  either.  I  turned  away  from  the 
Lord,  too,  and  I  haven't  been  the  help  to 


you  that  I  might  have  been.  But,  please 
God,  I've  repented  and  He  has  forgiven 
me  and  from  now  on  I'm  going  to  'put 
first  things  first.'  " 

"We  both  will,"  promised  Morris 
Grayson,  reverently.  "Maybe  now  we  can 
pray  for  Jimmie  Bob." 

"Yes,"  agreed  Barbara,  "my  father 
says  that  our  little  boy's  case  is  in  the 
hands  of  the  Great  Phvsician  and  some- 
how I  feel  like  the  Shunamite  woman 
— that  'it  is  well  with  the  child.'  " 

And  it  was — for  all  of  them.  From 
that  day  the  idols  of  America  were 
abandoned  and  Christ  reigned  supreme 
in   that  home. — Sel. 

Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
gram  arranged  beautifully.  At  the  end 
of  the  program  each  one  that  wanted  to 
let  his  life  be  a  lower  light  came  to  the 
front  and  got  a  small  candle.  A  large  one 
was  burning  on  the  Bible  stand.  We  then 
marched  around  and  lit  our  candle  from 
the  large  one.  The  scene  was  heart  touch- 
ing as  well  as  beautiful.  The  Lord  blessed 
in  a  wonderful  way.  Some  were  shouting 
and  some  were  weeping.  I  think  this 
gave  each  one  a  greater  determination  to 
let  his  light  shine  as  never  before. 

We  covet  your  prayers  that  we  might 
rise  and  shine  for  Jesus. — Miss  Margaret 
Quinn. 

Indiana  State  Y.  P.  E.  Coming 
to  the  Front 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Recently  I  was  appointed  Y.  P.  E. 
superintendent  for  the  state  of  Indiana. 
I  began  my  official  work  by  arranging  a 
Y.  P.  E.   district  rally  at  Hymera. 

We  beean  our  meeting  about  2:30  p. 
m.  with  a  good  crowd  and  the  interest 
running  high.  To  my  knowledge  this 
was  the  first  meeting  of  its  kind  to  ever 
be  held  by  the  Indiana  Y.  P.  E.  There 
were  delegates  present  from  five  differ- 
ent churches  and  a  great  many  local 
young  folk.  The  reports  from  the  dis- 
trict were  very  encouraging.  The  young 
people  thought  it  would  be  good  to  have 
a  rally  meeting  every  month  so  that  we 
might  get  together  to  make  plans  by 
which  we  might  promote  the  Lord's 
work  among  the  youth  of  Indiana  and 
too,  to  be  encouraged  by  the  reports  and 
testimonies  of  victory  from  other  places. 
Our  next  meeting  will  be  held  the  third 
Saturday  night  in  March  at  Jasonville, 
Ind. 

We  have  decided  to  make  the  member- 
ship fee  for  this  state  10c  per  month 
which  will  be  used  to  buy  a  Lighted 
Pathway  for  the  members.  This  will  en- 
able each  member  to  have  the  paper  and 
will  add  greatly  to  the  interest  and  suc- 


cess of  our  local  meetings. 

I  say  for  myself  that  the  Lighted 
Pathway  has  been  a  spring  of  useful 
knowledge  which  has  aided  me  greatly  in 
leading  souls  to  Christ  and  I  take  this 
opportunity  to  pledge  myself  to  its  in- 
terest and  your  service. 

If  you  have  any  suggestions  that  you 
think  will  help  us,  we  would  be  very 
grateful  for  them. 

We  would  like  to  know  just  what  it 
takes  to  win  the  national  Y.  P.  E.  ban- 
ner, what  are  the  Y.  P.  E.  colors  and 
what  is  the  theme  song. 

Please  pray,  and  request  prayer  for  the 
Indiana  Y.  P.  E.  through  the  Lighted 
Pathway. — Archie  F.  McWilliams,  In- 
diana  state  superintendent  of   Y.  P.   E. 

Thinking  Youth 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

centre,  at  the  core  of  our  being,  that  we 
become  partakers  of  the  Divine  nature, 
and  that  He  will  so  indwell  us  by  His 
Holy  Spirit,  and  He  will  reproduce  and 
re-live  His  own  life  in  us  and  through 
us. 

"Theoretical"  do  you  say?  No,  it  is 
very  practical  if  you  will  think  into  it. 
Indeed  it  is  right  here  that  Christianity 
is  so  much  more  practical  than  all  other 
faiths.  They,  at  their  best,  can  only  offer 
to  man  a  code  of  ethics,  a  standard  of 
morals,  a  philosophy  of  life.  No  Moham- 
medan of  instance,  would  dream  of 
claiming  the  actual  presence  of  Moham- 
med in  this  life.  All  he  can  say  is  that 
the  spirit  (with  a  small  "s,")  of  Mo- 
hammed, who  once  lived,  is  still  inspiring 
him.  Mohammed,  Buddha,  Confucius  are 
dead.  Jesus  is  alive  for  evermore.  To  be 
a  Christian  means  to  say  with  Paul,  "I 
live;  yet  not  I,  but  Christ  liveth  in  me," 
Gal.  2:20.  This  is  exactly  what  Christ 
promised  when  He  said,  "If  a  man  love 
me,  he  will  keep  my  words:  and  my  Fa- 
ther will  love  him,  and  we  will  come  un- 
to him,  and  make  our  abode  with  him," 
Tohn  14:23.  You  say— "How?"  The  an- 
swer is.  bv  the  Holy  Spirit.  "I  will  prav 
the  Father,  and  he  shall  give  vou  another 
Comforter,  that  he  may  abide  with  you 
for  ever:  Even  the  Spirit  of  truth  .... 
for  he  dwel'eth  with  vou,  and  shall  be 
in  vou."  Tohn  14:16-17.  "Know  ye  not 
that  vour  bodv  is  the  temple  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  which  is  in  vou,  which  ve 
haw  of  God."  1  Cor.  6-A9. 

LJn'ess  and  until  this  truth  is  srrasoed. 
all  out-  resolves,  strueeJes.  and  turning 
over  of  new  leavv;  will  be  of  no  avail. 

Tn  mv  experience.  T  have  met  so  many 
voune  neonle  who  have  given  up  the 
Christian  life  in  despair  because  thev  had 
in  cnrirelv  false  conception  of  it.  Thev 
have  thoueht  that  to  be  a  Christian 
meant  that  thev  must  do  their  best  to 
live  Hke  Jesus  lived,  to     accept  His  phi- 
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losophy  of  life,  in  fact,  to  live  out  the 
Sermon  on  the  Mount.  In  this  way  they 
have  failed,  and  become  so  disheartened 
in  the  effort  that  they  have  given  it  up 
as  hopeless. 

I  quote  from  a  young  man's  letter: — 
"As  a  lad,  I  thought  I  had  everything  to 
take  me  through  life.  Good  parents,  home 
and  education,  but  one  day  Christ  showed 
me  that  what  I  was  living  was  a  mere 
existence.  For  a  year  and  a  half  I  tried 
to  live  the  Christian  life,  and  I  began 
to  wonder  why  I  was  not  getting  victory 
over  temptation  like  other  Christians. 
Then  I  came  to  realize  that  to  try  and 
live  the  Christian  life  was  absolutely 
hopeless,  and  that  the  only  way  was  to 
let  Christ  live  it  for  me  and  through  me. 
So  I  came  to  learn  the  wonderful  truth 
of  the  power  of  the  indwelling  Christ. 

"What  difference  has  it  made  to  my 
daily  life?  Everything!  Now  I  have  the 
peace  of  Christ,  the  presence  of  Christ, 
and  the  power  of  Christ.  Whereas  before 
my  life  was  a  failure,  a  worthless,  pow- 
erless thing,  now  it  has  become  a  force, 
a  real  and  living  thing." 

For  this  young  man,  defeat  was 
changed  to  victory  because  he  had  found 
in  Christ,  not  merely  a  Hero,  an  Ideal, 
an  Example,  a  Teacher,  a  Pattern,  a 
Leader,  a  Master,  a  King,  but  a  risen,  liv- 
ing and  indwelling  Savior.  This  is  why 
Christ  surpasses,  supersedes  and  out- 
distances all  other  world  teachers. 
OVERCOMING  EVIL    WITH    GOOD 

The  Christian  life  is  lived,  not  just  by 
the  inspiration  of  the  Jesus  of  history, 
but  by  the  present  active  operation  with- 
in the  soul  of  the  victorious  Lord  of  Life 
and  Glory. 

Once  we  have  come  into  this  vital  re- 
lationship with  Him,  the  battle  with  evil 
becomes  an  entirely  different  proposition. 
Instead  of  fighting  temptation  by  mere 
moral  resolve,  we  win  through  by  spirit- 
ual reliance.  The  effort  of  the  soul  is 
no  longer  concentrated  upon  the  evil 
thing  to  fight  it  with  our  own  resources 
of  will  power  and  determination;  it  is 
rather  to  be  centered  upon  Christ  alone. 
Depending  upon  Him  we  can  experience 
the  actual  work  of  His  Spirit  within  us, 
supplying  the  opposite  of  the  evil  thing 
with  which  we  are  faced. 

The  diver,  working  in  an  atmosphere 
alien  to  his  nature,  is  able  to  overcome 
the  influence  of  the  underwater  life  by 
being  kept  in  constant  contact  with  the 
man  above  who  pumps  air  down  to  him. 
So,  no  matter  how  foul  the  conditions, 
if  we  are  in  touch,  by  the  Holy  Spirit, 
with  the  "Man  above" — the  God  Man — 
the  Man  Christ  Jesus,  we  can  live  pure 
lives  in  the  midst  of  an  impure  world  all 
around  us. 

The  fact  is — self  can  never  conquer 
self,  however  many  are  its  good  resolves. 


The  word  of  Paul  is  indeed  true  when 
he  urges  "Be  not  overcome  of  evil,  but 
overcome  evil  with  good,"  Rom.  12:21. 
In  Christ  there  is  always  humility  to 
counteract  our  pride,  patience  to  con- 
quer our  anger,  love  to  drive  out  our  self- 
ishness, and  holiness  to  overcome  our  im- 
purity. 

What  a  world  of  difference  there  is  in 
wireless  receiving  sets  between  an  old- 
fashioned  battery  set  and  an  all-mains 
radio.  To  have  to  be  constantly  recharg- 
ing is  such  a  waste  of  time,  and  with 
a  battery  set,  the  volume  gets  less  and 
less,  and  finally  fails  altogether.  It  has 
an  inconvenient  way  of  breaking  down 
just  when  it  is  most  needed.  But  in  the 
case  of  the  all-mains  set,  the  power  is 
constantly  available,  and  the  reception  al- 
ways equally  good. 

So — are  there  not  many  who  are  try- 
ing to  go  straight  with  frequent  re- 
charges of  good  resolutions  and  emotion- 
al spurts?  A  better  way  is  to  live  mo- 
ment by  moment  in  such  vital  touch  with 
the  living  Christ,  that  His  divine  life  is 
ever  possessing  our  whole  being,  and  fill- 
ing and  flooding  our  souls  with  His 
power. 

Question  Answered 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

A  problem  has  been  confronting  me 
for  a  long  time.  I  would  like  to  get 
some  good  instructions  regarding  it.  It 
seems  that  the  social  life  of  the  Church 
of  God  young  people  has  been  ignored 
and  neglected  by  most  everyone  here. 
We  are  still  young  and  are  full  of  life. 
We  never  find  ourselves  contented  with 
sitting  around  chatting  with  elderly  peo- 
ple. We  want  to  be  engaged  in  social 
activities  interesting  to  us.  Church  of 
God  young  people  don't  indulge  in  world- 
ly pleasures  with  the  sinners,  so  what 
are  we  to  do  for  recreation  other  than 
going  to  church?  Please  help  me  if  you 
can. — Perplexed. 

Dear  Perplexed: 

And  now  I  am  perplexed  too,  my  dear, 
to  know  just  what  to  advise.  Many  of 
our  people  know  just  how  I  stand  along 
this  line,  because  I  have  written  and 
written,  trying  to  explain  my  views  on 
this  subject.  I  am  sure  some  do  not  be- 
lieve with  me  but  I  am  sure  many  do, 
for  they  have  written  in,  thanking  me 
for  my  articles.  This  is  a  very  serious  sub- 
ject, and  should  be  dealt  with  with  much 
wisdom.  One  might  advise  allowing  our 
young  people  to  have  some  innocent 
social  recreation  and  they  would  go  to 
extremes  and  bring  reproach  on  the 
cause,  but  if  their  social  activities  are 
sponsored  by  the  pastor  or  some  level 
headed  young  persons  or  older  ones  who 
will  plan  innocent  recreation  for  them  it 
is   to   my  opinion   just   what    they  need. 


A  wise  pastor  will  stand  by  his  young 
people  in  their  desire  for  recreation  and 
lead  them  into  things  that  are  elevating. 

I  have  laid  down  a  very  good  plan  for 
your  social  life  in  the  little  booklet, 
"How  to  Organize  and  Conduct  C.  of  G. 
Y.  P.  E."  Many  have  this  carried  out  in 
their  churches  with  great  success. 

When  information  is  desired  along  this 
line  it  would  be  well  for  you  to  write 
Brother  J.  H.  Walker,  General  Overseer 
of  the  Church  of  God,  as  the  Church  has 
no  rules  on  this  subject. — Editor. 

Was  Peter  Ever  at  Rome? 

As  to  the  question  whether  Peter  was 
ever  in  Rome,  the  Roman's  claim  is  that 
he  suffered  martyrdom  there  with  Paul 
after  a  pontificate  of  twenty-five  years. 
This  would  be  from  A.  D.  41  to  66.  But 
note: 

1.  In  44  he  was  imprisoned  in  Jerusa- 
lem (Acts  12).  In  52  he  was  at  the 
Council  of  Jerusalem  (Gal.  2).  In  5  8 
Paul  wrote  to  the  Romans  but  does  not 
mention  him.  He  sends  greetings  to 
twenty-seven  persons  but  none  to  Peter. 

2.  In  61  Paul  was  conveyed  a  prisoner 
to  Rome,  and  certain  brethren  go  to  meet 
him  but  not  Peter. 

3.  At  Rome  he  writes  to  the  Galatians, 
and  mentions  Peter,  but  not  as  being 
there,  or  as  having  been  pontiff  there  for 
twenty  years. 

4.  The  Epistles  to  the  Ephesians,  Phi- 
lippians,  Colossians  and  Philemon  were  all 
written  from  Rome;  but  while  others  are 
mentioned  as  sending  messages,  or  as  be- 
ing associated  with  him,  Peter  is  never 
once  mentioned. 

5.  From  Rome  also  Paul's  last  letter 
was  written;  and  he  says,  "At  my  first 
answer  no  man  stood  with  me,  but  all 
men  forsook  me"  (2  Tim.  4:16).  So  that 
if  Peter  were  Bishop  of  Rome  he  enjoyed 
an  immunity  which  was  not  accorded  to 
Paul;  and  is  guilty  of  having  forsaken 
the  great  apostle. 

6.  And  in  this  very  Epistle  written 
from  Rome  immediately  before  his  mar- 
tyrdom, he  says,  "Only  Luke  is  with  me." 
(2  Tim.  4:11.)  This  is  conclusive. 

7.  So  Paul  had  written  to  Rome;  he 
had  been  in  Rome;  and  at  the  end  he 
writes  from  Rome;  and  not  only  never 
once  mentions  Peter,  but  emphatically  at 
the  last  moment  declares  "Only  Luke  is 
with  me."  Peter,  therefore,  was  never 
Bishop  of  Rome.— By  Rev.  E.  W.  Bul- 
linger,  D.  D.,  in  Dawn. 

*    *    * 

Two  men  were  confessing  to  each 
other  the  causes  of  their  failure  in  the 
ministry.  "I  let  my  hand  slip  out  of 
God's  hand,"  said  one.  The  other  said: 
"My  soul  life  raveled  at  the  point  where 
I  ceased  to  pray,  because  there  were 
things  in  my  life  I  couldn't  speak  to  God 
about." — Origin  Unknown. 
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A  SUGGESTED  NATIONAL 
PROGRAM 

Song.  Given  next  month. 
Scripture,  Isa.  6:1-9. 
Motto:    Phil.   4:13. 

All  Y.P.E.  members  should  mem- 
orize these  and  be  ready  to  respond 
at  all  conventions  when  called  upon. 
This  will  be  very  interesting  espe- 
cially at  our  General  Assembly 
when  we  come  from  the  east,  west, 
north  and  south  to  mingle  our 
voices  together.  It  will  make  us 
feel  that  oneness  that  all  Y.P.E's 
should  feel. 

Y.    P.    E.    Uniform 

In  all  of  our  churches  we  have 
some  who  are  not  able  to  dress  as 
others  and  we  are  suggesting  a 
uniform  for  our  young  people  so 
that  all  will  appear  alike  on  spe- 
cial occasions  and  at  our  conven- 
tions. The  uniform  is  to  be  white 
with  dark  blue  ties,  the  white 
standing  for  purity  and  the  blue 
for  loyalty.  Any  plain,  simple  white 
goods  will  be  suitable  for  these 
occasions.  This  is  very  beautiful 
and  will  make  any  service  the 
young  people  may  give  more  im- 
pressive. 

NOTE:  These  are  only  sugges- 
tions and  are  not  binding  in  any 
way.  Each  local  church  may  out- 
line its  own  work,  however,  it  will 
make  our  work  in  conventions,  etc., 
more  interesting  to  have  a  uniform 
plan. 


Suggestions  For  Your  Church 
Programs 

Our  young  people  often  write  in  ask- 
ing me  to  select  plays  for  them.  I  am 
recommending  a  few  this  month: 

"The  Prodigal  Son"  will  be  especial- 
ly good  for  your  Father's  Day  program 
which  comes  the  third  Sunday  in  June. 
Get  this  one  and  surprise  your  fathers 
by  a  good  program  on  that  day. 

"The  Romance  of  Ruth."  This  is  a 
beautiful  story  of  Ruth.  You  will  like  it. 

"A  Child  of  Destiny." 

"The  Story  of  Moses  and  Pharaoh." 

Popularity  Contest 

We  are  asking  every  reader  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  to  please  send  us  a 
postal  card  telling  us  which  page  you 
like  best.  We  will  count  the  votes  and 
in  June  Pathway  we  will  announce  which 
page  wins.  The  June  paper  will  be  out 
May  15,  so  all  votes  must  be  in  by  May  1. 
— Editor. 
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Watch  the  May  issue  for  a  splendid 
Mother's  Day  play  sent  in  by  Sister 
Esther  Holland  of  Charlotte,  N.  C.  It 
will  make  you  a  good  program  combined 
with  readings  and  recitations  by  the  chil- 
dren and  young  folks.  Send  for  the  "Para- 
mount  Mot-Iyer's  Day  Book"  to  Church 
of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland, 
Wft  Tenn.,  for  your  Juniors.  2  5  cents  per 
copy. 


Attention  Y.  P.  E.  Superintendents 

Inquiries  are  coming  in  asking  the  age  limit  for  the  contest  for  the  national 
banner.  We  understand  some  have  an  age  limit  already.  So  we  feel  that  it 
will  be  necessary  for  all  to  work  together  with  a  uniform  plan.  Brother  J.  H. 
Walker  and  I  have  talked  this  over  and  we  have  decided  to  make  the  age 
limit  from  5  to  32  provided  you  have  a  Junior  Y.  P.  E.  If  you  do  not  have  one, 
the  Juniors  will  not  count.  So  it  will  greatly  help  your  membership  if  you 
have  a  Junior  Y.  P.  E.  The  Junior  age  will  be  from  5  to  13.  If  you  do  not 
have  a  Junior  Y.  P.  E.,  then  you  cannot  count  those  under  13  in  your  Y.  P.  E. 
Each  Y.  P.  E.  should  have  a  record  book  and  the  names  recorded.  Contests  for 
membership  should  be  put  on  in  each  church,  also  contests  for  circulation  of 
Lighted  Pathway. 

Local  Y.  P.  E.  presidents,  do  not  wait  for  your  state  superintendent  to 
write  you  about  this,  but  begin  now  to  organize  your  Juniors.  It  is  the  great- 
est work  in  the  church. 

We  would  like  for  every  state  Y.  P.  E.  superintendent,  who  expects  to  be 
in  this  contest  for  the  national  banner,  to  please  send  his  name  in  at  once. 
Those  not  registering  will  not  be  counted.  Here  are  some  who  have  already 
entered  the  race:  Robert  Johnson,  South  Carolina;  Archie  Mc Williams,  Indi- 
ana; Max  Atkins,  Tennessee;  T.  F.  Blackwell,  West  Virginia;  Woodrow  Byrd, 
Florida.  Please  let  us  know  if  you  are  entering  this  contest. 

Below  is  a  special  notice  from  the  January  issue  we  are  using  again  in 
order  to  keep  your  minds  refreshed  in  regard  to  the  points  in  this  contest.  If 
we  have  overlooked  any  names  sent  in,  please  notify  us  and  they  will  be 
published  in  next  issue.  Here  are  the  points  in  contest: 

1.  Greatest  increase   in  membership. 

2.  Lighted  Pathway  circulation  in  proportion  to  church  membership,  either 
subscriptions    or    Gideons. 

3.  Faithfulness  in  reporting  to  state  superintendent. 

Remember  the  banner  will  be  awarded  to  the  state  making  the  best  report 
on  all  above  points. — Editor. 


Subscription  Contestants 

1.  Wilmon  A.  Smith,  Largo,  Fla. 

2.  Mrs.  Farrel  Kelley,  Empire,  Ala. 

3.  Miss     Margarite     Hammond,      Lake 
Worth,  Fla. 

4.  Ada  Queen,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 

5.  Miss  Gladys  Green,     Manns  Choice, 
Pa. 

6.  Lois  Mae  Guthrie,  Lester,  W.  Va. 

New  Gideons 

1.  Draper     L.      Combs,      Chattanooga, 
Tenn. 

2.  Mrs.  Cora  Huff,  Franklin,  Ohio. 

3.  Mrs.  Geo.  Bloomingdale,  Maud,  Okla. 

4.  Mrs.  R.  C.  Hodges,  Slater,  S.  C. 

5.  Mrs.  Burnece  Gribble,  Saxton,  Pa. 

6.  Miss  Mary  Campbell,  Belton,  S.  C. 

7.  Cordilia  Buzbee,  Ruskin,  Fla. 

8.  Miss  Inez  Sexton,  Bastain,  Va. 

9.  Mrs.  Bonnie  Williams,  Artie,  W.  Va. 

10.  Mrs.  John  Taylor,  Pineola,  N.  C. 

11.  Phonie   Mae   Strickland,     Ft.   Pierce, 
Fla. 

12.  Mrs.  D.  F.  Ogden,  Odum,  Ga. 

13.  Mrs.  Wilma  Henry,  Ft.  Worth,  Tex. 

14.  Miss  Annie  Hibner,  York,  Pa. 

15.  Jack  B.  Greene,  Alexandria,  Va. 

16.  Dessie  Morris,  Talladega,  Ala. 

17.  Vehna  Benner,  Jonesboro,  Ark. 

18.  Mrs.  John  Fox,  Clayton,  N.  Mex. 

19.  Mrs.  R.  L.  Scifford,  Unicoi,  Tenn. 

20.  Marilyn  Phipps,  Gadsden,  Ala. 

21.  Clyde  White,  Marked  Tree,  Ark. 

22.  Miss  Eunice  Berry,  Central,  S.  C. 

23.  Rachel  King,  Tribbey,  Ky. 

24.  Hilton  Vail,  Imperial,  Calif. 
2  5.  Sally  Carithers,  Pelzer,  S.   C. 

To  be  a  Gideon  vou  may  order  a  roll  of  THH 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year? 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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Ethiopians  in  Carolina 

There  is  a  distinctive  group  of  colored 
people  in  South  Carolina  Known  as  the 
"Gullah  people."  For  generations  they 
have  kept  themselves  a.ooi  trom  tne  resi 
of  the  colored  population  ot  the  soutn. 
It  has  been  discovered  that  they  arc  the 
descendants  of  the  Galia  tribes  ot  Ethi- 
opia, who  were  raided  tor  siavcs  lor  the 
southern  co.omes  many  years  ago.  Tncy 
preserve  the  distinctive  racial  character- 
istics of  the  hthiopian  Gaiia  tribes,  and 
even  their  speech  contains  many  woras 
and  turns  ot  phrase  in  present  use  among 
tne  Gallas.  lhese  Guliahs"  ot  South 
Carolina  are  particularly  populous  in  the 
islands  oft  the  Carolina  coast. — C.  U. 
Herald. 

The  Jewish  Enigma 

"The  world  has  yet  to  reckon  w,th  the 
Jew,"  remarks  a  writer  in  the  Newark 
Ledger,  "fie  is  the  average  citizen  reach- 
ing the  heights  and  depths  of  human 
possibility.  He  is  as  rich  as  Dives  or  as 
poor  as  Lazarus.  He  is  Carl  Marx,  the 
socialist  or  Rothschild,  the  capitalist.  He 
is  Felix  Adlcr,  the  law  abiding,  or  '  Ikey,'; 
the  gunman.  He  is  a  Shylock  or  a  Baron 
de  Hirsch.  He  is  a  wanderer,  yet  he 
clings  to  the  pale.  He  is  homeless,  yet 
he  owns  Broadway.  The  Jew  at  his  low- 
est was  Judas,  at.  the  highest  he  was 
Jesus." 

500  Per  Cent  Increase  in 
Murders 

Statistics  recently  published  show  that 
in  the  U.  S.  murder  has  increased  5  00  per 
cent  in  the  past  quarter  of  a  century — 
from  2.1  murders  per  100,000  of  pop- 
ulation in  1900  to  11  per  100,000  in 
1926.  Murder  has  now  become  a  busi- 
ness; even  a  profession. 

According  to  the  Lutheran  World  Al- 
manac, there  are  5  88,027,965  Christians 
in  the  world.  They  constitute  twenty- 
eight  per  cent  of  the  world's  population. 
— Methodist  Protestant  Recorder. 

The  Religious  Telescope  says:  "The 
world's  largest  standing  army  is  com- 
manded by  a  woman.  She  is  General 
Evangeline  Booth  of  the  Salvation  Army. 
There  are  three  million  soldiers  of  all 
nationalities,  with  17,000  corps,  stationed 
in  91  countries  and  colonies.  The  army 
is  always  mobilized  for  peace.  Its  weap- 
ons arc  bands  and  Bible.  General  Booth 
has  just  started  on  a  world  tour  to  in- 
spect her  outposts." 

Sixty-one  persons  (the  largest  number 
in  five  years)   paid  taxes  on  net  incomes 


of  .$1,000,000  or  more  last  year,  the 
treasury  disclosed. 

One  had  an  income  of  $4,000,000  to 
$),0OJ,uuu  m  1936  (1937  taxes  based 
on  1936  income),  four  $3,000,000  to 
$4,000,000,  fourteen  $2,000,000  to  $3,- 
000,000,  nine  $1,5  00,000  to  $2,000,000, 
and  thirty-three  between  $1,000,000  and 
$1,)  00,000.  The  names  were  not  made 
public. 

Although  nearly  double  the  thirty- 
three  in  the  previous  year,  last  year's 
$1,000,000  group  is  compared  with  5  13 
in  1929. 

the  smallest  number  of  $1,000,000  in- 
comes was  twenty  in   1932. 

•is    *    * 

In  a  study  made  by  Prof.  Stephen  S. 
Visiter,  of  Indiana  University,  it  is  stated 
that  among  the  24,278  biographies  in 
Who's  Who,  u  required  48,000  unskilled 
laborers  to  furnish  one  son  eminent 
enough  to  be  included.  Among  carpen- 
ters, plumbers,  mechan.es  and  other 
skilled  laborers,  one  out  of  1,600  furnish 
a  son  or  daughter  for  Who's  Who.  The 
farmers  did  better  with  one  notable  child 
from  800.  But  the  astonishing  fact  is 
that  among  the  clergy,  one  out  of  every 
twenty  has  a  child  listed  among  these 
distinguished  persons. — Exchange. 

Current  History  publishes  an  interest- 
ing paragraph  enumerating  the  anticrimc 
forces  of  the  United  States,  the  total 
cost  of  operation  being  the  huge  sum 
of  fifteen  billion  dollars,  approximating 
the  total  of  all  taxes  paid  into  the  United 
States  for  a  year.  The  census  shows  pri- 
vate police,  11,204;  detectives,  12,86  5; 
guards  and  watchmen,  148,115;  keepers, 
15,020;  marshals  and  constables,  9,3  5  0; 
sheriffs  and  deputies,  15,33  8;  the  total 
of  which  outnumbers  the  regular  army 
of  the  United  States  numbering  160,- 
000.— Herald  of  Holiness. 
*   *   » 

Professor  Sargent  says:  "I  am  of  the 
opinion  that  California  is  the  home  both 
of  the  tallest  and  the  broadest  trees  in 
the  world."  The  redwood  tree  referred 
to  is  standing  in  the  Humboldt  State 
Redwood  Park.  It  is  twelve  feet  seven 
inches  in  diameter  at  four  and  one- 
half  feet  above  the  ground.  The  first 
sight  of  the  Grand  Canyon  reveals  to  the 
observers  anew  the  poverty  of  speech,  and 
thus  also  the  giant  Sequoia  sempservirens 
reduces  the  man  who  stands  under  it  to 
a  silence  unbroken. — The  United  Presby- 
terian. 

Mr.  Cameron  reminds  the  American 
youth  of  his  inheritance: 

"Tell  him  he  was  fortunately  cast  by 


birth  into  a  land  where  everything  he 
has  in  him  can  come  full  circle.  Tell  him 
he  lives  among  a  people  where  men  grow 
big  doing  big  things,  doing  lesser  serv- 
ice in  a  big  way — a  country  that  has 
only  6  per  cent  of  the  wo. id's  population 
and  71  per  cent  of  the  world's  automo- 
biles; 6  per  cent  of  the  world's  popula- 
tion and  52  per  cent  of  the  world's  tele- 
phones; 6  per  cent  of  the  world's  popu- 
lation and  44  per  cent  of  the  world's 
radios;  6  per  cent  of  the  world's  popula- 
tion and  30  per  cent  of  the  world's  rail- 
roads; 6  per  cent  of  the  world's  popula- 
tion and  double  the  life  insurance  of  the 
rest  of  the  world.  More  children  in  the 
schools,  more  homes  owned  by  families, 
more  college  opportunities,  than  any- 
where else.  Don't  say  these  are  merely 
material  things — they  are  the  visible  sym- 
bols of  spiritual  wealth. 

*    »    * 

A  little  equation:  Alcohol  plus  gaso- 
line equals  destruction.  During  trie 
eighteen  months  we  were  in  the  World 
War  5  0,5 10  of  our  men  were  killed.  Dur- 
ing the  eighteen  months  involving  1934- 
3  5  in  peace  time,  deaths  due  to  motor 
accidents  with  a  background  of  alcohol 
were  5  1,500,  but  no  American  flags  fly 
over  the  graves  of  the  victims  last  men- 
tioned.— Herald  of  Holiness. 

::•    *    * 

Negro  Churches 

There  arc  about  thirteen  million  Ne- 
groes in  the  United  States.  Five  million 
of  these  are  said  to  be  members  of  the 
Methodist,  Baptist,  Episcopalian,  and 
Ocher  Protestant  bodies,  while  2  50,000 
members  are  claimed  by  the  Catholics, 
with  300  priests  attached  to  their  mis- 
sions. In  the  metropolitan  areas  the 
Roman  Catholics  ar^  putting  forth  a  su- 
preme effort  to  win  the  unchurched  mil- 
lions. 


The  Common  Cold 

Three  hundred  million  colds  in  the 
head  afflict  North  Americans  each  win- 
ter. The  3  00,000,000  total  means  that 
almost  15  0,000,000  men,  women  and 
children  in  the  United  States  and  Canada 
go  through  the  torture  of  two  and  one- 
half  colds  each  year.  Medical  science  is 
battling  the  common  cold,  but  has  not 
yet  isolated  its  germ. 

In  the  United  States,  17  per  cent  of 
the  population  have  one  cold  or  less  a 
year.  Sixty  per  cent  have  three  colds  a 
year.  The  other  23  per  cent,  come  what 
may,  regularly  have  from  four  to  ten  an- 
nually.— Edward  Pendray,  in  Today. 
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A  Prayer  /or  Mother' 

Lord  Jesus,  Thou  hast  known 

A  mother's  love  and  tender  care; 
And  Thou  wilt  hear  while,  for  my  own 

Mother  dear,  I  make  this  morning  prayer. 

Protect  her  life,  I  pray, 

Who  gave  the  gift  of  life  to  me; 
And  may  she  know  from  day  to  day 

The  deepening  glow  of  joy  that  comes  from  Thee. 

As  once  upon  her  breast 

Fearless  and  well  content  I  lay, 
So  let  her  heart,  on  Thee  at  rest, 

Feel  fears  depart  and  troubles  fade  away. 

Ah!  hold  her  by  the  hand, 

As  once  her  hand  held  mine, 
And,  though  she  may  not  understand 

Life's  winding  way,  lead  her  in  peace  divine. 


can  not  pay  my  debt 
For  all  the  love  that  she  has  given; 
But  Thou,  love's  Lord,  wilt  not  forget 

Her  due  reward — bless  her  in  earth  and  heaven. 


Subscription  Price:  $1.00  per  year;  rolls  of  14  copies 
$1.00  per  roll,  more  than  three  rolls  4c  per  copy. 


"Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a 
light   unto   my   path." 

Psalm   119:105 
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Alda   B.   Harrison,  Editor 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

It  will  soon  be  Mother's  Day  again. 
These  special  days  come  and  it  seems  on- 
ly a  few  days  till  they  are  here  again.  It 
shows  how  time  is  flying  and  how  brief 
the  time  that  you  will  have  mother  and 
father  with  you.  I  am  looking  back  with 
gladness  and  sadness  this  morning  to  my 
childhood  days.  With  gladness  because 
God  gave  me  a  father  and  mother  who 
took  me  by  the  hand  and  led  me  to 
Sunday  School  and  church,  when  only 
a  little  tot.  They  gave  me  the  right  start 
and  I  shall  never  forget  that  old  country 
Methodist  church  where  I  received  my 
early  training.  It  was  at  old  Greenwood 
near  Afton,  Tenn.  It's  a  sacred  spot. 
It's  a  wonderful  thing  to  have  all  these 
things  to  remember.  Then  it  is  with  sad- 
ness I  remember  the  last  time  I  saw 
mother  well.  She  was  standing  in  the 
door  waving  us  farewell  as  we  left 
for  our  home  in  California,  after  a  visit 
to  the  old  home.  The  next  time  we  saw 
her  she  was  dying.  This  was  the  sad  time. 
I  met  her  once  then  in  a  dream  and  took 
her  in  my  arms  and  kissed  her.  This  was 
one  of  the  sweetest  experiences  I  can  re- 
member. Oh,  the  thrill  in  that  embrace, 
and  today  it  seems  that  I  would  give  a 
million  dollars  to  meet  her  in  another 
dream.  I  will  not  need  to  meet  her  in  a 
dream  long  for  soon  it  will  be  a  bright 
reality.  I  shall  meet  her  on  the  golden 
shore   just   a    little   farther   on. 

Then  dear  old  father,  no  one  ever  had 
a  dearer  one  than  I.  We  can  see  him 
standing  on  the  sidewalk  at  Lawton, 
Okla.  with  tears  running  down  his 
cheeks  as  I  bid  him  good-bye  which 
proved    to   be    the    last    time.    Yes,   boys 


and  girls,  there'll  be  a  last  time  some 
of  these  days  and  you'll  never  know 
what  loneliness  means  until  they  are 
gone. 

We  want  to  admonish  you  to  be 
obedient  to  your  parents  if  they  arc 
Christians  and  if  they  are  not  Chris- 
tians, obey  them  as  far  as  you  can,  but 
always  remember  that  obedience  to 
Christ  comes  first. 

Now    obedience      is      not      something 

The  House  is  Lonely  Now 

{Dedicated  to  my  own  household) 

Once   the  house  was  lovely, 

But  it's  lonely  here  today, 

For  time  has  come  and  stained  the  walls, 

And  called  the  young  away. 

Now  all  that's  left  for  mother  and  me, 
Until  all  of  life  is  through, 
Is  to  sit  and  tell  each  other 
What  the  children  used  to  do. 

We  couldn't  keep  them  always 
And  we  knew  it  from  the  start, 
We  knew  when  they  were  babies 
We'd  some  day  have  to  part. 

The  years  go  by  so  swiftly, 
And  the  littlest  one  has  flown, 
Now  there's  only  me  and  mother 
Left  here  to  live  alone. 

Oh,  there's  just  one  consolation 
As  we're  sitting  here  at  night; 
They've  grown  to  men  and  women 
And  we  brought  them  up  all  right. 

We've  watched  as  we  have  loved   them, 
And    they're    splendid, — everyone. 
And  we  think  the  Lord  won't  blame  us, 
For  the  way  our  work  was  done. 

They're   clean   and   kind   and  honest, 
And  the  world  respects  them,  too, 
That's  the  dream  of  parents  always, 
And  our  dreams  have  all  come  true. 

So  although  the  house  is  lonely, 
And  sometimes  our  eyes  are  wet, 
We  are  proud  of  them  and  happy, 
And  we've  nothing  to  regret. 

— Author  Unknown. 

which  boys  and  girls  as  a  rule  like.  They 
think  it  hard  to  be  compelled  to  do  what 
someone  else  wants  them  to  do.  They  are 
in  a  hurry  to  grow  up  so  they  can  do  as 
they  please. 

Some  think  obedience  is  a  form  of 
weakness,  but  this  is  an  error.  Dis- 
obedience is  easy  and  obedience  is 
hard.  To  obey  someone  else  requires 
strength.  Obedience  lights  up  the  home 
like   a   lamp.   Disobedience   darkens     and 


chills   like   a    winter  fog. 

Because  Jesus  was  gentle  and  tender 
we  must  not  imagine  Him  as  being 
weak  kneed.  Because  He  was  kind  and 
forgiving  does  not  mean  He  was  weak. 
When  men  tried  to  tempt  Him  to  do 
wrong  He  was  strong  and  firm  and  un- 
yielding as  rock.  So  obedience  means 
strength. 

Is  your  mother  happy  today  or  is  she 
sad? 

At  least  somebody's  mother  is  happy. 
Her  efforts  arc  crowned  with  the  antici- 
pations of  many  hard  years.  She  has  per- 
haps grown  silver  haired  with  the  years 
but  her  heart  is  all  aglow  because  of 
what  she  has  accomplished.  Tonight 
through  her  untiring  efforts  her  child 
graduates  from  high  school.  Once  she 
was  young  and  her  busy  hands  made  it 
possible  to  shape  this  way  for  him  or 
her.  She  took  no  notice  of  hardships  and 
tasks  and  time,  for  she  was  building  a 
life — yes  a  godly  life.  She  had  made  it 
possible  for  them  to  prepare  for  a  use- 
ful life.  Tasks  of  that  kind  are  joys,  for 
they  are  love's  contribution  to  the  world 
— the  only  gift  a  woman  can  give  to  the 
world  worthwhile.  The  fact  is,  it  is  her 
mission  here,  to  build  lives.  "The  hand 
that  rocks  the  cradle  is  the  hand  that 
rules   the  world." 

Now  they  are  ready  to  go  away  to 
college,  or  it  might  not  be  sending  them 
away  to  school  but  perhaps  out  into  the 
world  to  accept  some  position  which  has 
been  offered  them.  It  is  then  that 
mother  is  glad  she  has  builded  this  life 
on  a  firm  foundation.  Of  course  she  ad- 
monishes them,  she  prays  for  them  and 
trusts  God  to  do  the  rest. 

Here  is  the  poem  I  wrote  in  the  fly- 
leaf of  the  Bibles  I  gave  my  children  as 
they  left  the  home  nest: 

Be  not  dismayed  whate'er  betide, 

Gad  will  take  care  of  you; 
Beneath  His  wings  of  love  abide, 

God  will  take  care  of  you. 
Through  days  of  toil  when  heart     doth 
fail, 

God  will  take  care  of  you; 
Where  dangers'  fierce  your  path  assail, 

God  will  take  care  of  you. 

All  you  may  need  He  will  provide, 

God  will  take  care  of  you. 
Nothing  you  ask  will  be  denied, 

God  will  take  care  of  you. 
No  matter  what  may  be  the  test, 

God  will  take  care  of  you; 
Lean  weary  one  upon  His  breast, 

God  will  take  care  of  you. 

God   has   promised    to   care   for      His 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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At  the  Crossroads 

MINNIE  E.  LUDWIG 
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SYNOPSIS 

In  the  dead  hours  of  night  Charles  Ludlow 
secretly  steals  away  from  the  happy  Christian 
home  of  his  childhood.  He  had  drifted  further 
and  further  into  sin  and  his  sweetheart,  a  beau- 
tiful girl  named  Viana  Harvey,  informed  him 
earlier  in  the  evening  that  their  close  friendship 
must    cease. 

With  the  decision  to  reform  and  lift  the  dis- 
grace he  has  brought  on  those  whom  he  loves 
dearest,  he  boards  the  train  for  Chicago,  where 
he  obtains  work  as  a  grocery  clerk.  He  reforms 
and  saves  his  money  for  a  while,  but  is  soon 
back   in   the  old   whirl   of   sin. 

Charles  meets  Judith  Delver,  falls  in  love 
and  is  married,  but  is  disappointed  to  find  he 
has  made  a  serious  mistake.  After  a  year  of  mar- 
ried life  a  son  is  born  into  the  home  but  Judith 
proves  to  be  a  society  lover  instead  of  a  home 
maker  and  neglects  their  child.  Charles  names 
him  Stephen  after  the  first  martyr  and  his  own 
father.  Judith  refuses  to  care  for  him  and  puts 
him  in  a  day  nursery  during  the  day.  Charles 
must  go  for  him  at  night  and  care  for  him 
while  she  spends  her  time  in  society. 

Suddenly  her  body  is  stricken  and  she  lives 
only  a  short  time.  Thinking  she  will  recover, 
she  refuses  to  make  peace  with  God.  She  realizes 
her  need  too  late,  and  while  dying,  whispers, 
"All  is  lost,"  then,  "Oh,  it  is  so  dark!"  as  she 
slips   out   into   eternity,    unprepared. 

Charles  was  saddened,  his  past  life  of  sin 
haunted  him.  and  he  felt  that  had  he  only 
known  God,  Judith  might  have  been  spared  or 
saved   through   his  prayers. 

During  the  six  years  that  had  passed  since 
Charles  left  his  home  in  Elm  Point,  many 
changes  took  place.  His  sister,  Elizabeth,  had 
married  Viana  Harvey's  brother,  Theodore,  and 
Viana  herself  had  married  a  young  minister.  Of 
these  changes  Charles  knew  nothing,  but  he  was 
sure  that  his  father  and  mother  would  welcome 
him  home.  He  decided  to  take  little  Stephen  there. 
Suddenly  Stephen  became  ill  and  all  the  savings 
are  spent  before  he  recovers.  In  a  touching  serv- 
ice one  Sunday,  Charles  is  gloriously  converted. 
The  next  day  alone  in  prayer  he  is  sanctified. 
That  evening  after  reading  the  Bible  to  Stephen, 
he  points  out  the  folly  of  pursuing  a  sinful  life. 

Once  more  they  begin  making  preparation  to 
go  to  Charles'  childhood  home.  Walking  with 
Stephen  down  the  sidewalk  the  next  evening, 
Charles  is  struck  by  a  car,  operated  by  a  boot- 
legger who  is  fleeing  from  the  law,  and  dies 
almost   instantly,   leaving   little   Stephen   alone. 

Stephen  is  befriended  by  a  ragged  newsboy, 
Freckles,  and  begins  selling  papers  for  a  liveli- 
hood. He  is  asked  to  vacate  the  house  which  has 
been  his  only  home  and  he  moves  into  an  alley 
shack. 

En  route  to  work  one  morning,  Stephen  begins 
a  conversation  with  Freckles  which  results  in  a 
firm  determination  on  Freckles'  part  to  quit  to- 
bacco and  leave  off  swearing,  and  they  both 
decide   to    soon   begin    attending    church    services. 

Stephen  was  very  lonely  and  often  hungry. 
When  he  told  people  he  never  had  a  mother 
they  made  fun  of  him.  Then  he  thought  of  his 
father's  plan  of  going  to  his  grandfather's  house 
and  the  words  he  had  spoken  the  night  before 
he  was  killed,  "Grandmother  will  let  you  call  her 
mamma,  and  she  will  love  you."  Then  he  remem- 
bered his  father  told  him  to  adopt  the  sweet- 
faced  lady  in  his  new  book  for  his  mamma  until 
he  went  to  his  grandmother's.   It  was  strange  he 


had  forgotten  this  but  he  resolved  to  do  as  his 
father  had  told  him.  By  the  good  instructions  in 
this  little  book  he  is  guided  into  the  right  road 
and    improves    his    manners    and    conduct. 

One  evening  just  at  dusk  Freckles  comes  to 
Stephen's  shack  and  tells  him  about  his  father 
and  mother  having  a  fight  and  later  his  mother 
repented  and  made  peace  with  God.  Later  she 
takes  sick  and  dies  and  his  father  moves  to  a 
distant  point  in  the  city  and  the  two  friends 
are   forced   to   part. 

When  walking  to  the  park  and  returning, 
Stephen  usually  passed  a  residence  which  was  the 
home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  and  their  two 
children,  Raymond  and  Mary.  Their  home  was 
but  a  modest  little  cottage  and  the  furniture  not 
expensive;  the  yard  also  was  not  large  but  well 
kept   and    beautiful    flowers    brightened   the   place. 

The  family,  as  Stephen  saw  them  each  evening 
when  passing  their  home,  reminded  him  of  his 
adopted  mother  and  her  family. 

One  evening,  after  several  efforts,  Mrs.  Sylves- 
ter persuaded  Stephen  to  play  in  the  yard  with 
her  children,  but  just  before  dark  he  bade  them 
good-night  as  he  said  his  mother  desired  him 
to  be  home  early.  He  was  indeed  a  mystery  to 
this  family.  When  questioned  about  his  family 
he  seemed   to  evade  the  questions. 

A  week  later  Mrs.  Sylvester  again  detained 
Stephen  at  their  home  and  at  this  time  she  urged 
him  to  bring  his  father  and  mother  over  some 
time. 

He  tells  them  that  his  father  is  dead  and  he  is 
embarrassed    when    asked    to    bring   his    mother. 

Mrs.  Sylvester  was  wise  and  did  not  press  the 
matter  any  further,  but  insisted  that  he  come 
to  their  home  for  dinner  that  following  Sunday. 
This  he  could  not  refuse.   So  he  came. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  asked  him  the  privilege 
of  accompanying  him  home,  and  he  began  to 
cry.  They  dropped  on  their  knees  and  began  to 
comfort  him  assuring  him  that  they  were  his 
friends.  Suddenly  Stephen  threw  his  arms  around 
Mrs.  Sylvester's  neck.  They  soon  talked  every- 
thing over  and  insisted  on  going  home  with  him 
where  they  found  the  awful  condition  of  his  sur- 
roundings. As  we  closed  in  our  last  chapter  we 
find  the  family  very  much  concerned  over  their 
discovery. 


Mrs.  Sylvester  began  to  weep,  saying, 
"I  wish  you  would,  dear.  I  feel  like  a 
criminal  living  in  a  comfortable  home 
and  leaving  the  child  there  alone." 

She  folded  a  blanket  and  took  a  pil- 
low and  placed  both  in  a  suitcase,  say- 
ing as  she  handed  it  to  him,  "The  bed 
isn't  any  too  clean." 

Soon  Mr.  Sylvester  arrived  at  the 
shack;  all  was  dark  and  quiet.  He  gently 
opened  the  door,  awakened  Stephen  by 
calling  his  name,  then  told  him  that  he 
had  come  to  stay  all  night  with  him. 

"Are  you  going  to  sleep  with  me?" 
he  asked. 

"Yes,  I  shall  sleep  with  you,"  he  re- 
plied, and  putting  the  blanket  and  pil- 
low into  the  bed  he  lay  down  by  his 
side. 

"O  Mr.  Sylvester,"  he  said,  putting  his 


arms  around  the  strong  man's  neck, 
"that  seems  so  much  like  Papa,"  and 
soon  he  was  asleep  again. 

When  the  alarm  rang  the  next  morn- 
ing, immediately  Stephen  was  wide 
awake.  They  both  arose  and  soon  Stephen 
was  beginning  to  make  preparations  to 
get  breakfast.  But  Mr.  Sylvester  insisted 
that  he  go  home  with  him  and  eat 
breakfast  there.  To  this  Stephen  reluc- 
tantly consented. 

The  next  day  Mr.  Sylvester  con- 
sulted the  city  authorities;  they  also  be- 
came much  interested  and  made  every  ef- 
fort to  find  some  of  the  child's  rel- 
atives, but  all  to  no  avail.  They  searched 
the  shack  for  some  papers  that  might 
give  them  some  clues  as  to  where  his 
grandparents  lived  but  failed  in  this  al- 
so. 

"No,  there  is  no  objection  to  your 
taking  the  boy  home;  it  is  certain  that 
he  must  not  be  allowed  to  live  here 
alone  in  this  shack,"  said  those  in  au- 
thority, in  answer  to  Mr.  Sylvester's 
question  whether  they  might  take 
Stephen   to   their  home. 

That  evening  after  Stephen  had  come 
home  from  his  work,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Syl- 
vester again  called  on  him  in  order  to 
make  arrangements  to  have  him  come  to 
their  home  and  live  with  them.  They 
did  not  know  just  what  attitude  he 
would  take  regarding  this  plan. 

"Stephen,"  said  Mr.  Sylvester,  "the 
sweet-faced  lady  in  your  book  has  no 
doubt  been  a  wonderful  mother  to  you, 
but  how  would  you  like  to  have  a  real 
mother  and   father?" 

"O  Mr.  Sylvester,  I  would  like  that 
ever  so  much,  but  my  papa  is  dead  and 
I  never  had  no  mamma." 

"Mrs.  Sylvester  and  I  have  come  over 
to  tell  you  of  a  plan  we  have,  and  to 
ask  you  what  you  think  about  it.  We 
would  like  to  adopt  you  as  our  own  son, 
then  we  would  be  your  real  mamma  and 
papa  and  you  could  come  and  live  with 
us  in  our  home,  and  we  would  love  you 
just  as  we  love  Raymond  and  Mary  and 
we  would  love  you  just  as  your  papa 
loved  you.  Then  you  would  also  have 
a  brother  and  sister,  for  Raymond  and 
Mary  would  like  to  have  you  for  their 
own  brother." 

For  a  moment  Stephen  looked  at  Mr. 
Sylvester  in  silence  as  if  something  too 
deep  for  his  understanding  had  been  pro- 
pounded to  him,  then  quickly  jumped  to 
his  feet,  throwing  his  arms  around  Mr. 
Sylvester's  neck,  and  laying  his  head  on 
his  shoulder  sobbed  aloud. 

"What  is  it,  Stephen?"  Mr.  Sylvester 
said  tenderly  as  he  stroked  his  head  gent- 
ly, "Do  you  not  wish   to  come?" 

"Oh,  yes,  I  do.  I  want  to  come  and 
live  with  you  all  the  time  and  call  you 
Mamma  and  Papa;  then  everybody  won't 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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Children's  Bible  Lesson 

Subject,  "SELFISH  DESIRES" 

Jesus  told  His  friends  that  those  who 
wanted  to  go  to  the  heavenly  home  to 
be  with  Him  should  not  be  selfish,  but 
"do  those  things  that  are  pleasing  in 
His  sight."  One  day  two  of  Jesus' 
friends,  named  James  and  John,  came  to 
Him  with  their  mother.  She  asked  Him  to 
give  the  best  places  in  His  kingdom  to 
her  sons.  They  wanted  to  sit  one  on  His 
right  side  and  one  on  His  left,  when  He 
was  on  His  throne  ruling  the  world.  It 
was  very  selfish  for  them  to  want  the 
best  places.  They  did  not  please  Jesus 
when  they  were  so  selfish. 

When  the  rest  of  the  men  heard  that 
these  two  brothers  wanted  Jesus  to  prom- 
ise to  give  them  the  best  places,  they 
were  very  angry.  Jesus  told  His  friends 
that  if  they  wanted  to  be  truly  great  and 
happy  and  pleasing  to  Him  they  must 
not  think  about  themselves,  but  must 
work  to  make  other  people  comfortable 
and  happy.  When  you  are  helping  mother 
and  thinking  about  her,  you  please  Jesus 
and  are  much  happier  than  when  you  are 
trying  to  have  a  good  time  yourself.  Je- 
sus always  helped  other  people  and 
thought  about  them  instead  of  Himself. 
He  spent  His  whole  time  going  about 
doing  good.  Let  us  try  to  "do  those 
things  that  are  pleasing  in  His  sight." 

What  did  Jesus  tell  His  friends?  That 
those  who  wanted  to  go  to  the  heavenly 
home  should  not  be  selfish.  What  places 
did  James  and  John  want?  The  best 
places.  What  did  Jesus  want  His  friends 
to  do?  Give  others  the  best  places.  When 


are  people  happy?  When  they  let  others 
be  first.  Who  is  pleased  when  we  are  un- 
selfish and  helpful?  Jesus.  How  did  Jesus 
spend  His  time?  In  going  about  helping 
others. 

Keepsakes 

Memory  Work 

"Keep  thy  heart  with  all  diligence," 
Prov.  4:23. 

"Keep  thy  tongue  from  evil,"  Ps.  34: 
13. 

"Keep  yourselves  from  idols,"  1  John 
5:21. 

"Keep  the  door  of  my  lips,"  Ps.   141: 


3. 


"Keep  thyself  pure,"  1  Tim.   5:22. 
"Keep  thyself  unspotted,"  James  1:27: 
"Keep  his  commandments,"  1  John  2: 


"Keep  yourself  in***  love,"  Jude  21. 
"Keep  the  doors  of  thy  mouth,"  Micah 


7:5. 

"Keep  the  unity  of  the  Spirit,"  Eph. 
4:3. 

"Keep  the  whole  law,"  James  2:10. 

"Keep  the  sayings  of  this  book,"  Rev. 
22:9. 

Give  the  children  these  scripture  ref- 
erences the  Sunday  before  and  ask  them 
to  memorize  them.  You  may  talk  on 
those  you  are  impressed  with  most. 
Children  should  be  kept  busy  memoriz- 
ing   scripture. — Editor. 

Jesus  Feeds  the  Hungry 

Bible  Story.  John  6:1-13 
One  day  Jesus  was  very  tired.  He  had 
been  helping  so  many  people  that  He  had 
hardly  time  to  eat.  He  was  with  His 
disciples  who  also  were  tired  and  they  got 
into  a  boat  and  rowed  away  across  the 
lake.  Some  people  saw  them  go  and 
started  walking  around  the  end  of  the 
lake  so  they  could  see  Jesus  when  He 
should  land.  Of  course,  the  crowd  kept 
increasing  until  there  was  a  large  multi- 
tude of  men,  women  and  children  there 
when  Jesus  and  the  disciples  came  to 
shore.  Did  Jesus  send  them  away?  No, 
He  did  not,  for  He  felt  sorry  for  them 
and  taught  them  many  wonderful 
things. 

The  time  passed  so  quickly  that  the 
sun  began  to  go  down  and  still  the  peo- 
ple were  listening.  The  disciples  asked 
Jesus  if  it  wouldn't  be  best  to  send  the 
multitude  away  so  they  could  get  some- 
thing to  eat.  Jesus  looked  at  the  crowd 
of  people,  they  were  tired  and  hungry. 
"No,"  He  said,  "do  not  send  them 
away.  Is  there  any  food  here?"  Yes,  a 
little  lad  had  five  little  loaves  and  two 


small  fishes.  (And  another  time  there 
were  seven  loaves  and  a  few  fishes.)  But 
Jesus  knew  that  He  was  able  to  feed  all 
the  hungry  people  so  after  He  had  given 
thanks  He  broke  the  bread  and  told  His 
disciples  to  give  it  to  the  people.  Every 
one  had  plenty  and  h?.d  several  baskets 
of  fragments  left.  Now  the  crowd  went 
away  and  no  doubt  told  others  of  the 
wonderful  miracles  that  Jesus  did.  Our 
heavenly  Father  is  able  to  bless  us  today 
and  supply  everything  we  need  if  we 
will  put  our  trust  in  Him. 

Back  of  the  loaf  is  the  snowy  flour, 
And  back  of  the  flour  is  the  mill; 

Back  of  the  mill  is  the  wheat  and  the' 
shoiuer, 
And  the  sun  and  the  Father's  will. 

Memory  work:  Luke  9:12-18;  Matt.  15: 
32-39. 

Lesson  Story 

"THE  RICH  YOUNG  RULER" 

One  day  when  Jesus  was  preaching  and 
blessing  the  dear  little  children,  a  rich 
young  man  came  running  along  the  road. 
When  he  reached  Jesus,  he  knelt  down 
before  Him  and  asked,  "Good  Master, 
what  shall  I  do  that  I  may  live  forever 
in  heaven?"  Jesus  answered,  "You  know 
the  rules  God  has  given  in  the  Bible. 
Obey  these  rules."  The  young  man  said, 
"Which  rules?"  Jesus  answered,  "Be  kind 
and  good  to  others.  Do  not  take  what 
belongs  to  them,  nor  tell  lies  about  them. 
Obey  your  father  and  mother.  Love 
others  as  much  as  you  love  yourself." 
The  young  man  said,  "Master,  I  have  al- 
ways kept  these  rules,  ever  since  I  was  a 
little  child.  I  have  been  kind  and  loving 
to  others  and  have  never  taken  what  be- 
longed to  them,  nor  told  lies  about  them. 
I  have  always  obeyed  my  parents."  Je- 
sus loved  the  young  man,  as  He  loves  all 
those  who  try  to  please  the  heavenly  Fa- 
ther, but  Jesus  knew  the  young  man 
thought  more  of  his  money  than  he 
should.  So  Jesus  said,  "If  you  want  to  be 
perfectly  good  and  pleasing  to  God,  sell 
everything  you  have  and  give  the  money 
to  the  poor.  Then  come  and  follow  me." 

The  young  man  turned  and  went  sad- 
ly away.  He  would  not  give  up  all  he 
had  tc  be  with  Jesus.  Jesus  told  His 
friends,  who  had  pleased  Him  by  leaving 
all  to  follow  Him,  that  they  should  live 
with  Him  in  the  beautiful  heavenly 
home. 

Who  came  to  Jesus?  A  rich  young 
man.  What  rules  had  the  young  man 
obeyed?  God's  rules.  Why  did  Jesus  love 
him?  Because  he  had  obeyed  God's  rules. 
What  did  Jesus  tell  the  young  man  to 
do?  Sell  all  he  had  and  give  the  money 
to  the  poor.  What  should  he  then  do? 
Follow  Jesus.  Why  did  he  not  obey  Je- 
sus? Because  he  loved  his  money. 
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The  Life  Worth  Living 

Every  intelligent,  healthy  young  fel- 
low and  girl  wants  to  discover  the 
secret  of  the  really  worth-while  life. 
Youth  looks  out  upon  life  and  sees  it 
full  of  a  thousand  interests,  and  wants  tc 
get  at  them — knowledge,  science,  com- 
merce, politics,  music,  art,  sports,  pleas- 
ures, friendships,  travel — but  Youth 
sometimes  has  its  suspicions  that  religion 
may  cramp  and  limit  all  these. 

Youth  fears  that  to  be  a  Christian  in- 
volves repression,  or  at  any  rate  suppres- 
sion of  natural  instincts,  that  it  will 
mean  being  narrow-minded,  straight- 
laced,  puritanical,  and  that  it  will 
"crib,  cabin  and  confine."  Youth  longs 
to  live  life  at  is  fullest,  to  get  the  best, 
do  the  best  and  be  the  best.  Self-expres- 
sion is  the  cry  today.  "So,"  they  ask, 
"is  it  possible  that  the  Christian  life  can 
really  be  worth  living?" 

FALSE  IMPRESSIONS 

Naturally,  they  are  repelled  by  the 
emotional,  mawkish,  sentimental, 
frumpish,  effeminate  type  of  religious 
people,  for  these  give  the  impression  that 
the  Christian  life  is  dull,  drab,  and  de- 
pressing. 

I  once  heard  a  young  man  say  in  a 
drawing-room,  "Squash,  it's  only  funks 
who  are  Christians!"  One  could  not  help 
wondering  what  sort  he  had  met,  if  any! 

To  such  young  people  the  churches 
often  seem  stodgy,  conventional,  the 
homes  of  the  die-hards  and  the  feeble- 
minded! The  people  in  them  appear  to 
be  what  are  called  smug,  self-complac- 
ent, or  unattractive  kill-joys. 

Sometime  ago,  a  vicar  advertised  for 
a  curate  who  must  be  "pious,  but  cheer- 
ful," as  though  these  two  qualities  were 
a  rare  combination. 

Unfortunately  the  impression  which 
many  get  is  that  the  irreligious  life  is 
broader,  fuller  and  richer,  and  therefore 
more  worth  while  than  the  Christian 
life.  At  first  sight  possibly  it  may  seem 
so,  but  appearances  are  deceptive.  The 
Christian  life  may,  in  the  same  way,  at 
first  seem  narrow  and  restricted.  Wait  a 
moment!  There  may  be  an  explanation. 

Our  Lord  said,  "Enter  ye  in  at  the 
strait  gate:  for  wide  is  the  gate,  and 
broad  is   the  way,   that  leadeth     to  de- 


struction .  .  .  narrow  is  the  way  which 
leadeth  unto  life,"  Matt.  7:13,   14. 

Now  it  is  significant  that  the  root 
meaning  of  the  word  "destruction"  is 
"narrowness."  The  godless,  selfish, 
worldly  life  may  indeed  appear  to  be 
broad,  easy  and  free,  but  watch  it.  The 
longer  it  continues,  the  narrower  it  be- 
comes. Those  who  travel  on  it  find 
themselves  at  last  hemmed  in,  bound 
and  imprisoned  between  the  confines  of 
Self.  Nothing  is  so  narrowing  as  a  self- 
centered  life.  "I"  is  the  narrowest  letter 
in   the  alphabet! 

"There  is  a  way  which  seemeth  .... 
but  the  end  thereof  are  the  ways  of 
death,"  Prov.  14:12.  Such  a  life  is  what 
a  modern  writer  calls  "a  road  with  a 
dead   end,"    a    cul-de-sac. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  Christian  life 
which  is  straight  and  narrow,  and  which 
can  only  be  entered  by  sacrifice  and 
renunciation,  is  ever  broadening  out  in- 
to a  spaciousness  and  fullness,  of  which 
the  worldling  knows  nothing. 

"Tell  the  young  people,"  said  an  old 
lady  of  ninety-three,  "that  the  Christian 
life  is  the  only  one  worth  living,  and  it 
gets  better  and  better  the  longer  you 
live.''  Anyone  would  think  so  to  look 
at  her  with  her  serene  old  face  just  radi- 
ant with  the  joy  of  the  Lord.  The  devil 
has  no  happy  old  people! 

The  promise  of  Christ  is  "I  am  come 
that  they  might  have  life,  and  that  they 
might  have  it  more  abundantly,"  John 
10:10.  He  alone  can  fill,  flood  and  free 
life,    and    give   it    true    self-expression. 

Perhaps  no  character  in  the  Bible  so 
demonstrates  the  truth  of  this  claim  as 
the  Apostle  Paul.  From  the  prime  of  his 
young  manhood,  right  on  to  his  declin- 
ing years,  he  gloried  in  the  fact  that  he 
was  a  "bond  slave  of  Jesus  Christ." 

What  were  the  outstanding  charac- 
teristics of  his  life  which  made  it  so 
worth  while? 

Paul  summed  up  his  whole  life  when 
he  said,  "To  me  to  live  is  Christ,"  Phil. 
1:21,  and  again  "One  thing  I  do  .  .  .  I 
press  toward  the  mark,"  Phil.    3:13,   14. 

No  man  can  make  much  of  his  life 
unless  he  has  a  clear  conception  of  that 
for  which  he  is  living.  The  world  may 
be  divided  into  four  classes  of  people — 
those  who  have  no  ambition,  good  am- 
tions,  bad  ambitions,  and  the  best  ambi- 
tion. 

Many  young  people  today  are  living 
listless,  aimless,  purposeless  lives. 
They  are  like  so  much  driftwood.  Their 


lives  are  like  a  slouch,  not  a  quest;  a 
meandering  instead  of  a  crusade.  That 
word  "meander"  has  an  interesting 
origin.  It  comes  from  the  name  of  a  river 
in  Phrygia  which  has  such  a  winding 
course  that  it  is  useless  for  navigation. 
What  a  picture  of  such  zig-zag  lives! 
They   count  for  nothing. 

Then  there  are  those  who  have  posi- 
tively bad  ambitions;  selfish,  sordid  and 
corrupt  aims  in  life.  They  live  for  self, 
and  no  one  else  matters. 

What  a  mercy  there  are  so  many  with 
good  ambitions.  They  honestly  want  to 
be  good,  and  leave  the  world  richer  for 
their  having  been  in  it.  They  are 
"sports,"  good  company,  unselfish,  pub- 
lic-spirited, high  principled;  in  fact, 
what  the  world  calls  "jolly  good  fel- 
lows." 

But  Paul  has  discovered  an  even 
"more  excellent  way."  He  represents  the 
fourth  class,  who  have  found  that  the 
highest  purpose  in  life  is  to  do  the  will 
of  God. 

"There  is  only  one  thing  matters 
In   this  passing  world  of  sin, 

That  our  lives  should  tell  for  Jesus, 
Be  of  some  account  for  Him." 

This  was  Paul's  supreme  ambition. 
The  will  of  Christ,  the  work  of  Christ, 
the  cause  and  Kingdom  of  Christ,  the 
cross  and  glory  of  Christ;  these  ab- 
sorbed and  obsessed  his  whole  being.  Ev- 
erything else  was  inferior.  Christ  alone 
was  paramount.  To  do  His  will  was 
Paul's  one  desire.  It  gripped,  controlled 
and  mastered  his  whole  life,  crowding 
out  all  else  that  conflicted  with  it,  and 
harnessing  everything  that  might  serve 
to  that  end. 

Italian  Fascists  have  a  slogan,  "Every- 
thing within  the  State,  nothing  out- 
side the  State,  nothing  against  the 
State."  If  Paul  had  expressed  his  life  in 
a  slogan,  it  would  have  been  to  this  ef- 
fect: "The  will  of  God,  nothing  less, 
nothing  more,  nothing  else."  Everything 
for  him  must  be  within  that  will;  noth- 
ing would  be  tolerated  outside  it,  or 
against  it. 

"One  thing  I  do,"  he  cries.  His  whole 
life  is  limited,  restricted,  and  narrowed 
down  to  one  single  purpose.  Not  that  he 
only  did  one  thing,  but  that  he  did  all 
things  in  such  a  way  as  to  make  them 
serve  one  end. 

This  is  the  life  worth  while,  life  lived 
only  to  magnify  Christ,  to  extend  His 
Kingdom.  All  else  becomes  secondary 
and  subservient.  If  it  was  tent  making, 
it  was  to  pay  expenses  for  his  preaching 
tours!  His  knowledge  of  the  Arts  was 
utilized  to  find  his  point  of  contact  with 
the  cultured.  Even  his  Roman  citizen- 
ship he  could  turn  to  account  for  his 
Lord,  and  his  knowledge  of  Grecian 
(Continued  on  page   23) 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

For  some  time  I  have  qualified  to  be 
a  member  of  the  Reading  Circle  but 
haven't  joined.  I  noticed  your  remarks 
in  this  month's  paper  and  herewith 
pledge  myself  to  read  the  paper  and  en- 
courage the  circulation  of  it. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  the  Vicksburg, 
Mo.  church  is  a  blessing  to  both  old  and 
young.  There  aren't  so  many  Christians, 
but  what  we  do  have  are  true  blue  and 
loyal. 

There  is  great  interest  shown  among 
our  young  sinner  friends  and  they  occas- 
ionally take  part  on  the  program.  We 
use  your   lessons   and   programs. 

I  would  like  to  say  too,  that  the  book, 
"The  Mark  of  the  Beast,"  by  Sidney 
Watson  is  very  good.  I  believe  every 
reader  with  a  spark  of  salvation  would 
strive  harder  to  live  by  every  command- 
ment of   "Thus  saith  the  Lord." 

If  I  can  be  of  any  service  to  you  in 
any  way,  I  shall  be  glad  to  do  so.  May 
God  bless  you  and  your  work. — Mrs.  C. 
E.  French,  Steele,  Mo. 

Editor's  Note:  I,  too,  have  read  this 
book  and  can  recommend  it,  together 
with  another  one,  "In  the  Twinkling  of 
An  Eye,"  which  should  be  read  first  as 
it  deals  with  the  coming  of  the  Lord, 
and  the  "Mark  of  the  Beast"  deals  with 
the  great  tribulation.  These  two  books 
are  the  best  I  have  ever  read  on  these 
subjects.  Try  them  this  month.  You 
may  be  able  to  find  them  in  your  city 
library.  If  not,  they  can  be  bought  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House 
at  $1.25  each.  Please  do  not  fail  to  read 
these  books.  Fathers  and  mothers,  put 
good  literature  in  your  children's  hands. 
These  books  are  in  story  form  which 
makes  young  folks  appreciate  them. 

Dear    Young    Readers: 

Have  you  been  noticing  the  books  we 
have  been  advertising?  We  want  to  call 
your  attention  again;  to  some  books 
that  will  be  very  helpful  to  you.  Some 
have  been  listed  before  but  we  want  to 
urge  every  boy  and  girl  to  please  read 
them  if  you  have  not.  They  are  so  reason- 
able  in   price. 

Prince  of  the  House  of  David,  price 
3  5c.  In  His  Steps,  3  5c.  Our  Beloved  Ar- 
menia, price  $1.2  5.  Order  from  Church 
of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland, 
Term. 


Dear  Sister  Flarrison: 

I  would  appreciate  it  very  much  for 
you  to  add  my  name  to  your  Gideon 
Band.  Some  who  take  the  paper  can 
hardly  wait  for  it  each  month. 

Also  add  my  name  to  your  Reading 
Circle  for  I  read  all  the  paper  and  it 
certainly  encourages  me. 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  at  Talladega. 
I  trust  you  can  arrange  to  visit  us  some 
time  tliis  year.  When  you  can  find  time 
remember  us  at  Talladega  and  pray  for 
us.- — Bessie  Morris,  Talladega,  Ala. 

Editor's  Note:  I  would  especially  be 
glad  to  visit  you  and  your  Y.  P.  E.  Per- 
haps God  will  open  the  way. 

Chinese  Libraries 

Frances  Dunlap  Heron 
Long  before  America  was  discovered, 
the  Chinese  had  established  libraries. 
Most  of  the  books  were  classics,  how- 
ever, reserved  for  the  use  of  scholars 
rather  than  the  masses.  Even  today  stu- 
dents are  the  principal  readers  in  China, 
though  the  simplified  character  writing 
is  broadening  reading  ability.  Foreign 
textbooks  are  used  for  the  study  of 
science,  as  the  Chinese  language  does  not 
include  characters  for  modern  scientific 
terms. 

The  Metropolitan  Library  in  Peiping 
ranks  as  one  of  the  finest  in  the  world. 
Those  who  speak  of  the  "heathen  Chin- 
ese" might  as  well  be  reminded  that 
when  the  American  continent  was  in- 
habited by  savages,  the  Chinese  had  al- 
ready reached  a  high  state  of  culture. — 
The  Friend    (Dayton). 

Reading  Circle  Members 

1.  Eunice  Hefner,  Knoxville,  Tenn. 

2.  Emily  W.   Abbott,   Denton,   Md. 

3.  Miss  Carrie  Ledbetter,  Steele,  Mo. 

4.  Beulah  Osbon,  Aiken,  S.  C. 

5.  Manuel    F.      Campbell,      E.    Chatta- 
nooga, Tenn. 

6.  Beatrice  Dodson,  Bonham,  Tex. 

7.  Mary    Ruth    Dixon,    Greensboro,    N. 
C. 

8.  Harry  Hatcher,  High  Point,  N.  C. 

9.  Grace   Prevo,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 

10.  Anna  Mae  Foster,     Oklahoma  City, 
Okla. 

11.  Willie  Mae  Carroll,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

12.  Newby  Dixon,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

13.  Mrs.  Paul  Stallings,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


14.  Mary  Lee  Sowell,  Jacksonville,  Fla. 

15.  Helen  Woodby,  Biltmore,  N.  C. 

16.  Miss  Martha  Todd,  Biltmore,  N.  C. 

17.  Eva  E.  Martin,  Ephrata,  Pa. 

18.  Maggie  E.  Justice,  Schoolfield,  Va. 

19.  Miss  Edith  Walker,  High  Point,  N. 
C. 

20.  Virginia  Nicholson,   High   Point,  N. 
C. 

21.  Bessie  Moore,  High  Point,  N.  C. 

22.  Joe  McCoy,  Macon,  Ga. 
2  3.   Hoyle  Case,  South  India. 

24.  Mildred  Griffis,  Selma,  N  C. 
2  5.  James  Paul  Hall,  Bran'ford,  Fla. 

26.  Geo.   Poteat,  Markleysburg,  Pa. 

27.  Paul   Poteat,  Markleysburg,  Pa. 

2  8.   Armeline  N.  Cousineau,  Big  Rapids, 

Mich. 

29.  Laura  Keen,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

30.  Willie  Welch,  Cumberland,  Ky. 

31.  lone   Self,  Wimauma,  Fla. 

3  2.  Lee   Clevenger,   Newport,   Tenn. 

3  3.  Nervie   Clevenger,    Newport,    Tenn. 
34.  Bingham  O'Neil,  Newport,  Tenn. 
3  5.   Doshier  Holloway,  Newport,  Tenn. 
3  6.   Allene  Brown,  Newport,  Tenn. 
37.  Albert   Clevenger,  Newport,  Tenn. 
3  8.  Mae  Clevenger,  Newport,  Tenn. 
3  9.   Allene  Clevenger,   Newport,  Tenn. 

40.  Gladys  Clevenger,  Newport,  Tenn. 

41.  Floyd  Belcher,  Newport,  Tenn. 

42.  T.  H.  Barton,  Fairmount,  Ga. 

43.  Juanita  Dixon,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

44.  Clyde  Harmon,  Cramerton,   N.   C. 

45.  Miss  Bernice  Stout,  Claremont,  111. 

46.  Mrs.  Lewis  Stoltz,  Claremont,  111. 

47.  Elaine  Boyd,  Bigtimber,  Mont. 

48.  Lillian    Tucker,   Bigtimber,   Mont. 

49.  Bernice  Boyd,  Bigtimber,  Mont. 

5  0.   Geraldine       Blackwell,        Bigtimber, 
Mont. 

51.  Helen  Blackwell,  Bigtimber,  Mont. 

52.  Edna  Ronning,  Bigtimber,  Mont. 

5  3.  Frances  Poteat,  Markleysburg,  Pa. 
54.  T.    T.    Barton,   Fairmount,    Ga. 
5  5.  Bessie   Barr,   Coral   Ridge,   Ky. 
5  6.  Martha  Edwards,  Coral  Ridge,  Ky. 
5  7.   Gertie   Fisher,    Coral    Ridge,    Ky. 
5  8.   Geo.   Roeder,   Scofield  BKS.   T.   H. 
5  9.  Mrs.  Flora     Faulkner,     Chattanooga, 
Tenn. 

60.  Mrs.  Lettie  Carroll,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

61.  Mrs.   C.  E.  French,  Steele,  Mo. 

62.  Bessie  Morris,  Talladega,  Ala. 

It  is  Worth  Remembering 

That  you  cannot  whitewash  yourself 
by  blackening  others. 

That  success  comes  in  cans — failure  in 
can'ts. 

That  a  day  of  worry  is  more  exhaust- 
ing than  a  week  of  work. 

That  a  sign  on  the  door  of  opportun- 
ity reads— PUSH. 

That  cheerfulness  is  what  greases  the 
axles  of  the  world. 

That  a  dead  fish  floats  down  stream; 
a  live  one  goes  up. — The  Mountain 
Presbyterian. 
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II 

A  Beautiful  Thought 

A  small  boy  sat  quietly  in  one  of  the 
seats  in  the  coach  on  a  train  running 
between  two  of  our  western  cities.  It  was 
a  hot,  dusty  day,  very  uncomfortable  for 
traveling  and  that  peculiar  ride  is  per- 
haps the  most  uninteresting  day's  jour- 
ney in  our  whole  land.  But  the  little  fel- 
low sat  patiently  watching  the  fields  and 
fences  hurrying  by,  until  a  motherly  old 
lady,  leaning  forward,  asked  sympatheti- 
cally: 

"Aren't  you  tired  of  the  long  ride, 
dear,  and  the  dust,  and  the  heat?" 

The  lad  looked  up  brightly,  and  re- 
plied, with  a  smile:  "Yes,  ma'am,  a 
little.  But  I  don't  mind  it  much,  be- 
cause my  father  is  going  to  meet  me 
when  I  get  to  the  end  of  it." 

What  a  beautiful  thought  it  is,  that, 
when  life  seems  wearisome  and  dull,  as 
it  sometimes  does,  we  can  look  forward 
hopefully  and  trustingly,  and,  like  the 
lonely  little  lad,  "not  mind  it  much," 
because  our  Father,  too,  will  be  waiting 
to  meet  us  at  our  journey's  end. — Un- 
known. &    x    .;: 

Won  By  Love 

In  a  large  convict  prison  was  a  well- 
educated  man  who  was  an  agnostic  and 
no  amount  of  argument  or  pleading 
could  move  him  from  his  belief.  He  re- 
mained, in  spite  of  all  attempts  to  get  in- 
to touch  with  him,  hard  and  sour  as 
ever.  But  one  day  while  the  chaplain  was 
talking  to  him,  his  attention  was  drawn 
to  the  convict's  wounded  foot.  It  was 
evidently  a  source  of  pain  and  the  chap- 
lain ceased  speaking,  bent  down,  ex- 
amined it  and  bound  it  up  more  com- 
fortably. As  he  did  so,  he  felt  a  great 
tear  drop  upon  his  head.  That  little  act 
had  done  what  pleading  could  not  do. 
*    *    * 

Work  Well  Done 

In  the  stone  works  a  young  man  was 
suddenly  set  to  do  a  piece  of  carving. 
The  man  on  the  job  had  been  taken  ill, 
and  the  task  had  to  be  finished  on  time. 
The  young  man  did  not  know  what  the 
stone  was  for,  but  he  went  to  work  with 
his  accustomed  painstaking  way.  He 
chiseled  out  a  stem  here,  a  leaf  there, 
and  flowers  above.  The  master  workman 
approved  the  job,  and  the  stone  left  the 
works.  Some  months  passed,  then  one 
day  the  young  man  was  walking  through 
the  great  and  beautiful  building  that 
the  city  had  just  completed  and  opened. 
He   came  to   the   most  prominent  pillar, 


a  handsome  column  crowned  with  a 
piece  of  lily  work.  "Why,"  he  exclaimed, 
"that's  my  bit  of  work!"  And  taking  off 
his  cap,  he  gazed  at  it  and  said  reverent- 
ly, "Thank  God,  I  did  that  job  well!" 
When  I  overheard  the  young  man's  re- 
mark, and  saw  the  light  in  his  eyes,  and 
he  told  me  about  it,  I  knew  if  I  had 
never  known  before,  that  work  is  a  holy 
thing.  Right  wages  and  just  treatment 
for  workmen  are  proper  adjuncts,  but 
above  and  beyond  them  your  bit  of 
work  is  holy  to  you. — From  t/je  Chris- 
tian  Life. 

Christ,  the  World's  Only 
Savior 

Bishop  W.  F.  McDowell  said  before  a 
great  conference  of  Methodist  men,  "I 
would  not  cross  the  street  to  give  India 
a  new  theology.  India  has  more  theology 
than  it  can  understand.  I  would  not  cross 
the  street  to  give  China  a  new  code  of 
ethics,  for  China  has  a  vastly  better  code 
than  ethical  life.  I  would  not  cross  the 
street  to  give  Japan  a  new  religious 
literature  for  Japan  has  a  better  religi- 
ous literature  than  religious  life.  But  I 
would  go  around  the  world  again,  and 
yet  again,  if  it  pleased  God,  to  tell  India 
and  China  and  Africa,  and  the  rest  of 
the  world: 
"  'There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood, 

Drawn   frmn   Immanuel's   veins, 
And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood 

Lose  all  their  guilty  stains.'  " 

The  True  Guide 

One  day  a  man  started  out  through  a 
forest  so  thickly  covered  with  trees  that 
he  could  not  see  the  sun  or  sky.  After 
traveling  for  a  long  time  he  knew  it  was 
getting  nighttime,  so  started  for  what 
he  thought  was  home.  He  was  so  certain 
that  his  direction  was  right  that  he  did 
not  look  at  his  compass.  But  when  he 
did  look  at  it,  he  was  surprised  to  find 
that  he  was  going  west  when  he  thought 
he  was  going  east.  He  was  so  sure  he  was 
right  that  he  started  to  throw  his 
compass  away.  Then  he  thought,  "You 
have  never  told  me  an  untruth,  and 
I'll  trust  you  now."  He  followed  the 
compass  and  came  out  right. 

We,  too;  have  a  compass  that  will 
never  tell  us  an  untruth.  It  is  God's 
Word — the  Bible.  If  we  always  follow  it 
we  will  be  safe.  Even  though  we  think 
we  are  right,  if  it  tells  us  something 
different  then  let  us  follow  what  it  says, 


for    that   is   the   only   safe    thing. — Pub- 
lisher Unknown. 

The  Lord  Wants  You 

"Nobody  seems  to  want  me,"  said  the 
youngest  girl  of  a  large  family.  "I'm  a 
cripple  and  in  everybody's  way."  As  she 
spoke  she  was  passing  a  bookshop  and 
her  eyes  fell  on  the  words,  "The  Lord 
hath  need  of  him."  She  carefully  remem- 
bered the  place  where  those  words  were 
in  the  Bible  and  looked  it  up  in  her 
Bible  at  home.  "Jesus  once  needed  a 
donkey,"  she  said,  "and  so  perhaps  He 
wants  me — a  cripple;  I'll  ask  Him." 

Forty  years  after  that  a  lame  Bible 
woman  died  loved  by  hundreds.  That 
woman  was  once  the  crippled  girl.  It 
doesn't  matter  who  or  what  you  are,  the 
Lord  wants  you,  and  if  you  will  give 
your  life  to  Him  He  will  use  you  for 
His  glory  in  just  the  place  He  has  for 
you. — Unknown. 

Following  the  Heart's  Desire 

Mr.  Spurgeon  used  to  tell  about  a 
church  member  of  his  acquaintance.  One 
prayer  meeting  evening  this  good  brother 
cocked  his  weather  eye  and  concluding 
that  it  looked  like  rain,  decided  that  he 
and  his  family  had  better  stay  at  home 
and  so  they  did.  The  next  evening  it  was 
raining  very  hard  but  this  same  good 
brother  hired  a  carriage  and  took  all  his 
family  to  the  Academy  of  Music  to  hear 
a  lecture  on  "The  Intelligence  of  the 
Lobster."  Of  course,  Mr.  Spurgeon  did 
not  hold  this  against  his  parishioner  for 
it  was  simply  a  matter  of  taste. — The 
Watchman    Examiner. 

Serve  Where  You  Are 

A  policeman  in  Birmingham,  becom- 
ing a  Christian,  was  so  greatly  troubled 
by  the  sights  and  sounds  of  sin  among 
which  he  worked  that  for  a  long  time  he 
and  his  wife  prayed: 

"Lord,  take  me  out  of  the  police  serv- 
ice. Give  me  some  other  work." 

Still  no  answer  came  and  no  other 
work  was  opened  for  him.  At  last  he  said 
to  his  wife: 

"I  think  we  have  been  making  a  great 
mistake.  We  have  been  praying  that  I 
may  be  taken  out  of  the  force  and  I 
begin  to  think  that  He  has  put  me  there 
to  work.  Now  I  am  just  going  to  pray 
that  He  will  help  me  serve  Him  where 
I  am." 

That  was  the  beginning  of  a  life  of 
marvelous  usefulness.  His  influence  over 
the  men  was  so  great  that  he  was  ap- 
pointed to  be  the  head  of  detectives.  He 
was  instrumental  in  the  salvation  of 
many    criminals. 

The  place  where  God  has  put  you  is 
the  place  you  can  do  the  best  service  for 
Him. — The  S.  S.  Friend. 
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Tennessee  Report 

We  are  glad  to  report  good  news  from 
the  Y.  P.  E.  department  in  the  state  of 
Tennessee.  God  is  blessing  in  a  wonder- 
ful way.  Many  have  been  saved,  sancti- 
fied, and  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost  in 
our  Y.  P.  E.  over  the  state.  At  the  As- 
sembly we  had  only  a  few  Y.  P.  E's  in 
the  state;  now  we  have  40  or  45  report- 
ing. There  have  been  about  3  3  organ- 
ized already.  The  young  people  here  are 
fine  to  work  with.  They  have  the  spirit 
of  co-operation.  They're  just  as  fine  as 
you  will  find  anywhere.  God  is  certain- 
ly blessing  their  efforts. 

"We  just  received  a  large  package  from 
Dunlap,  Tenn.  which  contained  a  nice 
present.  This  present  was  a  beautiful  Y. 
P.  E.  quilt.  It  contained  the  letters  Y. 
P.  E.  written  all  about  on  it.  I  wish  to 
thank  them  so  much  for  this.  Sister 
Grace  Bumgardner  is  their  president.  She 
is  certainly  doing  a  great  work  there.  We 
have  had  wonderful  district  Y.  P.  E. 
conventions.  It  seems  like  we  were  sitting 
together  in  heavenly  places.  These  grand 
services  will  never  be  forgotten,  I  am 
sure.  May  God  bless  and  help  our  young 
people  everywhere  to  stay  on  the  firing 
line  and  be  at  their  best  for  God. — Max 
L.   Atkins,  superintendent. 

The  Lighted  Pathway: 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  band  at  Hobbs,  N.  M. 
is  progressing  very  nicely.  We  have  di- 
vided into  two  sides.  The  "Live  Wires" 
and  "Busy  Workers."  Our  aim  is  to  se- 
cure new  members  and  to  create  new  in- 
terest. We  are  having  a  contest  between 
the  two  sides.  The  side  who  secures  the 
greatest  number  of  new  members  and 
gives  the  best  programs  for  a  period  of 
eight  weeks  will  be  the  winning  side. 
The  losing  side  is  to  buy  a  nice  picture 
for  the  church. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  also  has  a  different  fund 
to  pay  for  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We  take 
a  collection  each  Y.  P.  E.  night.  Then 
when  we  get  our  new  papers  we  give 
them  out  just  in  the  same  order  as  the 
Sunday  School  literature  is  distributed. 
This,  in  our  opinion,  is  a  good  idea  as 
there  are  always  some  who  otherwise 
would  not  be  able  to  get  one  of  the  pa- 
pers. Then  there  are  occasions  all  along 
when  the  Y.  P.  E.  can  do  good  things  by 
having  a  treasury. 

So   come  on  folks   and  let   us   put   the 
Y.  P.   E.  over  the  top  for  the  Lord. 
We   sincerely    desire   your   prayers   for 


this   place. — Y.    P.    E.    president,      N.   S 
Kirk,  Hobbs,  N.  Mex. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  here  in  Atlanta  is  pro- 
gressing nicely.  We  are  having  a  series 
of  contests — each  one  covering  six 
weeks.  Every  six  weeks  new  captains  are 
selected  for  the  three  divisions  of  our 
young  people — Crusaders,  Gideons,  and 
Ambassadors.  These  groups  endeavor  to 
excel  each  other  in  attendance  and  of- 
fering. Three  group  secretaries  are  ap- 
pointed by  each  captain.  One  of  the  du- 
ties of  these  secretaries  is  to  take  the  of- 
fering each  Friday  evening  when  our  reg- 
ular Y.  P.  E.  services  are  held.  We  have 
a  general  secretary  who  holds  office 
longer  than  these  officials  just  mentioned 
as  it  is  the  duty  of  this  office  to  keep 
all  records  submitted  by  divisional  sec- 
rataries.  Prizes  are  awarded  at  the  close 
of  each  contest.  This  systematic  ar- 
rangement in  no  way  interferes  with  hav- 
ing a  good  spiritual  service  and  at  any 
time  the  captain  in  charge  sees  fit,  the 
program  planned  is  not  carried  out,  if 
the  spirit  of  the  service  leads  in  such  a 
manner.  However,  our  services  for  the  Y. 
P.  E.  are  as  they  have  usually  been 
planned  and  the  presence  of  God  the  Fa- 
ther, Son,  and  Holy  Spirit  is  ever  welcome 
— and  the  Lord  does  richly  bless  us  many 
times. 

We,  as  always,  are  still  enjoying  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  May  the  Lord  bless 
you. — Sincerely,  Martha  L.  Holt,  general 
secretary. 

Prize  Letter  on  How  to  Build 
Up  a  Y.  P.  E. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

After  reading  the  question  asked  in 
the  Lighted  Pathway  about  stirring  an 
interest  in  the  Y.  P.  E.  it  has  been  on 
my  mind  continually.  After  praying  this 
morning  I  thought  I  would  write  and 
tell  you  what  we  had  to  do  in  Somer- 
set, Pa.  First  of  all  it  took  hours  of 
prayer  when  we  first  started.  Our  at- 
tendance ran  around  twenty-five  which 
was  rather  discouraging  for  a  new  presi- 
dent but  we  were  determined  to  do  our 
best  with  the  co-operation  of  the  young 
people.  At  first  our  services  were  on 
Wednesday  nights  but  we  found  that 
people  wouln't  come  out  during  the 
week  so  we  changed  it  to  Sunday  night. 
Our  meetings  began  at  6:30  p.  m.  but  I 
asked  the  young  people  to  come  at  J: 30 


p.  m.  and  pray  until  6:30.  Very  few 
came  but  we  didn't  grow  discouraged. 
We  continued  each  Sunday  night  with 
the  same  few  and  it  seemed  that  God 
didn't  even  hear  our  prayers  but  we  re- 
fused to  give  up  until  God  came  down 
in  our  midst.  We  also  had  some  of  the 
young  people  praying  fifteen  minutes 
each  day.  Of  course,  we  all  had  to  co- 
operate, young  and  old  as  well,  and  bear 
criticism,  but  we  knew  that  God  was 
with  us.  It  wasn't  long  until  God  came 
on  the  scene.  We  were  unable  some 
nights  to  follow  out  our  program.  I 
think  there  were  around  eight  who  went 
through  with  God  and  are  still  fighting 
sin  and  have  proved  a  blessing  in  our 
Young    People's    Endeavor. 

We  organized  a  Junior  Y.  P.  E.  with 
all  Junior  members  on  the  program. 
They  have  their  own  song  leader  and 
pianist.  Several  talks  are  prepared  for  the 
small  boys  and  girls  which  are  given.  It 
sometimes  makes  us  older  boys  and  girls 
ashamed  when  we  hear  how  good  those 
children  handle  their  subjects.  I  have 
two  girls  and  two  boys  who  have  full 
charge  of  all  the  programs.  One  week 
we  have  Junior  Y.  P.  E.,  the  next  week 
the  young  girls,  the  next  week  the  young 
boys  and  the  fourth  week  there  is  a 
mixed  group.  Each  group  have  their 
own  song  leader  and  pianist.  We  won- 
der just  what  way  God  will  bless  as  the 
young  people  try  their  best  to  follow 
God's  leading.  The  programs  are  prayed 
over  so  that  they  may  prove  a  blessing 
to  some  soul. 

If  any  one  really  wants  God's  ap- 
proval and  blessings  and  desires  an  in- 
terest stirred  up  in  his  services,  remem- 
ber God  is  standing  by  to  help  and  if 
you  are  willing  to  stay  before  God  until 
He  does  help  you,  the  victory  is  yours. 
It  may  take  hours  of  prayer,  months  of 
tarrying  and  very  dark  and  discourag- 
ing days  but  when  victory  comes  there 
is  bound  to  be  a  great  interest  in  your 
services. 

When  the  Lord  spoke  to  Joshua  to 
lead  His  people  He  told  him  to  be  strong 
and  of  good  courage  and  not  to  be  dis- 
mayed for  the  Lord  his  God  would  be 
with  him  wherever  he  should  go.  Joshua 
1:1-9  has  been  a  great  help  to  me.  If 
we  would  do  as  the  Lord  told  Joshua  to 
do,  I  am  sure  we  would  come  out  con- 
querors in  this  battle. 

Our  attendance  averages  now  over  one 
hundred  and  we  expect  it  to  grow  more 
each  service.  God  has  done  for  us  what 
we  asked  Him  for  and  He  will  do  the 
same  for  other  young  people. 

Remember  our  Y.  P.   E.   that  it  may 
prove  a  blessing  to  lost  souls. — Y.  P.  E. 
district  president,  Edna  Albright. 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Mother  O'Mine 


MY  MOTHER 

C.   W.   Dobson 

My  mother — she's  gone  as  gently  as 
the  falling  of  an  autumn  leaf.  For  many 
years  we  had  anxiously  watched  the 
shades  of  evening  gather  round  her,  'til 
softly,  smilingly  she  went  to  the  arms 
of  death  as  a  child  to  its  mother.  He 
won.  She  won.  So  dies  the  goldenrod  in 
the  late  autumn,  so  fades  the  lingering 
sunbeam  from  the  hilltop,  so  disappears 
the  glittering  dew  from  the  grass.  It  was 
as  if  October  said,  "Come  and  walk  with 
me";  as  if  the  woods  said,  "Come  and 
let  us  cover  you  over  with  our  many 
colored  robes";  as  though  eternal  rest 
said,  "Come  and  slumber  in  my  bosom." 
The  great  Reaper  never  harvested  a  sheave 
more  golden.  She  seemed  to  die  the  death 
of  all  gentleness,  the  center  around 
which  we  revolved,  the  quiet  haven 
where  we  cast  anchor  from  voyaging  on 
life's  tempestuous  ocean. 

Sitting  alone  in  the  mellow  haze  of 
the  shattered  home,  I  like  to  think  of 
her  when  from  the  midst  of  childhood, 
I  looked  upon  her  young  face  with  a 
halo  about  it;  when  in  my  schoolboy 
days  she  put  my  dinner  snug  and  warm 
in  the  basket,  gently  caressed  me  at  the 
gate  and  watched  me  up  the  lane; 
when  in  manhood's  widening  field,  I  saw 
half  enviously,  half  joyously  my  chil- 
dren sitting  on  her  knee.  In  the  evening 
of  life  in  her  rocking  chair,  her  hair 
streaked  gray — more  beautiful  to  me 
than  snow — giving  favors  to  us, — now 
men,  as  generously  and  with  the  same 
sunny  disposition  as  when  we  were  chil- 
dren and  came  in  from  play  and  wanted 
something  to  eat. 

Look  across  the  continents  at  the 
broken  homes,  where  the  remnants  of 
large  families  wander  aimlessly  around 
like  bees  without  a  queen,  the  last  joy 
gone  from  their  hearts  amid  the  things 
of  the  departed.  The  old  homesteads 
don't  seem  quite  satisfied  with  the  new- 
comers. A  sweet,  sad  air  of  desolation 
broods  over  orchard  and  garden  and 
field.  In  the  sombre  halls  and  shadows  of 
the  trees  there's  a  longing  for  their 
former  occupants.  There's  something  pa- 
thetic about  the  passing  of  a  pioneer 
family.  It  is  like  the  last  of  the  Mo- 
hicans, just  two  leaves  remain  on  the  old 
Alexander  tree;  one  in  the  sere  and  yel- 
low leaf  and  the  other  in  midsummer. 
The  others  have  fallen  and  their  branches 
are  bare. 

Into  the  wide  portals  and  spacious  halls 
of  the  Old  Homestead  just  across  the 
river,  all  the  families  of  the  earth  will 
be  gathered  at  last.  No  last  advice  there; 


no  forbidden  mound  of  cold,  barren,  red 
clay;  no  bloom  of  wild  grass  gently 
caressing  the  cold  white  marble  in  the 
wild,  wandering  wind;  no  hurrying  home 
on  fast  trains  to  see  your  loved  ones  die; 
but  here  on  a  grassy  mound  by  crystal 
rivers  a  group  of  kindred  talking  it  all 
over;  there  another  weaving  garlands 
from  crimson  ramblers  on  jasper  walls; 
and  here  a  happy  crowd  engaged  in 
youthful  sports  on  sunny  lawns. 

There  along  flower  embroidered  walks, 
with  all  pain  gone  from  her  body,  with 
both  hands  well,  with  eternal  bloom  on 
her  sweet  aged  face,  I  expect  some  day 
to  meet  my  mother. 

NOTE:  Mr.  Dobson  is  a  brother-in- 
law  of  mine  and  a  few  years  ago  went  to 
meet  his  mother  on  the  golden  shore. 
— Editor. 

If  I  were  hanged  on  the  highest  hill, 

Mother    o'mine,    O    mother    o'mine! 
I  know  whose  love  would  follow  me  still, 

Mother    o'mine,    O    mother    o'mine! 
If  I  were  drowned  in  the  deepest  sea, 

Mother    o'mine,    O    mother    o'mine! 
I  know  whose  tears  would  come  down  to 
me, 

Mother    o'mine,    O    mother    o'mine! 
If  I  were  damned  of  body  and  soul, 

Mother    o'mine,    O    mother    o'mine! 
I    know    whose   prayers    would    make   me 
whole, 

Mother    o  mine,    O    mother    o'mine! 

Only  the  love  of  the  infinite  God 
above  us  surpasses  that  of  a  true  mother. 
Irving  said,  "A  mother  is  the  truest 
friend  we  have,  when  trials  heavy  and 
sudden  fall  upon  us;  when  adversity 
takes  the  place  of  prosperity;  when 
friends  who  rejoice  with  us  in  sunshine 
desert  us,  when  troubles  thicken  around 
us,  still  will  she  cling  to  us  and  endeavor 
by  her  kind  precepts  and  counsels  to  dis- 
sipate the  clouds  of  darkness  and  cause 
peace  to  return  to  our  hearts.  God  has 
given  to  us  many  beautiful  varieties  of 
flowers.  He  has  given  us  many  kinds  of 
precious  ore,  but  He  has  given  us  only 
one  mother  that  we  might  treasure  her 
the  more.''  The  ways  of  love,  and  tender- 
ness are  never  out  of  style;  remember  this 
and  tell  her  so — don't  wait  till  after 
awhile.  Let  not  affection  wane  with 
years!  It  waneth  not  for  you. 

— Friendly   Vfcifor. 

;J      ;;.      ;;. 

My  Mother's  Bible 

In  my  hand  I  hold  a  treasure, 

Oh!  I  prize  it  beyond  measure; 

For  it  brings  to  me   sweet  memories  of 

old. 
When  on  nights  so  dark  and  dreary, 


By    a    fireside   warm   and   cheery, 
Mother  held  it  in  her  hand  so  worn  and 
old. 

'Tis   my   mother's   dear  old  Bible, 
Dear  old  precious   wornout  Bible, 
That  she  read  so  many,  many  years  ago; 
With   its  pages  worn  and   wrinkled, 
Spotted  where  the  tears  were  sprinkled, 
As  she  read  it  around   the  fireside  burn- 
ing low. 

Mother  left  it  as  a  token 

Of  her  love  which  ne'er  was  broken, 

And  she  whispered  as  she  kissed  away  my 

tears; 
When  your  life  is  dark  and  dreary, 
Mother's  Bible,  dear,  will  cheer  thee, 
If   you'll    read  it   you   may      walk   those 

streets  of  gold. 

What  a  blessed  happy  meeting, 
When  my  mother  I'll  be  greeting, 
With  the  angels  where  there  never  comes 

a    night; 
When  I  cease  from  all  my  sorrow, 
In   that   blessed   bright   tomorrow 
Then  I'll  tell  her  how  her  Bible  told  me 

right. 

Like  the  dewdrops  on  the  roses, 
On  the  book  of  dear  old  Moses 
Mother's   tears   were  often  sprinkled  here 

and  there; 
As  he  led  God's  children  onward, 
So  her  Bible  leads  me  homeward, 
Yes,  it  leads  me  to  a  city  bright  and  fair. 
With  a  smile  I  know  she's   waiting, 
And  to  angels  she's  relating 
How  she  left  her  Bible  here  for  me; 
And  it  seems  I  hear  her  calling 
Like   sweet    music    gently   falling   on   my 

ear. 

At  the  gates  I  know  she'll  meet  me, 
And  beside  the  Lord  she'll  seat  me, 
While    the    angels    all    are    singing    round 

the  throne; 
Oh  I  long  to  tell  the  story 
To   the  angels   up  in  glory 
How  my  mother's  dear  old  Bible  led  me 
home. 

Selected  and  sent  in  by  Miss  Curtie     V. 
Moonie,  Schoolfield,  Va. 

MOTHER'S  RELIGION 

A  young  man  came  to  Chicago  from  a 
farm  in  Indiana,  where  he  had  left  his 
old  mother.  Soon  after  this  Bob  Ingersoll 
spoke  at  the  auditorium  and  the  young 
man  was  persuaded  to  go  and  hear  him, 
by  a  former  Indiana  schoolmate,  who  had 
become  a  great  admirer  of  Ingersoll. 

"You'll  see  how  Col.  Ingersoll  will 
throw  doubt  over  the  doctrines  of  be- 
lievers in  the  Bible,''  said  his  friend.  "It 
will  open  your  eyes  some,  I  tell  you." 

Ingersoll  was  in  excellent  form,  and 
gave  one  of  his  adroit  and  ingenious 
(Continued  on   page   21) 
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Bible  Training  School 

GEORGE   POTEAT,   Editor 


Salutatorian's  Address 

BIBLE  TRAINING  SCHOOL 
Edith  Goughnor 
As  the  final  curtain  is  lowered  upon 
the  three  scenes  of  my  educational  ca- 
reer at  dear  B.  T.  S.  I  count  it  an  un- 
usual pleasure  to  have  the  honor  of  ad- 
dressing this  audience  today. 

If  I  am  able  to  contribute  to  this  oc- 


do  insist  that  it  is  the  main  business  of 
the  Church.  A  soul  saving  church  is  the 
best  evidence  of  the  abiding  presence  of 
the  God  of  our  fathers. 

The  stirring  story  of  our  future  ad- 
vance across  the  American  continent 
will  be  the  story  of  resistless  evangelism. 

The  tourists  in  Switzerland,  that  lit- 
tle rugged  republic,  tell  us  that  there  is 
one  mountain  peak  that  rises  sublime- 
casion  only  a  small  measure  of  the  pleas-       \y  over   z\\   ^  otner  Alpine  peaks.   Go, 


ure  I  have  enjoyed  in  anticipation  and 
now  realize,  in  standing  on  this  grad- 
uating platform,  I  shall  feel  well  repaid 
for  the  three  years  of  ardent  toil  as  a 
student  of   this   institution. 


where  you  will,  you  can  never  get  be- 
yond a  view  of  the  Matterhorn.  There  is 
a  Matterhorn  in  the  Bible,  and  you  may 
go  where  you  will  in  the  Old  Testament, 
or  the  New,  and  you  will  never  get  be- 


Should  I  indulge  in  retrospection,  the  yond  the  vision  of  the  Bible  Matterhorn. 
mistakes  made  during  these  three  years  It  is  ever  before  tis.  This  lofty  moun- 
would    loom    large    against    the    sky      of      tainous  peak  is  that  men  might  be  con- 


might-have-beens. 

But  I  came  not  to  recount  the  mis- 
takes of  the  tender  days  that  are  dead, 
but  it  is  mine  today  to  gather  from  a 
legion  of  hearts  all  the  fragrant  senti- 
ments, good  wishes,  joyful  greetings  and 


formed  to  the  image  of  Christ.  It  was 
for  this  purpose  that  Jesus  came  to  seek 
and  save  the  lost.  A  revival  is  an  ardent, 
aggressive,  determined,  Holy  Ghost  cam- 
paign for  the  salvation  of  lost  souls. 
A  famous  professor  in  Andover  The- 


happy  salutations  that  can  be  crowded  ological  Seminary  is  reported  to  have 
into  that  hilarious  word  "welcome."  Ev-  said,  "If  there  were  somewhere  a  hospital 
ery  heart  in  our  school  throbs  a  welcome  in  which  souls  could  be  made  whole,  I 
to  you.  We  welcome  you  in  the  name  of  would  go  there  as  a  patient." 
the  graduating  class  of  193  8.  It  is  the  Thank  God  that  we  have  a  mighty 
finished  product  of  the  school — the  final  Savior  who  is  the  soul's  Physician  as  He 
cause  of  the  school's  existence.  makes  sick  people  ever  whit  whole.  We 
We  shall  go  forth  as  gallant  young  know  that  hospital  and  it  is  a  Holy 
soldiers  of  the  cross,  that  have  spent  two  Ghost  revival  where  lost  men  and  women 
and  three  years  of  their  lives  in  intensive  find  complete  cleansing  for  their  souls, 
training  and  from  this  day  will  march  We  welcome  you  in  the  name  of  the 
out  in  the  field  of  battle  in  the  interest  Bible,  the  textbook  of  the  school, 
of  Christ  and  the  Church.  It  is  earth's  most  popular  book  or 
We  are  thrilled  with  intense  delight  2  8,000,000  a  year  would  not  be  sold, 
in  the  fact  that  we  have  finished  the  America  has  not  forsaken  the  Book  for 
course  prescribed  by  this  school  and  to  she  is  buying  80,000  a  day. 
realize  we  will  receive  from  the  hand  oi  There  are  100  times  as  many  Bibles 
this  institution  a  diploma  that  will  be  sold  in  America  every  year,  as  the  most 
more  than  a  sacred  memory  to  us.  popular  best  seller  that  can  be  pro- 
It  now  falls  our  lot  to  speak  one  of  duced  by  the  genius  of  men. 
the  sad,  sweet  farewells  of  life,  as  we  The  Book  has  God  for  its  author,  sal- 
step  from  this  graduating  platform  and  vation  for  its  end,  and  the  truth  without 
turn  our  faces  toward  near  and  distant  any  mixture  of  error  for  its  subject  mat- 
states,  conscious  of  the  fact  that  we  may  ter.  And  the  students  of  this  school  aren't 
never  meet  again  but  may  we,  the  class  going  to  neglect  the  Old  Book  because 
of  '3  8,  say  to  the  faculty,  our  fellow  it  has  become  a  part  of  us  and  we  cherish 
students,      friends    and      to      the      whole  it  as  such.  It  is  a  book  that  has  survived 


Church  of  God,  when  duty  says  "Thou 
must!"  our  hearts  will  reply,  "I  can," 
as  we  labor  in  His  service. 

We  welcome  you  in  the  name  of  the 


skepticism,  outlived  criticism  and  today 
stands  immortal,  indestructible,  and  im- 
perishable. 

The  best  people  of  earth  believe  in  our 


evangelistic    spirit    of    this    school.      The  textbook.  The  better  a  man  is  the     more 

very    credentials    of    this    school    are    the  he  believes  in  the  Bible.  And  if  one  truly 

evangelistic    passion   and   the   evangelistic  believes   in   it,   it   will   make   the   best   of 

message.  men  out  of  him.   It  is  only   through  the 

We    do    not    claim    that    evangelism    is  Book   that    we   become    acceptable      unto 

the  only  business  of  the  Church,  but  we  Christ. 


There  is  no  other  book  of  ;arth  that 
has  such  transforming  power  as  has  the 
Bible.  It  has  blessed  and  brightened  and 
completely  made  over,  and  lifted  up  to 
God,  millions  of  broken  and  ruined  and 
lost  men.  There  is  no  other  book  that  has 
the  power  to  lift  foul  and  unholy  men  to 
a  place  of  purity  and  holiness. 

You  never  hear  a  man  say,  I  was  a 
thief  until  mathematics  put  honesty  in- 
to my  heart;  or  I  was  impure  until  I 
read  a  book  on  geology  and  it  put  virtue 
and  purity  into  my  heart.  I  was  on  my 
way  to  eternal  ruin  until  I  read  a  book 
on  anatomy  and  my  soul  was  redeemed 
and  I  have  been  singing  on  my  way  to 
heaven  from  that  day  'til  now.  Neither 
has  philosophy  redeemed  a  drunken  out- 
cast. 

But  with  a  Bible  in  his  hand  Gen. 
Wm.  Booth  alone  lifted  2  5  0,000  lost 
drunkards   to   the   gates   of   heaven. 

So  we  can  take  this  blessed  Book  to- 
day and  press  it  to  our  hearts,  and  say, 
I  know  the  Bible  is  true  because  it  has 
been  true  to  me.  I  know  it  has  been  in- 
spired, because  it  inspires  this  poor  heart 
of  mine. 

We  welcome  you  then  in  the  name  of 
this  our  Bible. 

TRIBUTES   TO  MOTHER 

Mother 

Mother,  you  are  growing  older, 
Life  for  you  may  soon  be  o'er, 
This  I  hope,  I'll  see  you  yonder 
On  that  glad  and  peaceful  shore. 

You  have  prayed  for  your  children 
That  they  from  sin  would  be  set  free. 
I   appreciate    those  prayers,  Mother, 
They   mean   very  much  to  me. 

— George  E.  Brazell,  B.  T.  S.  student, 
::-    :!•    * 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

While  tributes  of  praise  are  being  of- 
fered this  month  to  mothers  and  fa- 
thers everywhere  I  would  like  to  offer 
some  notes  of  praise  to  my  dear  mother. 
I  love  the  word  "mother";  it  has  such 
a  beautiful  sound.  Mere  words  are  not 
adequate  to  express  my  love  for  my 
mother.  She  has  been  my  best  friend. 
When  I  was  out  in  sin  wandering  away 
from  God  she  still  loved  and  prayed  for 
me.  Oh,  how  glad  I  am  that  she  called 
my  name  in  prayer  so  frequently  that  it 
moved  God  on  the  throne  and  His  arm 
of  love  reached  down  and  delivered  my 
soul  from  sin.  Now  I  am  happy  on  the 
King's  highway  seeking  to  make  heaven 
my  home.  Why?  Because  mother's  un- 
faltering prayers  followed  me  and  led 
me  to  the  Christ  of  Calvary. — Mildred 
Griffis,  Selma,  N.  C,  B.  T.  S.  student. 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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A  TALK  TO   OUR   YOUNG 
PEOPLE 

Mrs.   D.   C.  Boatwright 

"Remember  now  thy  Creator  in  the 
days  of  thy  youth,'"   Eccles.    12:1. 

It  is  with  a  heart  full  of  love,  sym- 
pathy and  understanding  that  I  write 
these  few  words.  But  oh,  the  need  for 
advice  on  this  one  question:  Is  it  right 
and  proper  for  Christian,  unmarried, 
young  people  to  pet  and  make  love? 

One  will  say,  "How  will  I  know  if  I 
love  that  boy  (or  girl)  if  I  don't  allow 
any  of  this  loving  before  engagement  or 
marriage?"  First,  I  want  to  talk  to  our 
young  girls,  who  are  the  ones  that  have 
to  put  up  the  standard  and  know  what 
to  do  and  how  to  do  it. 

We'll  say  a  young  man  asked  you  to 
accompany  him  somewhere.  Of  course, 
you  wouldn't  go  to  any  worldly  enter- 
tainment under  any  consideration.  This 
young  man  may  be  unsaved  or  just  new- 
ly converted.  He's  ignorant  of  the  high 
standard  you  hold.  So  naturally,  as  it  is 
with  most  young  men,  he  expects  you  to 
give  him  a  goodnight  kiss,  harmless  as 
it  seems,  and  you  give  your  consent. 
Next  time  you  are  with  him,  he  expects 
the  same,  maybe  a  little  earlier  in  the 
evening.  Each  time  you  are  getting  in  a 
rut  that  you  find  it  impossible  to  get 
out  of.  Then  you  decide  to  talk  of  spirit- 
ual things,  which  sound  like  brass  and  a 
tinkling  cymbal  to  him,  especially  if  he 
is  unsaved.  He'll  think  very  little  of  your 
experience  with  God  when  you  are  loose 
in  your  morals.  Of  course,  you  say,  "I 
am  very  strict  and  allow  only  kissing." 
But,  my  dear  little  girl,  how  foolish  you 
are  to  think  this  is  so  innocent.  This 
young  man  will  soon  lose  his  respect  for 
you  and  you  will  ever  be  ashamed  to  meet 
him  when  you  know  he  thinks  and  tells 
of  the  embraces  you  had  with  him. 

Why  not  say  a  gentle  but  firm  "No" 
to  the  very  first  signs  of  love-making? 
You  needn't  be  sarcastic  but  explain  your 
reasons  and  that  you  hold  that  all  for 
your  husband,  but  that  you  enjoy  his 
company  (if  you  do).  You  will  find 
many  more  beautiful  ways  to  spend  your 
evenings  and  this  young  man  will  esteem 
you  to  the  highest  degree.  He  will  con- 
sider you  one  among  a  thousand.  Your 
chances  for  real  love  will  be  much 
greater  and  sooner.  You  will  never  be 
ashamed  to  meet  him  should  you  decide 
he  wasn't  the  one  you  wanted  for  a  life 
companion,   and  he  will   be  able  to  say, 


"That  girl  is  a  'real  Christian'." 

And  oh,  how  sacred  that  first  kiss  will 
mean  to  you  when  it's  given,  to  the  one 
you  decide  to  marry,  perhaps  the  time 
he  asks  you  to  be  his  life's  partner  and 
you  say,  "Yes,"  sealing  your  promise  with 
a  kiss. 

Then  someone  may  ask,  "Is  is  proper 
from  that  time  on  to  pet  and  kiss  all  we 
want  to?"  I  would  advise  you,  No.  A 
goodnight  kiss  from  the  engagement  on 
may  be  permitted,  but  the  evenings  can 
still  be  spent  in  the  same  gcod  way,  on- 
ly, of  course,  plans  for  the  future  can 
be  talked  of.  You  know  if  you  eat  noth- 
ing but  candy  you  get  sick  of  it  and 
don't  appreciate  it  at  all,  but  after  you 
have  plenty  of  meat  and  potatoes,  candy 
is  very  much  appreciated.  So  it  is  with 
our  love-making.  And  whatever  you  do, 
little  girl,  don't  be  the  one  to  ask  for 
the  goodnight  kiss  or  even  act  like  you 
■expect  it.  This  is  contrary  to  nature  and 
he  will  again  lose  his  respect  for  you. 
Don't  ever  write  silly  love  letters  even 
after  you  are  engaged.  Make  your  letters 
interesting  with  everything  around  you, 
but  always  bear  the  thought  in  mind, 
Would  I  want  someone  else  to  read  this? 
as  you  know  many  times  someone  else 
does,  especially  if  it's  silly  and  the  young 
man  has  no  real  serious  intention.  How 
would  you  like  to  have  him  tell  you  how 
very  foolish  you  are?  Well,  he  thinks  it, 
don't   fool   yourself! 

Let's  put  up  a  standard  of  high  morals, 
learning  right  from  the  beginning  to 
know  how  to  say,  No,  and  how  to  en- 
tertain that  that  will  be  upbuilding  both 
to  you  and  your  company. 

Now,  young  man,  you  too  must  be  a 
new  creature  in  Christ  Jesus  and  you  can 
be  a  help  to  that  young  girl  you  are 
courting.  If  she  happens  to  be  ignorant 
of  the  standard  of  a  Christian  on  these 
lines,  why  not  tell  her  what  you  think  is 
right  and  wrong  and  show  her  you  are  a 
real  man  by  bjing  able  to  entertain  her 
in   so   many   beautiful   ways? 

I  realize  it  is  harder  for  a  young  man 
to  hold  up  the  standard  but  that  makes 
him  more  of  a  man  if  he  does.  And  al- 
ways bear  in  mind  that  you  want  to  be 
a  real  example  of  holiness  to  even  this 
poor,  innocent  little  girl.  She  will  respect 
and  honor  you  beyond  measure  if  you 
prove  to  her  you  are  a  real  example  of 
Christianity,  and  if  you  decide  this  young 
girl  isn't  the  one  you  want  for  a  life 
companion,  you  have  nothing  to  regret. 
On  the  contrary  you  will  ever  be  proud 
of  yourself  to  know  she  can't  accuse  you 


of  actions  that  you  would  then  be 
ashamed  of  should  she  tell  it  to  the  one 
you  really  did  love. 

Think  this  over,  young  man,  and  see 
how  much  of  a  man  you  really  are  and 
what  an  example  of  holiness  you  are. 
Your  testimonv  and  life  will  be  greater 
and  more  beautiful.  If  this  little  lesson 
will  help  you  any,  I  will  indeed  be  happy 
as  I  have  had  young  girls  to  express  their 
ignorance  to  me  concerning  this  one 
great  problem.  We  may  claim  to  be  pure 
and  holy,  yet  our  actions  speak  louder 
than  words. 

Old  folks,  if  you  are  guilty  of  behav- 
ing unseemingly,  take  this  for  yourself 
too.  And  mothers,  if  you  haven't  the 
nerve  to  tell  this  to  your  daughter,  let 
her  read  this  article.  May  we  all  together 
hold  up  the  standard  till  Jesus  comes. 
Amen. 

Editor's  Note:  Thank  the  Lord  for 
this  article.  We  feel  that  we  must  say  a 
few   words  emphasizing   these   thoughts. 

Mothers  are  too  timid,  they  say,  to  talk 
of  such  things  and  tell  their  children 
the  truths  they  should  know.  How  fool- 
ish. If  they  begin  in  time  it  will  not  be 
hard.  Gain  their  confidence  in  childhood 
and  keep  it  through  the  adolescent  age 
and  it  will  not  be  hard  to  hold  them 
away  from  the  pitfalls  around  them. 
Then  we  want  to  emphasize  the  necessity 
of  training  your  boys  along  with  the 
girls.  I  know  young  men  who  have  been 
so  trained  that  a  young  woman  is  safe 
in  their  keeping.  One  time  I  was  talk- 
ing to  some  Christian  young  men  and 
they  were  asking  me  questions  along  this 
line.  They  told  me  that  some  girls 
thought  they  did  not  like  them  unless 
they  made  such  advances  toward  them. 
This  does  not  apply  to  well  reared  girls 
and  this  does  not  apply  to  the  young 
woman  you  want  some  day  to  make  your 
companion  for  life. 

We  know  one  young  man  who  made 
the  remark  when  he  found  the  girl  of 
His  choice,  "Mother,  I  believe  I  have 
found  the  girl  that  will  please  you,"  and 
he  said,  "I  am  glad  that  I  can  offer  her 
a  clean  manhood."  This  is  what  we  want 
but  it  takes  some  effort  on  the  part  of 
parents  to  bring  about  these  conditions. 
The  boy  in  your  home  is  just  as  important 
as  the  girl  and  needs  the  same  training 
along  this  line  as  the  girl. 

Young  woman,  that  young  man  you 
are  going  with  is  watching  your  life  and 
he  is  looking  for  a  virtuous  girl  to  claim 
as  his  own.  Young  woman,  your  standard 
should  be  just  as  high  and  you  should 
say  I  too  am  looking  for  a  well-behaved, 
Christian  young  man,  and  accept  noth- 
ing less.  Do  not  be  harsh  about  it  but 
gentle  and  kind  with  firmness.  You  will 
win. 
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From  Our  Missionaries  To 
Africa 


Mr.  and  Mrs.   Edmond  E.   Stark 


Dear  Prayer  Warriors: 

Greetings  in  Jesus  our  Lord  and  soon 
coming  K.ng.  "When  He  putteth  forth 
His  own  sheep,  He  goeth  before  them." 
This  is  the  promise,  among  many,  that 
we  have  laid  special  hold  on  for  the  past 
few  months  since  Assembly  time.  The 
Lord  has  never  been  known  to  fail  in 
one  of  His  promises  and  He  has  surely 
held  good  to  His  Word  in  this  case. 
How  real  it  is  yet  to  us  the  way  the 
Lord  dealt  in  making  us  willing  to  fol- 
low Him  as  He  put  us  forth  and  led  us 
on,  then  how  wonderfully  the  way 
opened  when  at  last  we  said  "Yes,  Lord" 
and  spoke  to  the  brethren  about  the 
Lord's  work  in  Africa.  The  way  has  not 
been  obvious  at  all  times,  but  by  trust- 
ing Him  who  was  leading,  and  follow- 
ing on  as  He  gradually  made  the  way 
clear  in  His  own  time,  we  find  over  and 
over  again  that  He  really  is  leading  and 
trusting  us  forth. 

In  considering  a  field  of  labor  in 
Africa,  our  thoughts  at  first  went  to  the 
Belgian  Congo,  but  when  the  Lord  made 
His  leading  clear  we  found  a  need  even 
greater  than  that  in  the  Belgian  Congo. 
A  friend  who  was  on  furlough  from 
Congo  told  us  of  Angola,  a  Portuguese 
Colony,  but  he  also  told  us  that  there 
was  small  possibility  of  getting  into  this 
land   of   Angola,   West   Africa. 

Angola,  Portuguese  West  Africa,  bor- 


ders  the  Belgian  Congo  on  the  west  and 
south.  It  has  the  Congo  River  as  its 
northern  boundary,  and  the  coast  line 
extends  for  a  thousand  miles  southward. 
The  total  area  of  Angola  is  about  the 
same  as  the  states  of  Texas,  Nebraska, 
and  California  combined.  In  square  miles 
this  amounts  to  523,295  with  a  Euro- 
pean population  of  40,000.  The  native 
tribal  population  is  estimated  at  3,179,- 
000  with  944,73  0  additional  natives  who 
have  left  their  tribes  and  are  living  in 
the  more  modern  cities  of  the  country. 
There  are,  in  all  of  this  vast  area,  5  2 
mission  stations  with  239  missionaries, 
or  1  (one)  missionary  to  17,329  people. 
As  far  as  we  can  learn,  there  is  not  one 
of  these  missions  that  teach  the  fullness 
of  the  gospel,  that  is,  the  Baptism  of  the 
Holy  Ghost!  There  is,  more  than  this, 
only  two-fifths  of  the  population  in  ef- 
fective touch  with  the  gospel  while  the 
remaining  three-fifths  are  without  any 
one  to  bring  the  blessed  news  of  the  gos- 
pel to  them.  It  is  noteworthy  that  in  this 
colony  with  such  a  large  white  popula- 
tion, who  are  mostly  of  the  Portuguese 
people,  there  is  nothing  done  to  witness 
to  them  of  the  saving  grace  of  Jesus. 
Therefore,  pray  for  this  great  need  also 
among   the  white  people  of  Angola. 

The  Portuguese  government  is  very 
str.ct  in  its  regulation  of  missionaries. 
At  first  it  seemed  that  it  would  be  im- 
possible for  us  to  get  admittance  to  this 
needy  field.  However,  we  feel  that  you 
and  many  others  have  been  praying,  and 
we  find  since  being  here  in  New  York 
City,  that  the  Lord  has  heard  and  is  an- 
swering our  prayers.  When  we  presented 
our  passport  for  visa  at  the  Portuguese 
Consulate  we  were  told  that  they  could 
not  grant  a  visa  to  us.  This  was  no  more 
than  we  had  expected,  yet  we  still  felt 
the  Lord  was  going  before  us  and  that 
His  will  would  surely  be  done.  We 
prayed  there  in  that  office  for  God  to 
have  His  w?.y.  At  lait  the  secretary 
called  us  and  said,  "You  may  leave  your 
passport  and  the  fee  and  return  tomor- 
row." This  we  did,  and  when  we  re- 
turned, it  was  after  much  prayer,  and 
to  find  that  our  visa  had  been  granted, 
giving  us  permission  to  remain  in  the 
country  one  year,  that  is  Angola,  and 
without  this  we  could  not  go  at  all.  We 
surely  did  praise  the  Lord  for  this.  A? 
the  secretary  at  the  Consulate  handed  the 
passport  to  us  she  said,  "There,  that  will 
get  you  into  the  country  for  one  year. 
It  is  up  to  you  to  get  them  to  let  you 


stay  longer  (than  one  year)  if  you  can." 
Personally  we  feel  it  is  up  to  us  to  con- 
tinue letting  the  Lord  lead,  and  He  will 
work  all  things  for  His  glory.  We  know 
He  who  gave  His  life's  blood  for  their 
redemption  is  more  concerned  than  we 
could  ever  be.  God  forbid  that  we  should 
fail  to  trust  Him. 

We  are  booked  to  sail  April  7,  and 
trust  you  will  be  praying  for  us  as  we 
leave  America  and  will  continue  pray- 
ing for  the  Lord's  work  in  Africa.  There 
are  many  difficulties  to  meet  yet.  The 
Portuguese  government  is  very  strict 
and  not  easy  to  deal  with.  But  God  for- 
bid that  we  should  stay  back  because 
of  this.  We  will  have  the  Portuguese 
language  to  learn  in  order  to  work  there 
at  all.  The  Lord  will  have  to  give  us 
special  help  in  this  line  as  well  as  favor 
with  the  people  and  officials.  In  the 
natural  the  difficulties  might  seem  im- 
possible to  surmount,  but  we  do  not  war 
with  carnal  weapons  but  spiritual.  We 
remember  when  the  Israelites  were  led 
out  of  Egypt  the  Lord  rolled  the  Red 
Sea  back  to  make  a  way  for  them  to  pass 
but  when  they  entered  into  Canaan  the 
priests  that  bore  the  ark  led  the  people 
to  Jordan  that  did  not  give  way  to  them 
until  they  were  in  the  act  of  stepping 
into  her  muddy  flood  waters.  Then  did 
God  honor  their  confidence  and  Jordan 
rolled  her  waters  back.  We  feel  that  now 
is  the  time  to  hold  to  the  horns  of  the 
altar  until  God  gives  us  a  harvest  of 
souls  in  Africa!  And  we  are  glad  you 
can  share  in  this  harvest  by  your  prayers. 

We  hope  to  hear  from  you  before  we 
sail  or  at  least  to  have  a  Steamer  let- 
ter from  you  which  will  be  delivered  to 
us  after  sailing.  Address  your  Steamer 
letters  as  follows  and  mail  it  in  time  to 
reach  New  York  by  April  6,  so  it  will 
be  sure  to  reach  the  Steamer  before  she 
sails. 

Should  you  not  find  it  possible  to 
write  us  before  our  sailing  we  shall  look 
for  a  letter  from  you  in  Africa  when  we 
arrive  out  there  or  shortly  after.  You 
will  notice  our  foreign  address  it  the 
close  of  this  article.  You  can  never  know 
what  a  letter  from  home  means  to  one 
in  Africa,  so  don't  fail  us  please. — Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Edmond  E.  Stark,  Lobito  An- 
gola Portuguese,  West  Africa. 

Fourteen  Points  on  Foreign 
Missions 

1.  Every   book   in    the      New   Testament 

was  written   by  a  foreign  missionary. 

2.  Every    letter    in    the    New    Testament 

that  was  written  to  an  individual  was 
written  to  a  convert  of  a  foreign 
missionary. 

3.  Every  epistle   in   the   New   Testament 

that    was    written    to   a    church      was 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 

To  The  Man  Who  Fails 

Let  others  sing  to  the  hero  who  wins  in  the  ceaseless  frayy 

Who,  over  the  crushed  and  fallen,  pur sue th  his  mpward  way; 

For  him  let  them  weave  the  laurel,  to  him  be  their  paeon  sting, 

Whom  the  kindly  fates  have  clx)sen  w/jo  are  happy  their  loved  among; 

But  mine  be  a  different  message,  some  soid  in  its  stress  to  reach; 

To  bind,  o'er  the  wound  of  failure,  the  balm  of  pitying  speech; 

To  whisper:  "Be  up  and  doing,  for  courage  at  last  prevails" — 

/  sing,  who  have  supped  with  failure — /  sing  to  the  man  who  fails. 

I  know  how  the  grey  cloud  darkens — and  mantles  the  soul  in  gloom; 
I  know  how  the  spirit  barkens  to  voices  of  doubt  and  doom; 
I  know  how  the  tempter  mutters  his  terrible  word:  "Despair!" 
But  the  heart  has  its  secret  chamber  and  I  know  that  our  God  is  there. 
Oh,  men  who  are  labelled  "failures",  up,  rise  up  again  and  do. 
Somewhere  in  the  world  of  action  is  room;  there  is  room  for  you. 
No  failure  was  ever  recorded  ht  the  annals  of  truthful  men, 
Except  of  the  craven  hearted  who  fails,  nor  attempts  again. 

Tlx  ghry  is  in  the  doing,  and  not  in  the  trophy  won; 
The  walls  that  are  laid  in  darkness  may  laugh  to  the  kiss  of  the  sun. 
Oh,  weary  and  worn  and  stricken,  oh,  child  of  fate's   cruel  gales. 
I  sing  that  it  haply  may  cheer  him — /  sing  to  the  man  who  fails. 

— Alfred  Waterhouse. 


It  Doesn't  Pay 

My  young  friend,  there  are  many 
things  in  this  world  that  it  doesn't  pay 
to  do. 

It  doesn't  pay  to  try  to  pass  yourself 
off  for  more  than  you  are  worth;  it 
tends  to  depress  your  market  quotation. 

It  doesn't  pay  to  lie,  for  your  lies 
must  all  be  kept  on  file  mentally,  and  in 
the  course  of  time  some  of  them  are 
pretty  certain  to  get  on  the  wrong  book. 
A  liar  needs  a  better  memory  than  any- 
one is  apt  to  possess. 

It  doesn't  pay  to  try  to  get  a  living 
without  work.  You  will  work  harder  and 
get  a  poorer  living  than  if  you  did  hon- 
est work. 

It  doesn't  pay  to  be  a  practical  joker, 
unless  you  can  enjoy  the  joke  when  you 
happen  to  be  the  victim. 

It  doesn't  pay  to  rest  when  you  ought 
to  be  working;  if  you  do,  you  are  apt 
to  have  work  when  you  ought  to  be 
resting. 

It  doesn't  pay  to  cry  over  spilled  milk; 
neither  does  it  pay  to  spill  the  milk. 

Prayer  at  Morning 

The  day  returns  and  brings  us  the 
petty  round  of  irritating  concerns  and 
duties.  Help  us  to  play  the  man,  help  us 
to  perform  them  with  laughter  and  kind 
faqes,  let  cheerfulness  abound  with  indus- 
try. Give  us  to  go  blithly  on  our  busi- 
ness all  this  day,  bring  us  to  our  resting 
beds   weary   and   content   and   undishon- 


ored,  and  grant  us  in  the  end  the  gift  of 
sleep. 

Prayer  at  Evening 

The  service  of  the  day  is  over,  and  the 
hour  come  to  rest.  We  resign  into  Thy 
hands  our  sleeping  bodies,  our  cold  hearts 
and  open  doors.  Give  us  to  awake  with 
smiles,  give  us  to  labor  smiling.  As  the 
sun  returns  in  the  east,  so  let  us  our 
patience  be  renewed  with  dawn;  as  the 
sun  lightens  the  world,  so  let  our  lov- 
ingkindness  make  bright  this  house  of 
our  habitations. — Robert  Louis  Steven- 
son. 

Ten  Commandments    of  Dress 

1.  Thou  shalt  not  follow  fads  and 
follies  regardless  of  thine  own  indi- 
viduality  and   type. 

2.  Thou  shalt  clothe  thyself  in  sim- 
plicity. 

3.  Honor   thy   body   and   keep   it   clean. 

4.  Thou  shalt  dress  appropriately  for 
the  occasion  and  thine  own  purse. 

5.  Thou  shalt  not  covet  thy  neighbor's 
clothes  or  accessories. 

6.  Thou  shalt  zealously  study  thy  type, 
coloring,  temperament  and  physique. 

7.  Thou  shalt  dress  in  harmony  with 
thy   type. 

8.  Thou  shalt  learn  the  principles  of 
balance,  rhythm,  proportion,  and 
dominant  interest  and  their  applica- 
tion. 

9.  Thou  shalt  see   thyself   as  others  see 


thee  and  shall  endeavor  to     correct 
thy  mistake. 
10.  Thou  shalt  persist  in  the  determina- 
tion to  make  the  very  best  of  what 
God  has   given  thee. 

— Ed.  Press  Bulletin. 

Four-leaf  Clovers 

I  know  a  place  where  the  sun  is  like  gold 
And  the   cherry   blooms      burst    forth 
with   snow; 
And   down    underneath    is    the      loveliest 
nook, 
Where  the  four-leaf  clovers  grow. 
One  leaf   is   for   Hope,      and   one  is   for 
Faith, 
And  one  is  for  Love,  you  know, 
And  God  put  another  one  in  for  Luck — 
If  you  search  you  will  find  where  they 
grow. 
But  you  must  have  Hope,  and  you  must 
have  Faith, 
You  must  love  and  be  strong,  and  so 
If  you  work,  if  you  wait,  you  will  find 
the  place, 
Where  the  four-leaf  clovers  grow. 

— Ella  Higginson. 

For  Happiness 

A  little  more  kindness,  a  little  less  speed; 
A  little  more  giving,  little  less  greed; 
A  little  more  smile,  a  little  less  frown; 
A    little    less    kicking    a    man    when's    he 

down; 
A  little  more  "we",  a  little  less  "I" 
A  little  more  laugh,  a  little  less  cry; 
A  little  more  flowers  on  the  pathway  of 

life, 
And  fewer  on  graves,  at  the  end  of  the 

strife. — Author  Known. 

The  Best  Memory  System 

Forget  each  kindness  that  you  do 

As  soon  as  you  have  done  it; 
Forget  the  praise  that  falls  on  you 

The  moment  you  have  won  it; 
Forget  the  slander  that  you  hear 

Before  you  can  repeat  it; 
Forget  each  slight,  each  spite,  each  sneer, 

Wherever  you  may  meet  it. 

Remember  every  kindness  done 

To  you,  whate'er  its  measure; 
Remember  praise  by  others  won 

And  pass  it  on   with  pleasure; 
Remember  every  promise  made 

And  keep  it  to  the  letter; 
Remember  those  who  lend  you  aid 

And  be  a  grateful  debtor. 

Remember   all   the   happiness 

That  comes  your  way  in  living; 
Forget  each  worry  and  distress, 

Be  hopeful  and  forgiving; 
Remember  good,  remember  'truth, 

Remember  heaven's  above  you, 
And   you   will   find,    through      age      and 
youth, 

That  many  hearts  will  love  you. — Sel. 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  Intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  be 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
In    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
landed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  Is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in    a   Y.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  ana 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    frienas 

Bible  Lesson 

Topic:   "JESUS   NEVER   CHANGES" 

Thoughts   for  the  Leader: 

We  read  in  Heb.  13:8  where  it  says 
that  Jesus  is  the  same  todav  as  He  was 
two  thousand  years  ago  and  He  will  still 
be  the  same  two  thousand  years  in  the 
future.  What  He  did  for  people  when  He 
walked  the  shore  of  Galilee,  He  will  do 
the  same  for  us  today  if  we  will  only  be- 
lieve. We  will  notice  some  things  Jesus 
did  when  He  was  here  and  what  He  is 
doing  now   and  will  do  in  the  future. 

HE   HEALS 

Mark    8:22-25 ;   Mark   7:25-37;   Mark    1: 

29-45 

Here  we  see  that  Jesus  healed  the 
blind,  the  deaf,  loosed  the  tongue  of  the 
dumb,  healed  the  fever,  cast  out  devils 
and  in  fact  every  disease.  He  turned  none 
away  and  He  won't  turn  us  away  when 
we  come  in  simple  faith  believing,  noth- 
ing doubting.  We  read  in  Heb.  11:6  that 
it  is  impossible  to  please  God  without 
faith.  We  must  believe  that  He  will  do 
what  He  said  He  would  do. 

HE  FORGIVES  SIN 
Mark    2:1-5;   John    8:3-11 


We  read  here  in  Mark  how  Jesus  just 
spoke  the  word  and  this  man's  sins  were 
forgiven.  He  not  only  is  able  to  heal  but 
just  as  able  to  forgive  sins.  This  woman 
that  the  scribes  and  Pharisees  brought  to 
Jesus  had  committed  adultery  and  they 
wanted  to  see  what  Jesus  would  say  to 
try  to  get  some  word  to  catch  Him,  but 
they  were  condemned  and  went  away  one 
by  one.  Jesus  asked  her  where  her  ac- 
cusers were  and  if  any  man  condemned 
her.  She  said,  No  man.  Jesus  told  her  He 
did  not  either;  for  her  to  go  and  sin  no 
more.  There  are  hundreds,  yea  thou- 
sands and  millions  that  Jesus  has  spoken 
pardon  to  and  they  went  away  whole  and 
with  the  peace  of  God  in  their  hearts. 


HE  SANCTIFIES 
Luke  22:20 
Jesus   shed   Flis    blood    that   we  might 
be  sanctified.  We  have  to  be  free  from 
the  Adamic  nature  that  was  inherited  by 
the  fall  in  the  garden  of  Eden  and  unless 
the  blood  of  Jesus  has  been  applied     to 
our  hearts  we  can't  get  rid  of  it.  We  are 
justified    or    sanctified    through    faith    in 
the  blood  of  Jesus.  When  the  root  of  bit- 
terness is  removed  there  comes  great  joyi 
into    our   hearts   and    then    we   can    work 
for  Jesus. 
HE  BAPTIZES  WITH  THE  HOLY 
GHOST 
Acts    1:4-8;   Acts   2:1-4 
John  baptized  with  water  unto  repent- 
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ance,  but  Jesus  said,  Ye  shall  be  baptized 
with  the  Holy  Ghost.  Until  we  get  the 
Holv  Ghost  we  can't  grow  in  the  Lord. 
We  must  have  someone  to  teach  and 
lead  us  and  that  is  the  mission  of 
the  Holy  Ghost.  John  14:26. 

When  we  receive  the  Holy  Ghost  we 

know  it  for  He  speaks  for  Himself.  We 

don't  have  to  be  told   by  some  one  else 

for  we  can  hear  Him  talk. 

HE  KEEPS 

Jesus    17:6-12 

Jesus  is  able  to  keep  us  and  take  us 
through  every  obstacle  the  enemy  might 
bring  our  way.  We  have  only  to  put  our 
trust  in  Him  and  not  fear, 'for  He  said 
He  would  never  leave  us  nor  forsake  us, 


but  would  go  all  the  way  with  us.  He 
will  keep  us  in  the  hour  of  temptation 
and  when  we  come  down  to  the  chilly 
waters  of  death  He  will  keep  us  and  go 
with  us.  We  can  say  like  the  Psalmist  of 
old,  "The  Lord  is  my  light  and  my  sal- 
vation; whom  shall  I  fear?  the  Lord  is 
the  strength  of  my  life;  of  whom  shall 
I   be   afraid?"  Psa.   27:1. 

CONCLUSION 
Acts  2:39 

We  have  talked  about  what  Jesus  has 
done  for  people  and  we  have  also  read 
that  He  was  the  same  now  as  He  was 
then  and  He  will  continue  to  be  the 
same. 

So    the    scripture    here      in    Acts    con- 
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firms  it.  Paul  said  that  this  promise, 
speaking  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  was  for 
them  then  and  their  children  and  for 
those  that  are  afar  off.  That  included 
us  and  all  that  will  come  after  us.  If  He 
will  baptize  with  the  Holy  Ghost  now, 
He  will  heal  us,  forgive  us  of  our  sins, 
sanctify  us  and  keep  us. 

Bible  Lesson 

Topics:  "DETOURS" 

You  have  just  been  "converted."  You 
have  believed  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
as  your  own  personal  Savior,  and  given 
your  heart  and  life  to  God.  This  may 
have  been  the  result  of  a  conviction  of 
sin  brought  about  through  evangelistic 
meetings  at  your  church;  perhaps  some 
personal  worker  friend  has  spoken  to  you 
about  the  matter,  or  possibly  it  was  just 
the  result  of  a  conviction  which  has  been 
growing  upon  you  for  some  time.  It  may 
be,  too,  that  you  have  been  watching  the 
Christian  life  lived  by  some  man,  wom- 
an, boy,  or  girl,  and  have  decided  that 
you  would  like  to  follow  the  same  Christ 
who  has  wrought  such  a  splendid  work 
of  grace  in  that  life.  But  whatever  has 
been  the  cause  of  your  decision,  you  have 
made  a  wise  choice  and  have  set  your  feet 
upon  the  right  path.  You  are  ready  now 
to  begin  the  journey  toward  heaven  and 
eternal  bliss. 

As  a  result  of  your  fine  choice  to  fol- 
low the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  you  are  prob- 
ably very  happy — or  very  much  puzzled. 
Perhaps  you  are  both  happy  and  puzzled. 
You  may  be  happy  because  of  the  joy 
which  has  entered  your  heart,  and 
puzzled  because  some  things  aren't  work- 
ing out  exactly  as  you  thought  they 
would,  or  as  some  other  folks  told  you 
they  would. 

It  is  one  of  Satan's  tricks  to  make  new 
Christians  believe  that  "the  battle  is 
won"  as  soon  as  they  have  accepted 
Christ  and  have  been  baptized.  He  knows 
that  if  they  believe  this,  they  will  be  un- 
wary and  an  easy  prey  for  him  in  a 
short  while.  Remember  that  the  battle 
is  only  begun!  There  is  no  easy  path  to 
Heaven.  It  is  via  the  Straight  and  Nar- 
row Highway.  There  are  many  detours 
along  which  Satan  wants  you  to  go,  but 
they  do  not  lead  heavenward.  You  will 
want  to  watch  the  guideposts  careful- 
ly so  that  you  do  not  get  off  the  Ce- 
lestial Highway.  May  I  mention  just  a 
few  of  Satan's  "detours"  along  which  he 
will  seek  to  lead  you  sooner  or  later? 

THE  "YOU-ARE-NOT-SAVED" 
DETOUR 

There  are  some  young  converts  who 
hear  the  tempter's  whisper  almost  before 
they  have  left  the  church  the  time  of 
their  conversion.  He  tries  to  tell  them 
that  they  feel  just  the  same  as  they  did; 
that    they   aren't   converted   at   all;   that 
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they  are  just  hypocrites,  and  their  ac- 
quaintances will  soon  be  laughing  at 
them.  Let  us  remember  that  Satan  is  the 
father  of  lies,  and  that  he  was  a  liar 
from  the  beginning.  God's  Word  says  so. 
He  is  still  a  liar  and  is  responsible  for 
much  of  the  lying  that  is  done  today. 
Remember  that  the  way  you  "feel" 
doesn't  mean  you  are  saved  or  unsaved; 
it  is  your  faith  in  God's  Word  and  Christ 
that  makes  the  difference,  and  of  course, 
your  obedience  to  that  Word  and  your 
faith.  John  3:16  answers  the  next 
"whisper."  You  certainly  aren't  a  hypo- 
crite if  you  have  sincerely  trusted  in  the 
Lord  and  accepted  Him  as  your  Savior. 
And  you  may  be  certain  that  no  person 
with  any  sense  or  intelligence  worthy  of 
the  name  is  going  to  laugh  at  your  de- 
cision; on  the  other  hand,  most  people 
are  going  to  respect  you  for  your  stand, 
although  not  all  of  them  will  tell  you  so. 

THE  "DISCOURAGEMENT" 
DETOUR 
As  soon  as  Satan  finds  that  he  cannot 
keep  you  from  becoming  a  Christian,  he 
will  begin  trying  to  discourage  you  in 
your  Christian  life.  He  does  this  because 
he  knows  that  a  discouraged  Christian  is 
a  useless  Christian,  one  that  does 
a  little  good  and  hinders  Satan 
not  at  all.  Avoid  this  "detour"  as 
you  would  the  pestilence.  I  notice  that 
there  are  apparently  more  discouraged 
Christians  today  than  formerly,  .but 
you  aren't  going  to  be  one  of  them! 
There  is  so  much  all  about  us  to  dis- 
courage us  today,  and  if  we  continue  to 
look  at  these  "discouragements"  we  are 
certain  to  become  low  in  spirit,  whether 
we  be  newly  converted  or  veterans  in 
the  great  warfare  of  the  Christian  life. 
Now,  you  recall  the  story  of  Peter  when 
he  tried  to  walk  on  the  sea,  don't  you? 
He  started  out  all  right  and  was  getting 
along  fine,  until  he  looked  at  the  waves. 
Then  he  became  frightened,  and  began  to 
sink.  Before  that  he  had  been  looking  at 
Jesus.  Oh,  there  are  frightful  waves  surg- 
ing all  about  Christians  today,  and  as 
surely  as  we  look  at  them  too  much,  we 
shall  become  discouraged.  Let  us  look 
to  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  our  Savior. 
Think  about  His  power,  His  love,  His 
sacrifice,  His  victory,  His  glorious  and 
victorious  second  coming!  "Think  of 
these  things",  and  you'll  not  become 
mired  in  Discouragement  Detour! 

THE  "TEMPTATION"  DETOUR 

Christ  knew  just  how  much  His  fol- 
lowers would  be  tempted.  He  warned 
His  disciples.  And  He  Himself  was 
tempted  in  all  things  like  as  we  are.  The 
Word  expressly  states  that  with  every 
temptation  there  has  been  provided  a 
"way  to  escape."  The  Bible  has  much  to 
say  about  temptation  and  how  to  avoid 
it.  If  we  are  familiar  with  the  Word  we 


shall  not  have  so  much  difficulty  with 
this  detour — it  will  not  seem  attractive, 
and  we  shall  diligently  avoid  it  day  by 
day.  The  nearer  to  Christ  we  seek  to  live, 
the  greater  will  be  our  temptation,  but 
the  stronger  we  shall  be  to  resist  them. 
Not  only  has  the  Lord  provided  with 
every  temptation  a  "way  to  escape,"  but 
"if  any  man  sin,  we  have  an  advocate 
with  the  Father,  Jesus  Christ  the  Right- 
eous." We  should  not  fear  the  Tempta- 
tion Detour,  therefore,  but  should  avoid 
entering   it. 

THE  "IMPROPER  COMPANION" 
DETOUR 

This  one  causes  us  more  or  iess  diffi- 
culty after  our  conversion.  It  may  be 
that  we  have  been  reared  in  good  homes, 
and  have  good  companions;  it  may  be 
that  we  are  among  those  fortunate  young 
folks  who  have  "grown  up  in  the 
church"  and  whose  close  friends  and 
companions  are  quite  all  right  in  char- 
acter and  influence.  If  such  be  the  case, 
we  shall  have  small  difficulty  here.  But 
it  may  be,  too,  that  we  have  fellow- 
shiped  with  those  whose  influence,  now 
that  we  are  Christians  will  not  help  us 
any  in  attaining  our  goal.  Indeed,  such 
influence  may  hinder  us.  We  must  give 
immediate  consideration  to  this  question. 
It  may  be  painful  to  break  away  from 
some  of  them,  and  we  shall  not  wish  to 
offend  needlessly.  But  a  separation  may 
become  necessary,  because  now  our  chief 
joy  will  be  Christ,  and  our  dearest  am- 
bition to  do  His  will  and  obey  His  Word. 
Tact  and  kindness  here  may  pay  large 
dividends  later,  as  we  may  be  able,  after 
we  are  stronger  Christians,  to  win  some 
of  these  erstwhile  chums  to  Christ.  We 
shall  need  to  have  wisdom — the  wisdom 
which  the  Bible  says  we  shall  receive 
liberally   if   we   ask   of   God. 

THE  "ROMAN"  DETOUR 
The  junction  of  this  detour  with  the 
Celestial  Highway  will  be  very  smooth 
and  inviting.  In  fact,  you  will — if  you're 
like  most  of  us — find  it  one  of  the 
troublesome  byways  which  you'll  be  in- 
vited to  explore  almost  daily.  Only  the 
wisdom  and  foresight  which  the  Holy 
Spirit  can  give  will  enable  you  to  avoid 
it  consistently.  If  we  live  alone,  or  if 
we  were  hermits  on  a  mountain  top,  we 
should  not  be  troubled  so  much  by  the 
cry  of  "when  in  Rome,  do  as  the  Romans 
do,"  but  modern  life  throws  us  into 
the  rush  and  swirl  of  our  fellowmen.  We 
have  to  work  with  them,  we  must  study 
with  them,  we  must  play  with  them,  cat 
with  them,  and  join  with  them  in  a 
multitude  of  ways  daily.  Yet,  God's  Book 
is  quite  clear  in  its  description  of  certain 
definite  "lines"  drawn  between  the  things 
which  we,  as  Bible  Christians  may  do, 
and  the  things  which  it  is  considered 
popular    and    "perfectly    smart"    for    the 


world  to  enter  into.  Then,  too,  many  of 
these  now  forbidden  things  we  "once 
loved."  Now,  in  the  new  realm,  we 
"hate"  them.  Those  things  we  perhaps 
once  laughed  at,  joked  about,  we  now 
"love."  What  wisdom  we  shall  need,, 
what  dependence  upon  Christ,  at  these 
many  intersections  with  the  "Roman" 
Detour!  But  He  is  able  to  keep  us  from 
turning!  Our  conflicts  will  but 
strengthen  us.  A  word  of  encouragement 
here:  It  has  been  the  testimony  of  count- 
less earnest  Bible  Christians  that  when 
J  heir  fellow  workers,  their  fellow  stu- 
dents, were  convinced  of  their  sincerity 
in  living  the  Christian  life,  they  re- 
spected their  stand,  and  no  longer  ex- 
pected them  to  follow  the  old  paths. 
"When  a  man's  ways  please  the  Lord,  he 
maketh  even  his  enemies  to  be  at  peace." 

THE  "I  CANT  DO  THAT"  DETOUR 

My  old  school  reader  used  to  have  a 
story  of  a  little  fox  whose  name  was  "I 
Can't."  He  was  a  naughty  fox.  I  have 
come  to  believe  that  in  the  Christian 
life,  "I  Can't"  is  a  little  imp,  used  by 
Satan  to  hinder  Christian  work.  Beware 
of  "I  Can't."  Don't  let  it  get  a  hold  on 
your  life.  Determine  from  the  start  that 
if  you  aren't  gifted  as  a  leader  in  Chris- 
tian work,  at  least  you  won't  hinder 
those  v  ho  do  try  to  lead  by  saying  "I 
can't"  when  they  ask  you  to  do  some- 
thing. "I'll  try"  sounds  much  better,  and 
always  brings  results.  Grasp  the  wheel 
firmly  when  you  pass  the  "I  Can't  Do 
That"   Detour  intersection! 

(Arranged  from  "A  Chat  With  Young 
Christians"  by  C.  E.  Shuler  in  "Gospel 
Hera'd.") 

Is  This  Your  Experience? 

"MY  PILGRIMAGE" 

I  once  lived  in  Psalm  71:10  (the  lat- 
ter  part)    and   walked   in   Eph.    2:3. 

I  heard  of  a  mansion  being  built  for 
me  at  John  14:2  by  One  who  lives  at 
Hebrews  4:14. 

I  called  on  Matthew  11:28,  as  my 
prospects  at  Romans  3:10-19  were  very 
poor. 

The  home  I  sought  for  I  found  at  2 
Cor.  5:1.  The  house  had  but  one  door, 
which  I  saw  at  John  10:9,  and  one 
knocker   which   I   saw   at   Luke    11:9. 

My  address  for  the  present  is  Eph.  2:6. 
Call  any  day  at  Prov.  8:34,  and  you 
will  meet  me  and  many  others. 

If  you  call,  attend  to  what  the  serv- 
ant says  in  Luke    14:17. 

When  1  Thess.  4:17  is  fulfilled,  I  ex- 
pect my  home  will  be  in  Rev.  20:4,  5, 
6,  and  Rev.  5:9  is  the  song  I  shall  sing 
that  day. 

NOTE:  Bring  your  Bibles  and  take  the 
trip  together  in  your  Y.  P.  E.  Let 
each  one  or  the  leader  discuss  each  of 
these   Bible   references. — Editor. 
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AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
always  laugh  because  I  tell  them  that  I 
have  no  mamma." 

Mr.  Sylvester  immediately  ordered  the 
drayman  to  come  and  in  a  little  while 
they  were  loading  what  furniture  they 
wished  to  take.  Stephen  expressed  a  de- 
sire to  take  the  desk  because  it  was  his 
father's  and  the  rocking  chair,  for  he 
said  he  could  remember  when  his  fa- 
ther used  to  hold  him  in  his  lap  and  rock 
him  to  sleep  in  it.  He  took  the  book 
"Mother"  under  his  arm  and  clung  to 
it  as  if  afraid  that  he  might  have  to 
separate  from  it. 

"The  furniture  is  good,"  said  Mrs. 
Sylvester,  "Your  father  must  have  paid 
quite  a  price  for  it,  even  the  rug  is  good 
yet;  all  that  it  needs  is  to  be  sent  to  the 
cleaners — the  bedding  we  will  not  take, 
but  you  may  take  anything  else  that  you 
wish,  and  you  may  certainly  take  the 
book  that  has  taught  you  so  many  good 
things." 

Stephen's  joy  was  unbounded; 
he  was  now  to  live  in  a  big 
house  with  real  windows  and 
was  to  have  a  real  father  and 
mother. 

They  had  Stephen's  furniture 
and  rug  carefully  cleaned  and 
taken  to  a  room  adjoining  Ray- 
mond's. Then  they  bought  a 
new  suit,  hat  and  shoes  for  him, 
and  had  his  hair  cut.  He  was 
indeed  a  beautiful  child,  and  the 
very  image  of  his  father. 

Stephen  insisted  on  continu- 
ing to  sell  papers  in  order  to 
help  pay  for  his  new  suit  and 
the  other  clothing  they  had 
purchased  for  him.  They  per- 
mitted him  to  do  this  until 
school  started,  fearing  that  with  noth- 
ing but  play  to  occupy  his  mind  he 
might   get   homesick   for  his   father. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  were  not  peo- 
ple of  wealth,  but  lived  in  a  modest 
home.  By  strict  economy  and  careful 
management  they  had  been  able  to  pay 
for  it  and  were  now  out  of  debt.  Mr. 
Sylvester  was  a  plumber  by  trade,  and 
when  kept  busy,  was  earning  good 
wages,  but  was  occasionally  out  of  em- 
ployment. They  felt  that  the  greatest 
heritage  they  could  leave  to  their  chil- 
dren was,  not  wealth,  but  the  godly  in- 
fluence of  Christian  parents,  and  a  good 
Christian    training. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  had  united 
with  the  church  many  years  before,  im- 
mediately after  their  conversion  in  child- 
hood, and  always  been  active  in 
Christian  work.  Their  earnest  desire  was 
to  live  such  godly  lives  before  their  chil- 
dren that  they,  too,  might  choose  to 
give    their   hearts    to   God    while   young. 


They  were  very  happy  to  be  able  to  share 
the  blessings  of  their  Christian  home  with 
Stephen,  the  little  homeless  orphan  boy, 
even  though  it  added  to  their  financial 
burdens.  They  remembered  the  words  of 
their  Master,  "Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done 
it  unto  the  least  of  these,  ye  have  done 
it  unto  me." 

It  was  a  happy  day  for  Stephen  when 
Sunday  morning  arrived  and  they,  all 
went  to  church.  As  they  drew  near  the 
building  he  slipped  over  to  the  side  of 
Mr.  Sylvester  saying,  "Take  my  hand, 
Papa,  when  we  go  in  there,  then  I  won't 
feel  so  bad  because  my  other  papa  died." 

The  good  minister  had  chosen  for  his 
subject,  "The  Broad  and  Narrow  Way." 
He  spoke  of  the  beautiful,  narrow  way 
on  which  Christians  travel  to  the  city 
of  God,  and  then  in  contrast,  of  the 
broad  way  on  which  sinners  travel  and 
that  leads  to  destruction.  At  the  con- 
clusion of  the  sermon  the  minister  asked 
the  choir  to  sing  an  invitation  hymn  and 
pentient    souls    were    invited    to   come    to 


Which  way  are  you  going? 
Christ.  They  sang  softly: 

"Come  to  Jesus,  come  to  Jesus, 

Conic   to  Jesus  just  now; 

He  will  save  you,  He  will  save  you, 

He  will  save  you  just  noiv." 

Mrs.  Sylvester,  noticing  that  Stephen 
was  weeping,  put  her  arms  around  him, 
wiped  his  tears  aw*ay  and  asked,  "What 
is  the  matter,  dear?" 

"Papa  said  that  I  should  give  my  heart 
to  Jesus  as  he  did  and  be  a  Christian  and 
meet  him  in  heaven." 

"Do  you  want  to  go  forward  and 
pray  now?' 

"If  you  will  go  with  me." 

She  led  him  to  the  altar  of  prayer, 
knelt  down  by  his  side  at  the  same  place 
where  Stephen's  father  had  knelt  in  deep 
contrition  and  had  found  peace  and  for- 
giveness through  faith  in  Jesus'  blood. 
The  Christian  people  knelt  by  Stephen's 
side  and  prayed  for  him.  They  urged 
him  also  to  pray  and  suddenly  he  lifted 
his  face  toward  heaven,  saying,  "O  dear 
Jesus,  I  give  my  life  to  you,  I  want  to 


be  a  Christian  like  Papa.  Do  forgive  all 
my  sins." 

They  began  to  sing  softly, 

'7  can,  I  will,  1  do  believe, 
That  Jesm  saves  me  now." 

"Mamma,  I  do  believe  that  Jesus  takes 
me  just  now!  Oh,  I  am  so  happy!" 
Stephen  exclaimed  as  he  rose  to  his  feet. 
Another  name  was  recorded  in  heaven; 
Stephen  Ludlow  was  born  into  the  king- 
dom. 

With  a  heavy  heart  Freckles  climbed 
into  the  truck  loaded  with  broken  furni- 
ture such  as  is  usually  seen  in  a  drunk- 
ard's home.  His  mother  had  passed  away 
after  a  short  illness  and  it  was  now  the 
day  after  the  funeral.  It  was  while  his 
father  was  laying  across  the  bed  in  a 
drunken  stupor,  that  Freckles  had  slipped 
away  to  the  old  shack  to  tell  his  only 
true    friend   good-by. 

Freckles  and  his  father  were  now  mov- 
ing to  a  distant  part  of  the  city  into 
one  small  room,  in  a  cold,  dark  and 
dingy  basement.  To  Freckles, 
with  his  naturally  sunny  dispo- 
sition, it  was  like  going  to  pris- 
on. He  was  deeply  grieved  over 
the  loss  of  his  mother,  and 
having  formed  a  strong  attach- 
ment for  Stephen,  the  separa- 
tion was  painful;  his  heart  was 
near  breaking.  He  was  now 
moving  into  a  neighborhood 
where  he  had  no  friends,  his  fa- 
ther never  gave  him  a  kind 
word  and  at  the  least  provoca- 
tion beat  him  cruelly;  no  won- 
der that  again  and  again  he 
lifted  his  arm,  and  with  the 
sleeve  of  his  ragged  sweater 
wiped  the  tears  away. 

To  Freckles'  amazement, 
when  the  furniture  was  unloaded,  his 
father  drew  from  his  pocket  a  roll  of 
bills,  paid  the  drayman  six  dollars  and 
put  four  dollars  back  into  his  pocket. 
Freckles  watched  him  with  much  sus- 
picion. He  did  not  remember  ever  hav- 
ing seen  his  father  have  so  much  money. 
The  first  opportunity  he  had,  when  his 
father  was  out  in  the  yard,  he  looked 
for  the  box  that  contained  his  "million- 
aire fund,"  the  money  he  had  saved  by 
laying  aside  nickels  and  dimes,  placing 
them  in  a  little  tin  box  which  he  had 
hidden  away  in  an  old  shoe  where  he 
thought  his  father  would  not  be  able  to 
find  it.  He  had  hoped  that  some  day 
this  would  grow  to  the  extent  that  his 
ambition  of  becoming  a  millionaire  might 
be  realized.  With  delight  he  had  seen  this 
fund  grow  until  at  the  last  time  of 
counting  he  rejoiced  that  it  amounted  to 
ten   dollars. 

Hurriedly  and  excitedly,  Freckles 
thrust  his  hand  into  the  old  shoe  and  to 
his  horror  his  money  was  gone.  He    had 
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always  considered  it  a  sign  of  weakness 
to  shed  tears,  but  now  when  his  young 
heart  was  already  near  breaking  over  his 
other  sorrows,  and  finding  the  money 
around  which  circled  all  of  his  high  am- 
bitions gone)  he  forgot  his  resolution 
not  to  weep,  but  leaned  on  an  old  dresser, 
buried  his  face  in  his  folded  arms  and 
wept  bitterly.  He  knew  that  his  father 
had  taken  the  money  and  that  what  he 
had  not  paid  the  drayman  he  woulc 
spend  for  drink. 

While  Freckles  was  thus  weeping  loud- 
ly, his  father  entered  the  room  and 
roughly  jerking  his  arm  said  with  an 
oath,  "Whatcha  cryin'  fer?" 

"My  money  is  gone,"  he  sobbed. 

The  drunken  father  took  the  boy 
roughly  by  the  shoulders,  threw  him 
down  on  an  old  mattress  that  was  lying 
on  the  floor,  then  picking  up  an  old 
shoe  cruelly  beat  him,  saying,  "I'll  teach 
yer  not  to  hide  any  money  from  yer  fa- 
ther; if  you  ever  do  it  again  I'll  kill 
yer!" 

For  a  moment  Freckles  forgot  his  sor- 
row, leaped  to  his  feet  and  in  anger 
faced  his  father,  saying,  "You're  not 
a-gonna  do  no  sich  a  thing,  fer  some  uv 
these  days  I'm  a-gonna  run  away,  en 
then  you  can't  steal  my  money  no 
more!" 

This  so  enraged  the  father  that  he  hit 
the  boy  in  the  temple  with  the  heel  of 
the  heavy  shoe.  Freckles  staggered,  and 
then  fell  backward  on  the  floor.  For  a 
moment  he  was  lying  there  motionless, 
and  the  father,  fearing  that  he  had  made 
good  his  threat  to  kill  the  boy,  and  that 
the  law  would  lay  hold  of  him,  bathed 
Freckles'  face  with  cold  water,  and  soon 
he  regained  consciousness.  As  soon  as  he 
was  able  to  walk  his  father  ordered  him 
roughly  to  hasten  and  get  the  evening 
meal. 

Freckles  tried  hard  to  clean  the  room 
and  set  things  in  order,  but  after  he  had 
done  his  best  it  still  remained  a  dark, 
untidy,    cheerless   room. 

Time  slowly  dragged  away  for  the 
boy  who  had  not  a  friend  in  the  world. 
His  father  took  all  the  money  he  earned 
and  bought  hardly  enough  food  to  keep 
him  from  starvation,  the  rest  he  spent 
for  liquor,  tobacco  and  at  the  gambling 
table.  Often  when  there  was  not  enough 
money  to  get  all  the  liquor  he  wanted 
he  would  cruelly  beat  Freckles  for  not 
earning  more. 

Stephen  Ludlow,  while  Freckles  lived 
near  him,  had  a  strong  influence  for 
good  over  him,  however,  now  that  this 
restraint  wa<=  removed,  and  the  ambition 
of  saving  money  crushed  under  the 
cruel  heel  of  a  drunken  father,  he  for  a 
time  plunged  recklessly  into  sin  and 
formed  all  manner  of  evil  habits. 

After  bringing  all  his  money  home  to 
his   father    for   several    months,    and   fre- 


quently being  beaten  for  not  earning 
more,  Freckles  finally  reasoned  thus,  "If 
I'm  gonna  git  a  lickin'  anyway  about  ev- 
ery day  er  two  fer  not  bringin'  more 
money  home  then  I  kin  jest  as  well  begin 
savin'   agin   for   my   millionaire   fund." 

While  his  father  was  out  gambling 
Freckles  went  into  an  old  coal  shed  on 
the  back  of  the  lot  in  search  of  a  place 
to  hide  his  nickels  and  dimes. 

"Here,"  he  said,  "is  a  crack  in  the 
floor,  I'll  jest  throw  my  money  in  there, 
en  Dad  he'll  never  look  fer  it  there,  en 
then  when  I  git  a  lot  thrown  in  I  kin 
break  a  plank  loose  en  git  it  out." 

After  this  on  pay  days  he  always  came 
home  by  the  way  of  the  alley  and  dropped 
his  nickels  and  dimes  through  the  crack 
under  the  floor  of  the  old  shed. 

Some  months  passed  and  there  arose 
a  deep  longing  in  his  heart  to  see  Stephen. 
While  eating  lunch  he  sililoquized:  "I 
have  made  'most  as  much  money  this 
morning  as  I  usually  make  in  a  whole 
day,  en  I'm  a-gonna  have  a  half  holiday, 
en  Dad  he'll  never  know  it.  Seems  ter 
me  that  I  haven't  seen  that  kid  Steve  fer 
ages  en  I'm  a-gonna  git  ter  see  him  this 
very  afternoon  if   I   kin   find   him." 

He  boarded  a  street  car  and  after  an 
hour's  ride  he  arrived  at  the  corner 
where  Stephen  usually  had  his  place  sell- 
ing papers. 

It  was  four  days  after  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Sylvester  had  taken  Stephen  to  their 
home,  and  the  day  before  his  conversion 
while  he  was  busily  engaged  selling 
papers,  suddenly  a  hand  was  brought 
down  heavily  on  Stephen's  shoulder  and 
a  familiar  voice  shouted  into  his  ears, 
"Hello,  kid!" 

"O  Freckles,  where  did  you  come 
from?"  Stephen  exclaimed  excitedly, 
"did  you  move  back  to  this  part  of  the 
city?" 

"No,  I'm  a-livin'  miles  en  miles  away 
from  here,  but  I  jest  wanted  ter  see  you 
so  bad,  en  I  made  lots  uv  money  this, 
mornin',  so  I  jest  thought  I'd  take  a  half 
holiday  so  as  I  could  come  ter  see  you 
once   again." 

The  two  friends  sat  down  under  a 
large  shade  tree  in  the  park  and  Stephen 
said  excitedly,  "O  Freckles,  I  have  some- 
thing good  to  tell  you  about  myself! 
But  then  I  want  to  know  first  how  you 
are  getting  along.  Do  you  like  the  place 
where  you  live  now,  and  does  your  fa- 
ther still  beat  you  like  he  used  to?" 

"Ah,  kid,  we're  jest  a-livin'  in  the  aw- 
fulest  place,  en  I  don't  like  it  at  all,  en 
my  dad  he  found  my  money  that  I  had 
saved  fer  my  millionaire  fund  en  spent 
it,  en  he  don't  work  at  all,  en  he  beats 
me  all  ther  time  'cause  I  don't  bring 
more  money  home,  en  then  when  he's 
drunk  he  won't  let  me  sleep  in  ther  bed, 
en  I  have  ter  lie  on  ther  cold,  cement 
floor,  en  I  guess  I'm  a-getten  rumertism 


or  sumpin',  'cause  sometimes  I'm 
a-hurtin'  all  over,  en  I  don't  git  hardly 
nuthin'  ter  eat,  'cause  Dad  he  uses  'most 
all   ther   money    fer   drink   en   gamblin'." 

"I  wish  that  I  could  do  something  for 
you,  Freckles." 

"Nothin'  yer  kin  do  fer  me,  nobody 
kin  do  nothin'  fer  me  as  long  as  my  dad 
drinks  en  smokes  en  gambles — but  say, 
kid,  I'm  not  a-gonna  give  up  yet.  I've 
started  a  millionaire  fund  agin,  en  I 
betcha  my  dad  he'll  not  find  my  money 
this  time  'cause  I'm  puttin'  it  under  the 
floor  in  the  shed,  en  then  I  take  ther  rest 
ter  Dad  en  tell  him  that's  all  I  made.  I 
don't  s'pose  that  it's  jest  exactly  right 
ter  tell  a  story,  I  s'pose  you'd  call  it 
tellin'  a  lie — but  what  kin  a   feller  do?" 

"But  Freckles,  you  shouldn't  tell  a  lie." 

"I  know  it,  but  I  jest  figgered  I 
couldn't  git  around  it — but  now,  kid,  tell 
me  how  you're  a-gettin'  along — what's 
the  good  news  you  were  a-gonna  tell  me 
'bout?" 

"You  remember,  Freckles,  that  after 
my  papa  d.ed  I  lived  alone  in  the  old 
shack  in  the  alley,  and  when  I  could  not 
play  with  you  any  more  cause  you 
moved  away,  I  went  to  tne  park  to  play 
with  the  boys.  One  day  a  lady  who  saw 
me  pass  her  house,  asked  me  to  come 
into  her  yard  and  play  with  her  chil- 
dren, and  I  did — and,  O  Freckles,  they 
are  the  nicest  people  I  ever  saw — except 
my  other  papa.  They  invited  me  to  eat 
dinner  with  them  last  Sunday,  and  then 
Monday  they  came  to  see  me  and  asked 
me  to  go  home  with  them  and  always 
live  with  them,  and  they  said  that  I 
should  be  one  of  their  children  and  that 
they  would  be  my  mamma  and  papa,  and 
now  I'm  livin'  with  them  in  their  nice, 
big  house." 

"You  sure  are  a  lucky  feller,  en  I 
hope  they'll  alius  be  good  to  you," 
Freckles  said  with  some  misgivings,  as  if 
thinking  that  a  condition  like  that  was 
too  good  to  last  long. 

"Say,  Freckles,  you  wait  here  a  minute 
and  I'll  run  home  and  get  something  for 
you,"  Stephen  said  as  he  hastily  arose  and 
ran  away.  He  soon  returned  with  two 
packages. 

"Oh,  yes,  I  almost  forgot — when  I 
went  home  to  get  the  book  I  told  my 
new  mamma  that  I  was  going  to  give  it 
to  another  newsboy  who  had  no  mamma, 
she  gave  me  this  sack  full  of  cookies  and 
apples  and  other  nice  things  and  she  said 
I  should  give  it   to  you." 

"Say,  kid,  that's  more'n  I've  seen  ter 
eat  fer  more'n  a  week  en  I  sure  thank 
yer — but  I  must  be  a-goin  now  er  Dad 
he'll  find  out  that  I've  been  over  here 
en  he'll  'most  kill  me." 

The  two  little  friends  parted,  Freckles 
to  get  on  the  street  car,  and  with  a 
heavy  heart  go  back  to  his  cheerless  base- 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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Mother's  Day  Pantomime 


By  Esther  Holland 


Characters: 


Young  Mother 

Middle  aged  Mother 

Aged   Mother 

The  Reader 

Babe  of   about   six   months 

Boy  of  four  years 

Three  young  girls,  teen  age 

Two  young  boys  about  same  age. 

Scene   1 :   Living  room. 

Young  mother  is  seated  with  babe  in 
her  arms.  She  changes  positions  and  ex- 
pressions as  the  reading  progresses.  The 
reader  should  be  one  with  clear  voice  and 
should  read  from  back  stage  while  other 
characters  act  on  platform. 

Reader:  In  the  beginning  it  pleased 
God  to  bless  woman  in  a  peculiar  way 
by  endowing  her  with  the  qualities  of 
motherhood.  A  sacred  endowment,  be- 
stowed with  a  view  that  her  love  to  that 
which  should  be  borne  of  her  would  be 
closely  akin  to  the  love  of  God  for  His 
own  children.  No  picture  is  more  beau- 
tiful than  that  of  a  mother's  pure  love 
to  her  innocent  babe.  No  place  is  more 
lovely  than  a  home  with  the  love  of  a 
true  mother.  Her  children  will  rise  up 
and  call  her  blessed. 

As  we  look  back  at  Noah,  Moses, 
David,  Daniel,  Elijah,  Peter,  Paul,  and 
many  others  too  numerous  to  mention, 
and  see  the  greatness  of  their  characters, 
we  stand  aghast — greatly  wondering  at 
the  manly  courage,  the  gentle  love  and 
the  iron  determinations  that  glanced 
their  faithful  mothers  during  the  child- 
hood days  of  these  saints.  King  Solomon 
said,  "Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he 
should  go,  and  when  he  is  old  he  will 
not  depart  from  it."  The  influence  of  the 
mother  greatly  determines  the  destiny  of 
the  child.  Yea,  the  true  mother's  influ- 
ence is  the  greatest  in  the  home,  and  as 
she  gently  caresses  her  babe  from  day  to 
day  as  he  grows  into  childhood,  she 
seeks  to  shape  that  character  to  please 
the  Master  by  teaching  and  training  him 
to  recognize  the  great  Creator  in  his 
daily  life,  and  the  utter  dependence  upon 
Him  for  life  and  sustenance. 

The  true  mother  studies  the  Word  of 
God  daily  and  prayerfully  seeks  the 
guidance  of  the  Lord  in  rearing  her 
child.  She  finds  that  Paul  in  writing  to 
Timothy  mentions  the  unfeigned  faith 
of  his  mother  Eunice,  and  his  grand- 
mother, Lois.  Then  she  turns  to  God  with 
a  prayer  upon  her  lips  that  God  would 
give  her  like  faith.  She  realizes  from 
the  depth  of  her  heart  the  responsibility 
that  rests  upon  her  as  the  mother  of  her 
child,   (enter  boy  of  four  years)    for  the 


days  will  come  very  soon  when  he  will 
need  comfort,  guidance,  courage,  faith, 
yea,  and  determination  to  stem  the  tide 
of  life.  And  she  must  live  close  enough 
to  God  that  her  child  can  see  Jesus  liv- 
ing in  her  and  recognize  the  power  of 
God  in  her  life  in  deciding  questions  that 
arise  from  time  to  time  and  also  his  need 
of  the  same  power.  And  if  the  child  has 
faith  in  mother's  God  to  believe  He  will 
answer  her  prayer,  then  the  mother  may 
feel  that  her  efforts  have  not  been  in 
vain. 

(Mother  kneels  with  boy  in  prayer  as 
curtain   closes.) 

Scene  2:  Living  room  scene  arranged 
a  little  differently.  Several  years  have 
passed  and  the  children  are  grown  and 
the  time  has  arrived  for  choosing  a  life's 
vocation.  Mother  seated  in  living  room 
with  open  Bible  and  the  three  young  girls 
and  two  young  men  are  grouped  around 
her  as  she  points  the  only  way  to  suc- 
cess. One  girl  seems  very  restless. 

Reader:  Days  have  grown  into  weeks, 
weeks  have  grown  into  months,  and 
months  into  years,  and  yearo  have  slipped 
away  until  the  children  have  reached,  the 
age  to  choose  a  life's  vocation.  The 
faithful  mother  has  striven  daily  to  lead 
her  children  to  trust  the  Lord  during 
their  early  childhood  and  seek  His  help 
in  solving  their  many  problems  during 
their  school  days.  She  has  been  a  pal  to 
them,  lending  sympathy,  love  and  inter- 
est to  each  in  every  condition  which  they 
have  faced.  They  have  placed  the  utmost 
confidence  in  her  and  at  this  crucial 
hour  they  are  clinging  to  her,  depending 
a  great  deal  on  her  advice.  Never  before 
has  this  mother  realized  the  need  of  di- 
vine power  and  the  guidance  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  in  her  life  as  now  when  she  must 
visualize  the  future  manhood  and  wom- 
anhood of  these  who  only  a  few  years 
ago  were  toddling  around  her  feet.  How 
she  would  love  to  keep  them  in  the  old 
home  and  continue  the  family  circle  as  in 
the  past!  but  no,  we  find  that  the  same 
spirit  of  unselfishness  adorns  her  life  now 
as  when  she  spent  sleepless  nights  ten- 
derly nursing  and  cherishing  her  sick 
babes.  So  with  undaunted  faith  and  a 
spirit  of  gentleness  and  love,  she  points 
out  the  need  of  Christian  characters  in 
the  schoolrooms  as  teachers,  in  the  of- 
fices, in  the  factories,  in  the  courtrooms, 
in  the  hospitals,  in  the  pulpits,  in  the 
stores,  and  various  other  walks  of  life, 
and  last  but  not  least,  in  the  home.  She 
tells  them  of  the  sacrifice  a  teacher  must 
make  to  teach  the  child  most  effective- 
ly; she  speaks  of  the  hardships  that  must 
be  faced   in  almost   all  professions;     she 


doesn't  forget  to  warn  against  the  so- 
called  good  times  of  the  world;  the  dis- 
honesty that  is  being  practiced  in  many 
business  circles;  the  deceitfulness  and 
lying  in  the  court  room;  the  hardness 
dealt  by  many  employers  in  factories 
and  robbery  by  withholding  wages  prom- 
ised; the  lack  of  real  Christian  back- 
bones in  the  pulpits;  and  the  heartless 
men  and  women  whom  some  poor  chil- 
dren have  to  call  "mother"  and  "dad". 

After  this  side  of  the  question  has 
been  discussed,  she  paints  a  mental  pic- 
ture of  the  rewards  that  await  those  who 
will  follow  Jesus  in  their  daily  vocation. 
She  paints  in  brilliant  colors  the  joy  and 
happiness  that  can  be  experienced  and 
practiced  daily,  not  forgetting  that 
which  waits  at  the  end  of  the  way.  She 
points  out  the  precious  promises  in  the 
Word  of  God  to  those  who  will  walk 
godly  in  Christ  Jesus,  and  shows  how  that 
the  joy  one  receives  in  serving  the  Lord 
daily  more  than  compensates  for  any 
persecutions  that  may  have  been  suf- 
fered. Together  they  count  the  cost 
from  every  standpoint  and  the  children 
are  excused  to  make  their  decisions  and 
return.  While  the  mother  feels  her  weak- 
ness in  an  hour  like  this,  surely  she  can 
find  consolation  and  comfort  in  trusting 
God.  She  has  found  that  He  is  a  friend 
that  never  fails,  one  that  sticketh  closer 
than  a  brother. 

(The  song  "I  Choose  Jesus"  is  sung 
back  stage  while  children  are  making  de- 
cisions. At  the  close  of  song  the  children 
return  one  by  one:  First  boy  carrying 
Bible,  indicating  that  he  has  decided  to 
enter  the  ministry;  first  girl  carries 
books,  indicating  that  she  is  to  be  a 
teacher;  second  boy  carries  carpenter's 
tools,  he  is  to  be  a  contractor;  second 
girl  wears  nurse's  uniform,  she  has  chosen 
the  career  of  a  nurse;  third  girl  carries 
nothing,  she  is  younger  and  is  not  ready 
to  settle  down  but  wishes  to  have  a 
"good  time"  for  awhile.  Mother  is  eager 
as  they  enter  and  she  places  approval 
or  disapproval  as  they  enter  and  reader 
pronounces  blessings.  Children  form 
semi-circle  around  mother  after  blessings 
are  pronounced.) 

Reader:  (As  first  boy  enters) — How 
pleased  to  know  that  you  have  made 
such  a  sacred  choice!  May  you  win  many 
souls  to  Jesus  and  help  many  way-worn 
pilgrims  along  the  way.  (Enter  first 
girl).  A  teacher!  May  God's  blessings  at- 
tend you  and  may  many  little  lives  be 
brightened  and  enlightened  through  your 
efforts.  (Enter  second  bov) .  The  voca- 
tion of  a  contractor  surely  is  not  to  be 
scorned  for  our  dear  Savior  used  the  car- 
penter's tools  in  Joseph's  shop  and  there- 
fore it  must  be  a  noble  work.  Son,  al- 
ways bear  in  mind  the  heavenly  home 
that  Jesus  has  gone  to  prepare  for  all  who 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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Mother's  Vacation 


"I  will  do  it,"  said  Mrs.  Jessup,  and 
she  let  the  book  she  had  been  reading 
fall  into  her  lap,  and  set  her  lips  in  a 
firm  line. 

She  picked  up  the  book  and  read  the 
last  sentences  again:  "Every  mother 
should  see  to  it  that  in  her  great  love  for 
her  children  she  does  not  allow  them  to 
become  helpless,  selfish,  shorn  of  all  re- 
sponsibility. It  is  just  as  unwise  to  do  too 
much  for  a  child  as  too  little,  and  the 
mother  who  has  shielded  her  child  from 
every  hardship  sends  it  out  into  the  world 
with  a  poor  preparation  to  meet  the 
vicissitudes  of  life.'' 

She  shut  the  book  a  trifle  impatiently. 

"Is  it  true?"  she  thought.  "Have  I 
been  doing  for  my  children  what  they 
should  have  done  for  themselves?  I'm  not 
quite  sure,  but   I'll   try  it  anyway.'1. 

The  Jessup  family  were  not  early 
risers,  bu:  it  was  a  rule  of  the  house 
that  they  should  all  be  present  at  the 
eight  o'clock  breakfast.  Accordingly,  we 
find  the  entire  family  seated  about  the 
table  next  morning  just  as  the  clock 
chimed  eight.  There  was  Rob,  the  eldest, 
a  boy  of  twenty;  Winifred,  seventeen; 
Harriet,  fifteen,  and  Jimmie,  twelve. 
The  father,  a  shrewd  business  man  of 
fifty,  sat  at  one  end  of  the  table  op- 
posite Mrs.  Jessup,  who  seemed  preoccu- 
pied and  took  little  part  in  the  conver- 
sation until  Winifred  said,  "O  mother, 
I  asked  Sallie  Jones  and  her  brother  and 
their  guests  to  come  to  dinner  tonight. 
I  thought  you'd  manage,  even  if  it  is 
Martha's  night  out.  It  was  the  only  night 
they  could  come." 

Then  the  bomb  exploded  in  their 
midst. 

"You  will  have  to  get  along  without 
me,"  said  Mrs.  Jessup  quietly.  "I'm  go- 
ing on  a  little  trip.  I  leave  at  one-ten." 

There  was  absolute  silence  at  first.  Mr. 
Jessup  set  his  cup  down  so  quickly  it 
splashed  coffee  over  the  table  while 
Rob  who  was  pouring  cream  on  his  oat- 
meal, forgot  to  stop  when  the  dish  was 
full.  The  girls  fairly  gasped  in  their  as- 
tonishment, and  Jimmie  mumbled  some- 
thing with  his  mouth  full.  Mr.  Jessup 
was  the  first  to  speak. 

"Why,  mother,  where  are  you  going? 
Is   anything   the  matter?" 

"I'm  going  to  have  a  vacation.  I'm 
going  to  Boston  at  first,  I  think,  and 
I'm  not  sure  of  my  movements  after 
that." 

"After  that!"  gasped  Winifred.  "How 
long  do  you  intend  to  be  gone?" 

"Oh,  I  haven't  decided,"  said  mother 
calmly.    "It    all    depends,   and   John,      I'll 


take  a  check  for  $2  5  0,  please;  if  I  need 
more,   I'll  wire  you." 

"Two  hundred  and  fifty!  Isn't  that  a 
good  deal?" 

"I  don't  think  so.  You  see,  we've  been 
married  twenty-two  years,  and  I've  only 
been  away  five  times,  in  all,  and  never 
alone,  and  for  my  own  pleasure.  I  think, 
John,  your  yearly  jaunts  with  the  Fish- 
ing Club  average  at  least  $200.  I'll 
probably  need  more  before  I  get  back, 
but  I  can  wire." 

"But  mother,  how'll  we  ever  get  along 
without  you.  Who'll  keep  house?"  asked 
Rob. 

"Martha  is  pretty  capable,  you  know, 
Rob,  and  Winifred  must  do  the  manag- 
ing. She's  seventeen  now;  it's  time  she 
learned." 

"But  mother,"  wailed  Jimmie,  "I  don't 
want  Winifred  to  take  care  of  me  if  I  get 
sore  throat,  and  I  just  know  I'll  have 
stone-bruises,  and  she  won't  care  a  bit. 
She'll  act  just  like  she  did  when  I  went 
in  swimming  and  skinned  my  back." 

"I'll  look  after  you,  Jim,"  said  Har- 
riett.  "Win   won't   boss   us,   either." 

"But,  mother,"  said  Winifred,  "what 
about  the  dinner  tonight?  What  shall  I 
do?" 

"I'm  sure  I  don't  know.  If  you  had 
spoken  about  it,  I  would  have  told  you." 

"But  I  never  thought  of  such  a  thing. 
Mother,  you  never  do  go  away." 

"I  never  had  gone,"  corrected  mother 
with  a  smile.  "What  never  has  been  may 
be,  you  know.  We'll  have  luncheon  at 
twelve,  and  then  I'll  get  away  in  plenty 
of  time.  Now  I'll   go  finish  packing." 

Left  alone,  consternation  settled  upon 
the  family.  What  could  it  mean?  Mother, 
who  had  always  stayed  at  home  when  the 
rest  had  gone,  who  had  never  seemed  to 
have  any  wishes  of  her  own,  except  to 
do  for  others!  Mother,  to  say  in  such  a 
matter-of-fact  way,  "I'm  going  for  a 
little  trip!"  They  almost  doubted  the 
evidence  of  their  senses.  Winifred  flew 
to  the  phone  and  countermanded  her 
dinner  invitations. 

"Mother  has  been  called  away  sudden- 
ly," she  said.  "So  sorry,  but  we  never 
could   manage  it  without  her." 

Mother  was  invisible  all  morning,  and 
how  the  time  dragged!  At  noon  she  came 
down  dressed  in  a  pretty  gray  suit  for 
traveling.  Her  cheeks  were  pink  with 
the  excitement. 

"How  pretty  you  look,  mother!"  said 
Rob.  "I  never  noticed  before  how  good 
looking  you  are."  And  they  all  looked  at 
her  as  if  their  eyes  had  been  suddenly 
opened. 

"You'll  write,  Mary,"  said  John  Jessup 
as   he    bade    his    wife   good-bye      at      the 


station. 

"At  least  as  often  as  you  do  when 
you  are  away,"  smiled  Mrs.  Jessup,  and 
then  the  conductor  shouted,  "All 
aboard!"  and  mother  was  gone,  and  none 
of  them  saw  when  her  smile  faded  and 
two  big  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks. 

Mother  was  gone.  The  very  aspect  of 
the  house  seemed  changed.  Nothing  went 
smoothly.  Even  Martha  seemed  less  ef- 
ficient than  usual.  Winifred  spent  all  her 
time  keeping  house,  and  went  to  bed  at 
night  discouraged.  They  all  missed  her, 
but  John  Jessup  wandered  from  room  to 
room,  or  went  in  despair  to  the  club. 
For  twenty  years  Mary  Jessup  had  been 
always  at  home.  He  had  taken  her  as  a 
matter  of  course,  and  had  only  now  be- 
gun to  realize  that  it  was  her  presence 
that  made   his   comfort   and  happiness. 

"How  does  mother  do  it,  Rob?"  Wini- 
fred said  one  day  to  her  brother.  "She's 
always  doing  something  for  all  of  us. 
She  is  busy  from  morning  till  night.  I 
don't  do  half  of  her  work,  and  I'm  too 
tired  to  go  out  or  enjoy  anything.  I've 
made  up  my  mind  to  one  thing,  when  she 
comes  back  she's  not  going  to  have  so 
much  to  do.  I'm  going  to  take  care  of 
my  own  things  and  take  some  of  her  re- 
sponsibilities  besides." 

"We've  been  a  pretty  helpless  family," 
said  Rob.  "Let's  all  of  us  try  to  save 
mother  some." 

"She  shall  have  everything  she  wants 
except  another  vacation,"  said  father, 
looking  up  from  the  paper  he  had  not 
been  reading. 

Mother  had  written  from  Boston,  and 
then  not  again  for  a  week,  when  another 
short  note  came  saying  that  she  was  en- 
joying her  vacation  and  hope  they  were 
getting  along  all  right  without  her. 

As  for  mother,  she  was  taking  her  va- 
cation in  a  beautiful  big  building  covered 
with  ivy  and  set  in  a  nest  of  green  lawn, 
gay  with  flower  beds,  with  great  trees 
shading  the  spacious  verandas.  The  at- 
tendants wore  blue  gowns,  white  aprons 
and  caps  and  stepped  softly  through  the 
halls.  And  when  the  Jessup  family  was 
reading  the  second  note  from  mother, 
she  was  lying,  white  and  weak,  in  her 
room  enjoying   her   vacation. 

"I  wonder,"  she  said  to  the  white- 
capped  attendant,  "how  they're  getting 
on  at  home  without  me.  I  do  hope  the 
girls  will  look  after  Jimmie.  He's  sub- 
ject to  croup  and  he  might  have  it  even 
in  summer.  I'm  glad  I'm  getting  on  so 
well.  In  three  weeks  I  can  go  home." 

"No!"  in  answer  to  a  question,  "I 
could  not  tell  them  and  have  them  worry 
about  me.  Nobody  but  Martha  knows 
where  I  am." 

At  last  a  telegram  arrived. 

"I  will  be  home  today.  Meet  me. 
Mother." 

In  the  meantime  a  white-capped  nurse 
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had  slipped  a  letter  into  the  mail  box, 
a  letter  directed  to  John  Jessup — a  letter 
that  he  read  and  handed  to  Winifred 
without  a  word. 

It  was  a  family  with  tears  very  near 
the  surface  that  gathered  to  meet 
mother,  and,  with  tenderness  unknown 
before,  welcomed  her  home. 

"O  mother,"  said  Jimmie,  "it  sure  has 
been  awful  without  you,  but  we're  all 
going  to  look  out  for  you  now,  and 
Winifred  and  Harriet  have  learned  a  lot 
about  keeping  house." 

"I  rather  think  it  was  good  for  the 
family,"  said  mother,  "but  I  don't  believe 
I  ever  want  another  vacation." — Mrs. 
Frank  Blackmore,  in  The  Leader. 

TRIBUTES  TO    MOTHER 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  a  B.  T.  S.  student  and  a  Lighted 
Pathway  reader,  I  would  like  to  sound 
a  note  of  praise  to  my  King  for  the 
blessings  which  He  has  given  to  me. 

The  ibjlessings  that  'stand  oult  most 
vividly  in  my  memory  at  this  time  are 
my  parents  who  are  Christians  and  who 
have  brought  me  up  in  the  nurture  and 
admonition  of  the  Lord.  My  sal- 
vation and  the  spirituality  of  my 
life  should  be  contributed,  largely, 
to  their  prayers  for  which  I  am 
grateful.  It  was,  also,  through  their  help 
that  I  have  been  able  to  attend  B.  T.  S. 
this  year  which  has  been  a  blessing  to  me. 
As  it  is  only  a  few  more  days  until  the 
close  of  this  term  of  school,  I,  like  many 
other  students,  am  looking  forward  to 
going  home  to  see  Mother  and  Dad.  That 
will  seem  a  great  event  to  us  but  what 
a  small  comparison  to  the  "Home  Com- 
ing" in  the  skies.  My,  I  want  to  be  there, 
don't  you? 

I  earnestly  desire  the  prayers  of  all  the 
Y.  P.  E.  readers  that  I  will  be  a  soul 
winner  for  Jesus, 

Wherever  I  may  go, 
Wherever  I  may  be, 
On  plain  or  bill, 
On   land  or  sea. 
Humbly, 
Mamie  Lee  Hiers, 

B.  T.  S.  student. 

My  Mother 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  certainly  praise  the  Lord  for  my 
mother.  She  has  lived  a  good  humble 
consecrated  life  for  several  years  and  I 
thank  God  for  those  prayers  that  have 
.  reached  the  throne  of  grace  in  my  be- 
half. 

May  her  future  days  be  the  most  eiv- 
joyable  ones  of  her  life  and  my  prayer 
is,  God  help  me  to  live  here  so  I  can  live 
with  mother  when  this  life  is  over. — 
Marvin  Little,  B.  T.  S.  student. 


For  a  girl  to  express  her  appreciation 
for  mother  in  words  is  impossible,  but  I 
would  like  to  praise  my  mother  for  her 
kind  loving  care  for  me.  Mother,  those 
words  of  advice  and  instruction  that  you 
have  given  me  have  been  a  great  bless- 
ing to  me.  Greatly  do  I  appreciate  each 
correction,  for  now  I  realize  it  was  all 
for  my  good  that  you  did  it.  Each  prayer 
you  have  prayed  for  me  has  followed 
along  with  me  and  great  comfort  and 
joy  have  come  from  the  fact  that  I  know 
you  are  still  praying  for  me  to  make  a 
success. — Anna  Mae  Foster,  B.  T.  S. 
student. 


'"It  Isn't  Hard  to  Be  a  Mother" 

By   Jane  Burr 

It    really    isn't    hard    to    be    a    mother. 

There    really     isn't     very     much     to    do. 
The  days  are  just  exactly  like  each  other — 
You  simply  shut  your  eyes   and   wander 
through! 
For    6    o'clock    is   time   enough    for    rising, 
And  getting  all  the  children  washed  and 
dressed, 
And    breakfast     cooked — it     really     is    sur- 
prising, 
But  mothers   never  seem   to  need   a   rest. 
The    lunches    must    be   packed    and   jackets 
rounded, 
And     everybody     soothed     and     sent     to 
school. 
To   say    that    mother    rushes    is    unfounded. 
She's  nothing  more  to  manage,  as  a  rule. 
Unless    it    is    to    finish    piles    of    sewing, 
And  cook   and   wash   and  iron  and   scrub 
and   sweep. 
To   order   food    and   keep   the   furnace   go- 
ing— 
And    then,   perhaps,   to  hide   herself   and 
w  eep ! 
And   when  at  last  she's  tucked   them  under 
covers, 
And   seen   to  doors   that   Dad's   forgot   to 
lock, 
Triumphantly,   at    midnight,   she   discovers, 
She's   nothing   more  to  do   till   6   o'clock. 


To  friends  everywhere: 

It  affords  me  great  pleasure  to  sound 
a  note  of  praise  in  behalf  of  my  parents. 
My  Dad  was  a  good  Church  of  God  man, 
he  went  to  heaven  when  I  was  seven 
years  of  age.  My  mother  has  certainly 
done  her  best  in  teaching  the  right  way 
for  my  footsteps  to  go. 

How  well  I  remember  that  when  I 
was  a  small  girl,  how  my  mother  taught 
me  how  to  pray,  and  how  she  would  tuck 
me  into  bed  at  night  and  read  Bible 
stories  or  some  other  Christian  stories  to 
me  and  sometimes  when  she  would  finish 
tears  would  be  in  her  dear  eyes  and  I 
would  be  crying  too.  Oh,  what  sweet 
memories. 

My  stepfather  is  good  to  me,  treats  me 
and  loves  me  as  his  own  daughter.  He 
doesn't  have  salvation  and  I  am  asking 
everyone  to  remember  him  and  pray  that 
he  will  answer  the  call  of  God.  He  is  al- 
ready in  the  evening  part  of  his  life  and 


he  needs  God. 

I  also  have  many  other  mothers  and  fa- 
thers in  the  Church  of  God,  I  have  found 
in  many  other  places  where  I  have  been. 
I  appreciate  them  too. — Mary  Lee  Sowell, 
Jacksonville,  Fla. 

Mother's  Religion 

(Continued   from   page    9) 

speeches.  As  the  friends  were  leaving,  the 
admirer  of  Ingersoll  turned  to  the  young 
man  from  the  farm,  saying,  "Wasn't 
that  great?  Did  you  ever  hear  anything 
like  it?  Didn't  he  just  sweep  away  stick 
and  stone,  every  theory  and  argument  of 
the  orthodox  side?  He  simply  didn't  leave 
anything  of  the  other  side  at  all — he  cer- 
tainly made  a  clean  sweep." 

"I    know   one   thing    he    didn't    sweep 
away,"  said  the  young  man  from  Indiana. 
"What  was  that?" 
"My  old   mother's  religion." 
Wasn't  that  good?  Live  true  to  Jesus 
and  you  have  an  argument  and  illustra- 
tion  that   is  more  eloquent   than   the  in- 
fidel  can  answer. — Clyristian   Witness. 

Mother's  Day  Pantomime 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

will  trust  Him,  and  build  accordingly. 
(Enter  second  girl).  Surely  to  relieve 
the  suffering  in  the  hospitals  is  a  great 
work  and  one  much  needed.  You  will 
find  numerous  opportunities  to  tell  the 
afflicted  of  the  love  of  Jesus  and  His 
tender  mercies  and  power  to  save.  Dear 
daughter,  utilize  each  opportunity  as  it 
comes,  else  they  will  pass  never  to  re- 
turn. (Enter  third  girl)  What,  no 
choice?  Is  it  hard  to  decide?  Surely  there 
is  a  talent  somewhere  and  if  you  let  it 
lie  dormant,  God  will  take  it  away. 
(Girl  takes  out  compact  and  powders 
nose.)  The  way  of  the  world  is  the  way 
of  death,  truly  it  has  been  said  that  the 
young  must  sow  wild  oats,  but  they 
are  sure  to  grow  and  the  harvest  will  be 
more  plenteous  than  is  desired.  Why  not 
sow  good  seed  in  your  youth!  (Third 
daughter  leaves  in  haughty  spirit.  Mother 
and  others  kneel  for  prayer  as  curtain 
closes.) 

Scene  3:  Poorly  furnished  living 
room  unkept.  Third  daughter  seated 
reading  magazine.  She  turns  on  radio 
and  hears  song,  "Why  Do  You  Weep?" 
During  song  she  listens  attentively  and 
wipes  eyes  occasionally.  When  song  is 
finished  she  kneels  in  prayer  while  song, 
"Lord,  I'm  Coming  Home"  is  sung  over 
radio.  She  then  leaves  room  for  a  moment 
and  returns  with  hat  and  coat  carrying 
traveling  bag.  Dials  telephone  for  taxi 
and  as  soon  as  taxi  horn  is  heard  she 
leaves  as  curtain  closes. 
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"WHY   DO   YOU   WEEP,   DEAR 
MOTHER?" 
Tune:   "Why  Do  You  Wait?" 
Why  do  you  weep,  dear  mother, 

Oh,  why  are  the  tears  falling  fast? 

My  daughter,  my  daughter,  has  left  me, 

She's  out  in  the  world  with  sin  cast. 

Why  is  your   heart   sore,   mother, 
Oh  why  is  it  bleeding  today? 

My  dear  wayward  daughter  is  wand'ring 
Far  out  in  the  darkness  today. 

Why  is  your  light,  dear  mother, 

In  the  window  here  night  after  night? 

To  tell  her  that  Mother's  still  waiting 
To  welcome  her  home  by  that  light. 

But  why  do  you  hope,  dear  mother, 
For  her  return  here  for  so  long? 

I'm  claiming  the  promise  of  Jesus, 
He'll  not  leave  her  out  in  the  throng. 

But  mother,  her  life  is  so  sin-wrecked, 
She's  spoiled  by  the  wages  of  sin. 

But  Jesus  can  wash  her  and  cleanse  her, 
His  shed  blood  can  bury  each  stain. 

But  mother,  you  never  could  love  her, 
Since  sin  has  beclouded  her  life; 

I  love  her  because  Jesus  loves  her, 
He'll  turn  all  her  darkness  to  light. 

Chorus  sung  after  last  verse: 

Daughter,  daughter, 

Come  home  to  mother  tonight! 

Daughter,    daughter, 

She'll  welcome  you  home,  yes,  tonight. 

(The  first  two  lines  of  the  above  song 
should  be  sung  by  a  male  voice  and  the 
last  two  lines  by  the  female  voice. 
Chorus  sung  by  both.) 

Scene  4:  Same  as  first  scene  except 
that  lamp  is  placed  on  table  at  window 
and  the  door  is  ajar.  Gray-haired  mother 
seated  with  open  Bible  in  lap. 

Reader:  All  through  the  years  since 
the  wayward  daughter  left  home,  Mother 
has  prayed  faithfully  and  earnestly  for 
her  return.  Each  night  the  lamp  has  been 
placed  in  the  window  and  the  door  has 
been  left  ajar  with  the  expectancy  that 
one  day  the  daughter  would  return.  And 
even  though  Mother's  hair  has  turned  to 
silver  and  prayer  lines  have  been  en- 
graved on  her  features,  her  faith  is  still 
strong  in  the  God  whom  she  trusted  on 
that  memorable  day  when  her  children 
chose  their  life's  vocations. 

A  faint  knock  is  heard  at  the  door  and 
as  Mother  responds,  who  should  be  there 
but  her  long  lost  daughter!  With  tears 
of  pleading  the  daughter  asks  forgiveness 
and  the  loving  arms  of  mother  hold  the 
daughter  more  closely  in  forgiveness. 
God  had  not  failed  but  had  heard  and 
answered  prayer  again  and  now  her 
daughter  was  at  home  and  the  expression 
on  her  face  told  her  that  she  had  found 
the  Lord  in  the  forgiveness  of  her     sins 


Above  is  the  picture  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  state  convention  which  convened  at  Rock 
Hill,  S.  C,  April  9,  10.  We  are  glad  to  report  a  splendid  convention.  Brother 
Linwood  Jacobs,  the  pastor  of  the  Rock  Hill  church,  and  his  loyal  band  of  workers 
did  every  thing  possible  to  make  the  delegates  enjoy  their  stay  among  them. 

Brother  Robert  Johnson,  State  Y.P.E.  Superintendent,  and  his  faithful  wife  are 
doing  a  splendid  work  on  that  field.  They  are  planning  on  winning  the  National 
Banner  this  year. 

The  writer  had  the  privilege  of  enjoying  this  convention  and  wish  we  could  give 
it  in  detail  but  lack  of  space  forbids. 

We  had  some  beautiful  music  by  the  Greenville  and  Rock  Hill  musicians  and  a 
number  of  good  talks  on  Sunday  School  and  Y.P.E.  work. 

Brothers  R.  P.  Johnson  and  J.  B.  Ellis  were  there  with  their  inspiring  messages. 
I  am  sure  this  convention  will  mean  much  to  the  young  people  of  S.  Carolina. — Editor. 


before  she  came.  She  knew  God  would 
not  fail,  she  had  proven  Him  before,  and 
had  learned  the  lesson  of  complete  trust. 
And  now  since  the  Mother  is  old  and 
frail,  the  daughter  who  could  not  choose 
a  vocation  years  ago,  decides  that  the 
most  noble  act  she  can  perform  is  to  care 
for  her  the  remainder  of  her  life. 

A  Light  in  the  Window 

The  following  interesting  incident 
gave  rise  to  the  beautiful  song,  "A 
Light  in  the  Window." 

A  boy  at  the  age  of  twelve  years, 
worked  out  by  the  day  to  support  a  wid- 
owed mother,  carrying  home  his  earn- 
ings at  night.  "One  night,"  he  says,  "it 
being  very  dark  and  muddy  and  having 
three  miles  to  travel  and  a  heavy  bundle 
to  carry,  I  did  not  reach  home  until  late. 
My  mother,  feeble  and  weary,  had  re- 
tired, but  she  was  quickly  aroused  when 
she  heard  my  voice  and  soon  met  me  at 
the  door  with  a  warm  kiss  and  warmer 
tears  and  a  'God  bless  you,  my  dear  boy.' 
As  she  received  my  bundle  she  exclaimed, 
'After  this,  my  son,  I'll  set  a  light  in  the 
window  for  you,'  and  true  to  her  word, 
the  bright  light  in  the  window  appeared 
and  oh,  how  it  cheered  my  heart  ever 
after  for  years. 

"Health  failing  me,  I  left  home  (after 
my  brothers  could  help  mother)  and 
went  to  sea.  When  three  years  from  home 
and  on  the  Pacific  Ocean,  my  mother 
died;  but  just  before  she  expired  she  said 


to  those  around  her,  'Oh,  give  Edward 
my  dying  blessing,  for  he  has  been  a  good 
boy.  Tell  him  I  have  gone  to  heaven  and 
I  will  set  a  light  in  the  window  for 
him.'  " 

Fourteen  Points  on  Foreign 
Missions 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
written    to      a      foreign      missionary 
church. 

4.  Every   book   in   the      New   Testament 

that  was  written  to  a  community 
of  believers  was  written  to  a  general 
group  of  foreign  missionary 
churches. 

5.  The   one    book    of    prophecy   in      the 

New  Testament  was  written  to  the 
seven  foreign  missionary  churches  in 
Asia. 

6.  The  only  authoritative  history  of  the 

early  Christian  Church  is  a  foreign 
missionary   journal. 

7.  The    disciples    were    called    Christians 

first    in    a    foreign    missionary      com- , 
munity. 

8.  The  language  of  the  books  of  the! 
New  Testament  is  the  missionary 
language. 

9.  The  map  of  the  early  Christian  world! 
is  the  tracing  of  the  journeys  of  thej 
first  missionaries. 

10.  Of  the  twelve  apostles  chosen  by: 
Jesus,  every  apostle  except  one  be-i 
came  a  missionary. 

11.  The  only  man  among     the     twelve; 
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apostles  who  did  not  become  a  mis- 
sionary became   a  traitor. 

12.  The  problems  which  arose  in  the 
early  Church  were  largely  questions 
of    missionary   procedure. 

13.  Only  a  foreign  missionary  could 
write  an  everlasting  gospel. 

14.  According  to  the  apostles,  mission- 
ary service  is  the  highest  expression 
of  Christian  life. — William  Adams 
Brown. 

THINKING  YOUTH 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
sport   gave  him   many   illustrations. 

Before  the  great  spiritual  crisis  on  the 
Damascus  road,  no  one  had  been  more 
zealous  than  he  in  persecuting  the 
church.  It  is  significant  that  the  Greek 
word  translated  "I  persecutsd"  can  also 
be  rendered  "I  press."  This  shows  us  that 
into  the  work  of  pressing  on  to  the  goal 
Paul  put  all  the  zeal  and  energy  which, 
in  his  pre-conversion  days,  he  had  de- 
voted to  harassing  the  followers  of 
Christ. 

Dr.  Campbell  Morgan  in  commenting 
upon  this,  writes  aptly,  "Why  is  it  that 
when  a  man  steps  over  the  line  and  finds 
Christ,  he  ,so  often  leaves  his  passion,  a 
good  deal  of  his  common  sense,  and  much 
of  his  business  ability  behind  him? 
Christ  wants  the  whole  man,  every  part 
of  him,  every  ability  he  has." 

I  remember  so  well,  some  years  ago, 
talking  with  a  Christian  girl  who  was 
then  beginning  her  career  as  a  profes- 
sional singer.  Her  voice  was  of  rare 
quality,  and  already  she  had  proved  to 
be  a  most  powerful  gospel  singer.  She 
was  puzzled  concerning  questions  of 
principle  such  as  Sunday  engagements. 
Hitherto  she  had  declined  them,  but  she 
doubted  whether  she  could  ever  reall) 
succeed  on  the  concert  platform,  and 
maintain  that  principle.  Was  it  possible 
for  her  to  be  true  to  her  Lord,  and  at 
the  same  time  "rise  to  the  top  of  the 
tree,"  which  was  her  ambition? 

That  was  the  question.  The  test  was  a 
severe  one.  Would  she  be  willing  to  risk 
losing  popular  favor,  rather  than  fail  her 
Lord?  Was  her  talent  to  be  used  for  her 
own  advantage,  and  the  world's  applause, 
or  should  she  risk  everything,  and  dedi- 
cate her  voice  wholly  to  the  service  of 
Christ?  Since  then  she  has  climbed  a  good 
many  rungs  of  the  ladder  of  fame — but 
the  opera  has  claimed  her. 

The  life  that  is  worth  while  is  the  life 
in  which  we  dedicate  to  Christ  and  His 
cause  every  ounce  of  our  strength,  every 
moment  of  our  time,  every  penny  of  our 
money,  every  talent  of  our  personality. 
All  the  zeal,  enthusiasm,  devotion,  and 
expenditure  of  time  and  strength  that 
we  once  gave  to  the  things  of  this 
world,  we  now  transfer  to  the  service  of 
Christ. 


I  covet  the  physical  strength  of  the 
footballer,  the  musical  talent  of  the 
opera  singer,  the  amazing  skill  of  the 
jazz  band  pianist,  the  business  ability  of 
the  city  magnate,  the  gracious  charm  of 
the  society  hostess,  and  the  fearless  cour- 
age of  the  record-breaker.  Why  should 
not  Christ  have  the  best  of  such  talents? 
Why  should  they  be  expended  so  lavish- 
ly upon  empty  and  transient  things  of 
earth?  Am  I  mistaken  when  I  suggest 
that  Jesus  must  have  felt  like  this,  when 
"beholding"  the  rich  young  ruler  "He 
loved  him."  Surely  He  saw  in  him  great 
possibilities.  He  had  money,  position, 
social  privileges,  talents  and  educational 
advantages,  and  He  coveted  them  for 
His  service.  What  might  he  not  have  be- 
come had  he  laid  his  gifts  at  the  feet  of 
the  Master  that  day,  and  said  as  Paul 
did,  "To  me  to  live  is  Christ!" 

But  no!  "he  went  away  sorrowful" 
and  missed  his  chance. 

EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

children,  but  His  promises  are  condi- 
tional. Only  through  entire  abandonment 
to  His   will   can  we   claim   His  promises. 

Young  mother,  remember  you  are 
building  lives.  Many  of  our  boys  and 
girls  are  anticipating  the  building  of  a 
home  in  the  near  future.  You  are  ex- 
pecting little  ones  to  enter  that  home. 
If  you  are  not,  you  should  be.  Remem- 
ber you  are  in  the  building  business,  the 
greatest  and  most  important  business  in 
the  world.  Do  not  fail  to  build  for  time 
and  eternity. 

There  are  mothers  living  today  who 
do  not  know  the  thrill  of  the  one  we 
have  just  mentioned.  It  makes  us  sad  to 
speak  of  her.  She  is  the  one  who  did  not 
take  Jesus  as  a  partner  into  her  business 
in  her  early  years.  She  did  not  know 
Him.  She  established  a  home  and  the  lit- 
tle ones  came  along  without  any  serious 
thought.  Not  knowing  the  Lord  she  had 
no  one  to  speak  to  her  or  guide  her  and 
the  little  ones  went  astray  at  an  early 
age.  Now  they  are  out  in  the  world 
without  Christ,  perhaps  some  of  them 
behind  prison  bars,  or  maybe  in  the 
grave,  having  gone  by  way  of  the  elec- 
tric chair.  This  mother  has  repented  in 
later  years  and  is  saved  perhaps,  but  oh, 
she  is  reaping  what  she  sowed  in  those 
early  years.  She  would  give  all  she  had  in 
this  world  and  would  be  willing  even 
to  die  to  see  that  boy  or  girl  come  to  a 
realization  of  their  need  of  God.  But 
nothing  she  can  do  now  will  change  the 
past  and  blot  out  the  awful  reality  of 
mother  and  father's  seed  sowing  time. 
But  as  Paul  said,  "I  thank  God,  through 
Jesus  Christ"  that  they  can  be  brought 
back  and  washed  whiter  than  snow  in 
the   blood  of   Jesus   Christ. 


O  children,  if  you  are  in  this  class 
will  you  not  come  to  Him  today  and 
make  mother  happy,  make  yourself  hap- 
py and  make  God  and  the  angels  happv 
over  your  coming  home?  Do  it  now  for 
no  love  except  the  love  of  our  Father  in 
heaven  can  surpass  a  mother's  love. 
Young  parents,  start  your  home  right; 
take  God  into  partnership  with  you  in 
that  home  early. 

How  beautiful  motherhood  is!  The 
baby  is  in  her  arms.  He  lies  on  her 
bosom.  His  chubby  fingers  play  in  her 
hair.  His  cheek  is  against  her  neck.  His 
little  feet  trample  her  lap.  His  breath 
fans  the  fires  of  her  love  into  a  glow 
that  shows  in  color  in  her  cheeks.  Long 
before  he  can  talk,  his  dimples,  like  tin), 
mouths,  speak  of  his  love  of  her.  The 
mother  and  her  child!  What  a  picture! 
No  wonder  sculptors  have  chisled  this 
scene  in  marble,  painters  have  portrayed 
it  on  canvas,  poets  have  put  it  into  songs 
and  public  speakers  have  pictured  it  on 
words.  There  are  many  beautiful  things 
in  the  world — an  orchard  in  bloom,  sun- 
shine on  the  hills,  a  valley  of  wild  flow- 
ers, a  field  of  ripened  grain,  a  wildwood 
in  the  springtime,  a  setting  sun  and  its 
trailing  glory;  but  there  is  nothing  this 
side  of  heaven  to  match  the  beauty  of 
the  mother  with  her  babe  in  her  arms. 

How  divine  motherhood  is!  A  mother 
will  reach  through  prison  bars  to  touch 
her  boy's  hand,  and  while  an  agony  like 
that  of  death  grips  her  heart,  her  eyes 
looks  into  his  as  they  did  in  cradle  days. 
Nothing  can  change  her,  however  much 
he  may  have  been  changed.  He  was  hers, 
the  fruit  of  her  womb,  and  in  spite  of 
the  turnkey's  key  she  has  locked  him  in 
her  heart.  Mother  has  waited  in  her 
humble  home  for  her  boy's  long-delayed 
return.  When  every  one  else  had  ceased 
to  think  of  him,  she  had  ceased  to  think 
of  every  one  else.  Her  eyes  will  fill  with 
reminiscent  tears  as  she  thinks  of  the 
empty  cradle,  and  her  empty  arms,  and 
her  lonesome  love.  She  will  sing  her 
crooning  cradle  song  when  the  child,  for 
whose  soothing  she  had  learned  it,  had 
long  since  been  listening  to  the  songs  of 
angels. 

What  is  it  I  am  trying  to  do?  Well, 
I  am  just  trying  to  keep  you  from  for- 
getting. Perhaps  if  I  can  make  you  re- 
member these  things,  the  fact  of  your 
remembering  may  mean  something  to 
your  own  mother.  Possibly  I  may  help 
you  to  smile  at  her  oftener.  I  am  th-.pk- 
ing  that  she  might  be  hungry  to  feel 
your  arms  around  her  neck,  and  that,  if 
you  are  away  from  her,  you  might  send 
het  a  message.  Some  of  us,  I  among 
others,  would  have  to  send  our  messages 
by  way  of  the  throne  of  God.  I  want  you 
to  touch  her  cheeks  as  in  childhood  ciiys. 
She  has  carried  heavy  loads  for  you.  I 
do  not  want  your  neglect  of  her  to  be 
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piled  on  top  of  her  already  heavy  load. 
O  son  or  daughter,  whoever  you  are, 
wherever  you  are,  thank  God  for  your 
mother.  The  ve:y  name  in  my  memory  is 
filled  to  the  brim  with  gifts  from  God. 
Its  syllables  on  my  tongue  are  heart- 
throbs. Its  letters  are  leaping  pulses.  It's 
the  holiest  name  in  human  speech  except 
the  name  of  God,  who  pities  like  a  fa- 
ther, who  comforts  like  a  mother  and 
who  loves  like  both. 

Others  May,   You  Cannot 

If  God  has  called  you  to  be  really  like 
Jesus  He  will  draw  you  into  a  life  of 
crucifixion  and  humility,  and  put  upon 
you  such  demands  of  obedience,  that  you 
will  not  be  able  to  follow  other  people, 
or  measure  yourself  by  other  Christians, 
and  in  many  ways  He  will  seem  to  let 
other  good  people  do  things  which  He 
will  not  let  you  do. 

Other  Christians  and  ministers  who 
seem  very  religious  and  useful,  may  push 
themselves,  pull  wires,  and  work  schemes 
to  carry  out  their  plans,  but  you  cannot 
do  it;  if  you  attempt  it,  you  will  meet 
with  such  failure  and  rebuke  from  the 
Lord  as  to  make  you  sorely  penitent. 

Others  may  boast  of  themselves,  of 
their  work,  of  their  success,  of  their 
writings,  but  the  Holy  Spirit  will  not  al- 
low you  to  do  any  such  thing,  and  if  you 
begin  it,  He  will  lead  you  into  some  deep 
mortification  that  will  make  you  despise 
yourself  and  all  your  good  works. 

The  Lord  may  let  others  be  honored 
and  put  forward,  and  keep  you  hidden  in 
obscurity,  because  He  wants  to  produce 
some  choice,  fragrant  fruit  for  His  com- 
ing glory,  which  can  only  be  produced  in 
the  shade.  He  may  let  others  be  great, 
but  keep  you  small.  He  may  let  others 
do  a  work  for  Him  and  get  the  credit 
for  it,  but  He  will  make  you  work  and 
toil  on  without  knowing  how  much  you 
are  doing;  and  then  to  make  your  work 
still  more  precious,  He  may  let  others 
get  the  credit  for  the  work  which  you 
have  done,  and  thus  make  your  reward 
ten  times  greater  when  Jesus  comes. 

The  Holy  Spirit  will  put  a  strict 
watch  over  you,  with  a  jealous  love,  and 
will  rebuke  you  for  little  words  and  feel- 
ings or  for  wasting  your  time  which 
other  Christians  never  seem  distressed 
over.  So  make  up  your  mind  that  God  is 
an  infinite  Sovereign,  and  has  a  right  to 
do  as  He  pleases  with  His  own.  He  may 
not  explain  to  you  a  thousand  things 
which  puzzle  your  reason  in  His  dealings 
with  you,  but  if  you  absolutely  sell  your- 
self to  be  His  love  slave  He  will  wrap 
you  up  in  a  jealous  love,  and  bestow  upon 
you  many  blessings  which  come  only  to 
tho^e  who  are  in  the  inner-circle. 

Settle  it  forever,  then,  that  you  are  to 
deal  directly    with  the  Holy  Spirit,    and 


that  He  is  to  have  the  privilege  of  tying 
your  tongue,  or  chaining  your  hand,  or 
closing  your  eyes,  in  many  ways  that 
He  does  not  seem  to  use  with  others. 
Now  when  you  are  so  possessed  with  the 
living  God  that  you  are,  in  your  secret 
heart,  pleased  and  delighted  over  this  pe- 
culiar, personal,  private,  jealous  guard- 
ianship and  management  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  over  your  life,  you  will  have  found 
the  vestibule  of  Heaven. 

Note:  This  tract  was  handed  to  me  by 
a  friend  and  in  copying  it  I  didn't  copy 
the  name  of  the  author.  I  am  sending  it 
in  as  a  tribute  to  my  mother,  Mrs.  H.  W. 
Watts,  Cleveland,  Tenn.  whose  life  has 
proven  her  worthiness  to  the  inner-circle. 
Also  in  the  hope  that  it  may  prove  as 
great  a  blessing  and  inspiration  to  others 
as  it  has  been  to  me. — love  Watts  Self, 
Tampa,  Fla. 

The  Holy  Ghost 

Acts  2. 
The  truth  of  God  will  stand  the  test, 

Tho'  infidels  may  rage. 
The  dear  old  Book  outshines  the  rest, 

With  truth  on  ev'ry  page. 

The  wondrous  truth  of  Pentecost, 
Tho'  scorned   by  evil   men, 

Is  here  for  you,  the  Holy  Ghost, 
For  you  who're  free  from  sin. 

One  hundred  twenty  gathered  there 

Up  in   the  upper  room, 
Their  songs  and  praise  have  filled  the  air 

And   banished   sin's   dark   gloom. 

They're  happy  for  their  Savior,  King 
Has   risen   from    the   dead. 

They  have  a  right  to  shout  and  sing, 
He's   risen    as   He   said. 

Before  He  left  for  Heav'n  above, 
He  said  that  He  would  send, 

A  Comforter,  the  Holy  Dove, 

With   pow'r   He   would   descend. 

"How   shall  we  know  Him      when   He's 
here? 

What  will  the  witness  be?" 
The  Savior  answered  loud  and  clear, 

"He'll  testify  of  me." 

So  now  the  day  has  fully  come, 
They're  all  in  one  accord. 

No  one  has  thought  of  going  home, 
They're  waiting  on  the  Lord. 

When  suddenly  a  mighty  wind. 

And   cloven   tongues   of   flame, 

The  One  whom  Christ  said  He     would 
send 

Did   speak  in  Jesus'   name. 

The  unlearned  Jew  in  heav'nly  tone 
Did  speak  in  praise  divine. 

They  spoke  in  languages  unknown 
And  praised   the  name  sublime. 

A  multitude  soon  gathered  'round 


For  it  was  noised  abroad. 
The   scoffer   said,    "What    awful    sound! 
'Tis  nothing  but  a  fraud." 

"These    folk    are    drunk,    they're    full   of 
wine." 

But  one  stood  up  to  say, 
"This  is  the  Holy  Ghost  divine, 

He's  come  to  us  to  stay." 

The  man  who  spoke  with  courage  bold, 
And  spoke  to  thousands  there, 

Had  been  changed  from  a  carnal  soul 
By    God's    almighty    pow'r. 

Three  thousand  souls  were  sick  of  sin; 

"What  must  we  do?"  they  cried. 
"Repent   of   sin;    be   born   again," 

The  man  of  God  replied. 
"The  promise  is  unto  you  all, 

And  to  your  children  too — 
To  even  all   whom  God  shall  call." 

Dear  Christian,  this  means  you. 

Yes,  thank  the  Lord,  He's  here  today, 

The    blessed   Holy   Ghost. 
He'll  enter   in   your  soul   the   way 

He  did  at  Pentecost. 

Yes,  when  He  comes,  then  He  will  speak 

In    languages    divine. 
Oh,  I'm  so  glad  that  I  did  seek — 

The  Holy  Ghost  is  mine. 

— Linwood  Jacobs,  Rock  Hill,  S.  C. 

News  From  Atlanta 

We  had  the  pleasure  of  attending  an 
all-day  service  with  the  Atlanta  (Ga.) 
Church  of  God  April  3.  We  can  surely 
recommend  the  Atlanta  church  for  its 
hospitality  and  progressiveness.  They  are 
planning  to  build  a  new  church  in  the 
near  future  and  on  this  particular  day 
(April  3)  increased  their  funds  fifteen 
hundred  dollars.  Brother  Nelson  is  a 
wide-awake  pastor  and  has  a  wide-awake 
church.  We  especially  are  proud  of  the 
Atlanta  young  people.  They  are  hospita- 
ble, talented,  and  greatest  of  all,  spiritual. 
— Editor. 

EXCHANGE   PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
Dear    Lighted      Pathway      Editor       and 

Readers: 

We  are  surely  one  great  family,  (not 
all  spiritual,  for  many  sinners  read  this 
dear  little  paper) ,  but  we  can  still  "make 
believe"  we  are  one  family,  with  Sister 
Harrison  the  mother  of  us  all.  I  feel  real 
motherly  toward  my  local  Y.  P.  E.  I 
have  a  warm  place  in  my  heart  for  each 
member  and  a  great  yearning  to  see  the 
unsaved  ones  accept  Christ  just  as  any 
mother  yearns  to  see  her  son  or  daugh- 
ter become   a   Christian. 

As  I  look  back  through  the  past  year, 
I  feel  that  our  Y.  P.  E.  at  Mitchell  Hill 
(Coral  Ridge,  Ky. )  has  been  a  success 
in  many  ways.  The  Lord  has  blessed 
spiritually  (the  most  important  of  all), 
and  financially.  We  have  not  done  any 


May,  193  8 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


Page  25 


great  things,  but  for  just  a  small 
country  church,  I  feel  it  has  counted 
up  quite  a  bit.  I  am  made  to 
wonder  just  how  many  "golden  oppor- 
tunities we  have  missed  in  this  great 
work  for  the  Master. 

I  am  supposed  to  be  much  too  old 
for  this  work,  yet  someone  has  to  be  the 
"head  or  leader."  I  have  two  faithful 
group  captains  on  whom  I  can  depend, 
both  on  the  "firing  line"  for  God.  Our 
young  people  are  most  all  good  workers, 
and  we  have  a  lot  of  talent  both  vocal 
and  instrumental.  Many  are  learning  to 
speak  and  comment  on  what  they  read; 
when  we  see  them  doing  this,  we  feel  the 
Y.P.E.  is  doing  the  work  it  really  is  in- 
tended to  do — train  our  youths  for  the 
conflicts  of  tomorrow.  Surely  we  need 
to  train  the  youth  of  the  land  to  "flame 
for  God"  instead  of  in  a  sinful  way.  We 
must  be  living  in  the  last  days.  Sin  is 
abounding  on  every  side  and  there  are 
pitfalls  and  devil-traps  at  every  turn  for 
the  feet  of  our  dear  girls  and  boys.  Oh! 
that  parents  would  really  awaken  to  the 
great  need  of  prayerful  instruction  in  the 
home  from  infancy  on  and  on;  then 
sometimes  we  fail. 

How  we  need  to  pray  for  guidance  in 
dealing  with  our  young  people.  The 
social  life  of  our  Christian  youth  is  a 
problem  to  me.  I  want  my  children  to 
have  enjoyment — good,  clean,  wholesome 
mirth.  Youth  requires  a  certain  amount 
of  this.  We  must  love  the  sinner  youth; 
by  so  doing  we  may  win  them  to  Christ, 
but  there  must  be  a  dividing  line.  May 
the  dear  Lord  help  us  mothers  and  lead- 
ers. 

Every  normal  young  person  likes  a 
difficult  task,  one  that  requires  thought 
and  energy.  Our  one  great  aim  should 
be  to  get  our  youth,  in  and  to  resolve 
in  their  hearts  to  follow  Him  and  put 
Him  first  in  all  things!  What  a  wonder- 
ful goal!  May  we  keep  striving  to  reach 
it.  Then  each  quarter  our  Sunday  School 
and  Y.  P.  E.  would  be  filled  with  earnest 
study  and  work,  causing  each  one  to  be 
wiser  and  stronger  to  begin  the  next 
quarter.  We  wonder  what  the  future 
holds  for  us.  Many  blessings  from  the 
Lord,  we  are  sure,  if  we  keep  in  the 
right  attitude  before  our  heavenly  Fa- 
ther. He  can  bless  and  work  through  us. 
We,  as  Christians,  are  channels  through 
which  Christ  can  work.  This  means  ev- 
eryone, young  and  old.  May  we,  through 
His  help,  lead  others   to  Christ. 

We  continue  to  use  the  Lighted  Path- 
way in  our  weekly  programs.  The  paper 
has  been  a  blessing  to  us  in  many  ways. 
— Faithfully,  Bertha  Lockard,  president 
of  Y.  P.  E.  at  Mitchell  Hill,  Coral  Ridge, 
Ky. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  had  a  wonderful  service  in  our  Y. 


P.  E.  the  past  week-end.  A  sister  from 
the  Methodist  church,  who  has  been  at- 
tending our  services,  received  the  Holy 
Ghost.  Praise  the  Lord! 

The  Lighted  Pathways  are  proving  a 
blessing  to  us  and  already  we  are  look- 
ing forward  to  the  April  issue.  I,  for  one, 
enjoy  every  article  and  especially  the 
story,  "At  the  Crossroads."  —  Sally 
Canthers,  Pelzer,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  feei  as  though  I  already  know  you 
from  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
surely  enjoy  reading  every  page.  And  I 
especially  enjoy  the  Tempted  and  Tried 
Page.  I  can  recommend  it  to  anyone 
who  desires  to  read  good,  clean,  sound 
doctrine. 

Pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Bartow. 
We  have  a  fine  band  of  young  people, 
but  not  all  of  them  have  salvation.  Any- 
way they  are  willing  to  help  in  our  serv- 
ices just  the  same.  We  thank  the  Lord — 
Sallie  Watson,  Bartow,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  name  of  our  Lord, 
Jesus  Christ.  I  am  just  sending  you  a 
few  lines  to  tell  you  how  much  we 
young  people  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
Its  pages  are  so  inspiring  to  each  one  of 
us.  The  Lord  is  surely  blessing  our 
young  people's  meeting  here  at  the 
Church  of  God  in  Portland. 

I  am  the  corresponding  secretary  of 
our  Y.  P.  E.  We  truly  love  our  pastors, 
Brother  and  Sister  Pearson,  who  are  cer- 
tainly a  help  to  our  young  people. 

May  God  keep  blessing  you  and  your 
paper  is  our  prayer. — Your  sister  in 
Christ,  Maxine  Muldoon,  Portland,  Ore. 

Dear  Lighted  Pathway: 

I  surely  enjoy  reading  this  dear  little 
paper.  We  would  hardly  know  how  to 
carry  on  our  Y.  P.  E.  without  it. 

I  also  love  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  enjoy  each 
service.  I  am  glad  to  use  my  talents  for 
my  blessed  Redeemer  and  am  thankful  to 
say  I  am  one  of  His  redeemed  ones.  His 
blood  was  not  shed  in  vain  for  me  for 
I  have  accepted  Him  in  His  fullness,  but 
desire  to  grow  in  grace  and  knowledge 
of  the  truth.  I  feel  He  helps  me  to  grow 
stronger  each  time  I  do  some  service  for 
Him.  I  desire  to  really  let  my  light  shine 
each  day. 

I  have  not  been  able  to  sell  any  of  the 
"Bound  Lighted  Pathway"  books  yet. 
All  who  have  looked  at  my  sample  book 
wish  to  own  one.  I  may  not  be  able  to 
sell  any  very  soon  as  many  people  are  out 
of  work.  I  have  tried  to  be  a  faithful 
Gideon. — Charline   Lockard. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  the  president  and  leader  of  our 
Y.   P.   E.   If  it   wasn't  for  our  Lighted 


Pathway,  I  wouldn't  know  what  to  do, 
for  it  is  a  wonderful  help  to  all  our 
young  people.  It  seems  that  we  can  hard- 
ly  wait   'til   it  comes. 

We  used  to  get  magazines  in  our  home 
and  I  didn't  enjoy  them  half  as  much 
as  I  do  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I'm  so 
glad  that  the  good  Lord  took  that  de- 
sire for  magazines  out  of  my  heart.  We 
don't  have  them   in  our  home  anymore. 

We  started  our  Y.  P.  E.  about  eight 
months  ago,  and  we  have  twenty  young 
people  who  are  ready  to  take  their  part. 
Our  pastor,  Brother  Sullivan,  and  his 
wife  are  a  wonderful  help  to  our  young 
people.  They  organized  our  Y.  P.  E.  and 
we  certainly  appreciate  it. — Mary  Shenk, 
Carlisle,  Pa. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Your  message  each  month  means  much 
to  me.  I  don't  believe  I  could  do  with- 
out the  Lighted  Pathway  in  our  Y.  P. 
E. 

Our  Endeavor  of  South  Gastonia  has 
the  Y.  P.  E.  state  banner  again.  When 
I  came  here  from  Greenville,  S.  C.  there 
wasn't  a  Y.  P.  E.  and  very  few  young 
people.  The  Lord  began  talking  to  me 
about  getting  one  set  in  order,  so  I 
could  sell  my  Lighted  Pathways  among 
them.  It  was  a  hard  pull  at  first.  Some 
of  the  older  people  were  against  us  but, 
thank  God,  it  is  still  going  and  we  have 
many  more  young  people.  Some  are  seek- 
ing the  Holy  Ghost.  Pray  for  them. 

I  am  getting  up  a  play,  "The  Value  of 
a  Single  Soul."  Please  pray  for  it  to  go 
over  the  top  for  Jesus. — Mamie  Mc- 
Guire. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  taking  this  opportunity  to  tell 
you  how  much  I  enjoy  reading  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  look  forward  to  its 
coming  each  month.  I  have  been  cheered 
on  by  material  I  have  read  in  it.  The 
young  people  here  in  Somerset  certainly 
appreciate  the  Lighted  Pathway  as  it  has 
been  a  splendid  source  of  program  ma- 
terial for  our  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  my  prayer 
that  God  will  continue  to  bless  your 
work. 

As  a  young  soldier  of  the  cross  I  ask 
an  interest  in  your  prayers  that  God 
will  heal  my  afflicted  body.  He  has 
promised  that  He  will  never  leave  us 
nor  forsake  us.  Upon  that  promise  I  have 
anchored  my  hope. — Bertha  Bothell. 

Note:  Let  us  not  fail  to  hold  Bertha 
up  to  the  throne  of  grace. 


AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  18) 
ment  room  and  to  his  drunken     father, 
and  Stephen  to  his  new  and  happy    home 
to  be  loved  and  cared  for  by  kind  Chris- 
tian friends. 


Page  26 
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Attention,  Everybody! 

I  am  receiving  calls  for  Junior  helps 
right  along  but  the  Publishing  House 
has  nothing  to  offer  just  now.  The 
Lighted  Pathway  does  not  have  space  for 
all  the  material  that  is  needed.  We  would 
like  to  compile  a  Junior  Y.  P.  E.  book- 
let for  use  with  the  Juniors.  If  you  have 
anything  good  to  offer  in  the  way  of 
songs,  lessons  or  children's  material  of 
any  kind  we  would  appreciate  it.  Per- 
haps you  could  write  us  some  lessons. 
They  cannot  be  too  long,  as  we  do  not 
plan  to  make  a  large  book  just  now.  On 
our  Lighted  Pathway  children's  page  we 
give  just  enough  to  give  the  leader  a 
start  and  we  expect  other  things  to  be 
added.  There  is  other  material  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway  that  will  help  you  out. 
Take  the  continued  story,  "At  the  Cross- 
roads." Many  good  thoughts  can  be 
brought  to  your  Juniors  from  this  story. 
Perhaps  you  could  go  back  and  take 
this  story  from  the  beginning  and  use 
one  lesson  from  it  each  month,  that  is, 
make  your  talk  from  this  story.  Charles 
the  boy  who  took  the  wrong  road  and 
little  Stephen  and  Freckles  will  make  a 
wonderful  impression.  Tell  them  each 
month  what  happened.  Many  other  little 
stories  and  poems  may  be  found  within 
its  pages.  The  teacher  of  Juniors  should 
try  to  think  things  out  to  suit  their 
group  of  children.  Our  children's  page 
will  give  you  some  help.  You  should  have 
a  Hulburts  Story  of  the  Bible  which  you 
can  obtain  from  the  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House  for  $2.00.  Take  up  an 
offering  in  your  church  and  send  for  one 
of  these.  Have  different  ones  come  in  and 
tell  the  story.  Teach  the  children  new 
songs  and  do  not  get  in  a  rut  or  they 
will  get  tired  and  drop  out.  Put  on  a 
contest  occasionally. 

Use  some  memory  work  but  do  not 
burden  them  too  much  with  this  at 
first. 

Our  Juniors  should  be  taught  in  two 
different  classes — age  from  5  to  8  and 
from   8   to   13. 

Begin  your  meeting  with  a  song  serv- 
ice with  both  groups,  together.  Have 
prayer,  letting  your  Juniors  lead  in 
prayer.  You'll  be  surprised  how  many 
will  respond  to  this  call.  Then  separate 
the  different  ages  and  teach  them  accord- 
ing to  what  that  age  children  requires. 
For  the  little  tots  you  could  get  many 
nice  stories  from  "Our  Darlings  A.  B.  C. 
Book,"  from  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  price  3  5c.  Don't  forget  to  send 
us  all  the  good  things  you  have  for.  a 
Junior  Y.  P.  E.  book.  I  am  wishing  you 
success  in  the  greatest  and  most  needed 
work  in  the  world  today. — Editor. 


Information,    please! 

The  person  from  Gastonia,  N.  C.  who 
wrote  to  Mrs.  lone  Watts  Self  of  Wi- 
mauma,  Fla.  for  the  play,  "The  Better 
Way"  may  find  it  in  the  "The  Standard 
Rally  Day  Book  No.  3"  which  can  be  ob- 
tained at  the  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House  for  2  5  c. 

Sister  lone  would  like  for  this  party 
to  write  to  her  at  Wimauma,  Fla.,  as  she 
has  misplaced  her  address. — Editor. 

To  Gideons 

Dear  Gideons: 

Please  avoid  the  changing  of  names 
and  addresses  as  much  as  possible.  Each 
time  you  change  Gideons  we  must 
change  our  records  here.  So  let  the  paper 
come  in  the  same  name  if  possible, 
though  someone  else  sells  the  papers. 
Thank  you.  — Editor. 

Subscription  Contestants 

1.  Wilmon  A.  Smith,  Largo,  Fla. 

2.  Mrs.   Farrell   Kelley,   Empire,   Ala. 

3.  Miss     Margarite     Hammond,       Lake 
Worth,  Fla. 

4.  Ada   Queen,   Cincinnati,   Ohio. 

5.  Miss    Gladys    Green,    Manns    Choice, 
Pa. 

6.  Lois  Mae  Guthrie,  Lester,  W.  Va. 

7.  Enzine  Johnson,  Bone  Cave,  Tenn. 

Popularity  Contest 

We  are  asking  every  reader  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  to  please  send  us  a 
postal  card  telling  us  which  page  you  like 
best.  We  will  count  the  votes  and  in 
June  Pathway  we  will  announce  which 
page  wins.  The  June  paper  will  be  out 
May  15,  so  all  votes  must  be  in  by  May 
1.  Please  don't  fail  to  send  in  your  votes 
on   time.  Everybody  vote. — Editor. 

Y.  P.  E.  Attention,  please! 

We  are  giving  three  cash  prizes  for 
subscriptions  to  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
Here  is  our  offer:  We  are  asking  for  five 
hundred  subscriptions  at  once.  The  per- 
son or  Y.  P.  E.  sending  in  the  largest 
number  in  the  five  hundred  will  receive 
$2  5.00  cash.  The  one  sending  in  the  sec- 
ond largest  number,  $15.00,  and  the 
third,  $10.00.  Come  on  and  make  some 
money  for  your  Y.  P.  E. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  would  like  to  enter  your  Subscrip- 
tion Contest  for  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

Name  

Street  or  Route  

City   

State  


Send    for    frHow  to  Organize 
and  Conduct  Y.  P.  E." 

If  you  are  just  beginning  a  new  Y.  P. 
E.  in  your  church,  or  if  you  have  never 
had  one,  it  will  be  a  help  to  you.  Send 
to  the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,  Tenn.  Price  10c. 

New  Gideons 

1.  C.  T.  Johnson,  Jam.,  B.  W.  I. 

2.  Mrs.    Jessie   Collins,   Lisle,    Ky. 

3.  Mary  Henderson,   Marietta,   Ohio. 

4.  Ossie  Lee  Hunt,  Branford,  Fla. 

5.  Kathren  Newton,   Shelburn,   Ind. 

6.  A.  J.  Griffith,  Iaeger,  W.  Va. 

7.  Mrs.  O  B.  Garner,  Starkey,  Va. 

8.  Mrs.   J.    B.   Westover,      Roswell,    N. 
Mex. 

9.  Mrs.  J.  E.  Burkhalter,  Overton,  Tex. 

10.  John  S.  Wray,  Draper,  N.  C. 

11.  Mary  Jane  Tressler,  Acosta,  Pa. 

12.  Mrs.    Alford   P.    Cater,   Lake   Provi- 
dence, La. 

13.  Mrs.  J.  G.  Thompson,     Chokoloskee, 
Fla. 

14.  Myrtle  Mixon,  Foley,  Fla. 

15.  Miss  Nora  Barker,  W.  Asheville,  N. 
C. 

16.  Maud  Ellen  Hight,  Coffeeville,  Miss. 

17.  Clinton  Woodring,  Giatto,  W.  Va. 

18.  Alice  Viars,  Foster  Falls,  Va. 

19.  Miss    Hazel    Castleburry,      Moultrie, 
Ga. 

20.  Miss  Christian  Russ,  Leesburg,  Fla. 

21.  L.  E.  Camp,  Mayo,  Fla. 

22.  K.  G.  Wood,  Jasper,  Fla. 

2  3.   Miss  Eunice  Lantrip,  Pratt  City,  Ala. 
24.  Mr.  Carl  White,  Riviera,  Fla. 

To  be  a  Gideon  vou  may  order  a  roll  of  THH 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  £1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THB 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year? 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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Farming  by  Electricity 

Electricity  is  used  today  to  perform 
125  different  kinds  of  chores  on  the 
farm.  A  few  years  ago  electricity  was 
used  in  the  country  only  for  lighting, 
but  every  day  finds  some  new  applica- 
tion. There  arc  for  instance,  more  than 
thirty  different  kinds  of  farm  machin- 
ery being  operated  electrically.  Grain  is 
threshed  by  electric  machinery,  feed  is 
ground,  food  for  the  livestock  is  cut 
and  miced,  hay  is  hoisted  into  the  barns, 
and  even  the  clover  is  hulled  in  this  way. 
The  up-to-date  churn  is  run  by  elec- 
tricity; even  the  incubator  is  heated  and 
the  chicken  hatched  out  by  the  same 
mysterious  power.  The  farmer  of  the 
future  may  find  all  the  drudgery  of 
farm  work  done  away  with,  and,  instead 
of  laboring  for  long  hours,  he  can  do  the 
work  quickly  and  well  by  merely  turn- 
ing a  switch.  The  government  is  trying 
to  teach  farmers  to  use  electricity  and 
keep  the  boys  at  home. — Boys'  Life. 


Eclipse  of  Sun 

Astronomers'  wide  telescopic  cameras 
wrested  new  knowledge  of  the  structure 
of  the  atom  from  the  sun  during  the 
longest  total  eclipse  in  twelve  centuries. 
From  Canton  Island,  uninhabited  coral 
reef  almost  astride  the  equator  in  mid- 
Pacific,  came  a  radio  report  of  perfect 
weather  for  study  of  the  behavior  of  the 
sun's  atoms  during  eclipse.  Atoms  have 
been  called  "The  building  blocks  from 
which  the  universe  is  constructed."  On 
the  island,  thirteen  scientists  of  the 
National  Geographic  Society  and  a 
United  States  naval  expedition  secured  a 
series  of  marvelous  pictures  of  the  sun's 
mysterious  corona,  while  the  blazing 
sphere  itself  was  blotted  out  for  three 
minutes,  thirty-three  seconds.  Rarely 
have  three  minutes  been  packed  with 
such  intense  concentrated  interest  and 
feverish  activity  as  were  these  moments 
of  the  eclipse.  Secrets  of  incalculable 
value  were  to  be  brought  in  the  brief 
space  of  time  when  they  were  not  con- 
cealed by  blazing,  blinding  light. — The 
United  Presbyterian,   June,    1937. 

Nations  Gathering  For 
Armageddon 

In  Germany  the  children  are  being 
educated  to  die  for  their  country.  Ac- 
cording to  the  News  Chronicle  (Feb.  16, 
1937),  every  healthy  child  between  the 
ages  of  ten  and  eighteen  in  Germany  sang 
the  official  New  Year's  Carol  during 
January.  This  is  it: 


With  the  bells  in  the  tower 

Let  us  arise 
And  fan   the  fires 

Which  to  heaven  shall  rise, 
And  bear  our  weapons — for  the  Year 

is  new; 
War   is    the    watchword!      Make      the 
watchword  true! 

At  the  end  of  the  term  celebrations 
were  held  in  a  certain  town  when  one 
hundred  and  thirty  boys,  and  as  many 
girls,  all  fifteen  years  old  were  assembled. 
A  notice  over  the  platform  declared  in 
huge  letters,  "We  are  born  to  die  for 
Germany." — The  Elim  Evangel. 

World's  Soldiers  Number 
55,000,000 

A  survey  by  American  military  au- 
thorities made  public  disclosed  the  fact 
that  at  least  5  5,000,000  trained  men  are 
at  the  instant  command  of  48  nations. 
Soviet  Russia  had  the  world's  largest 
army  with  1,545,000  regulars  and  a  total 
of  19,490,000  fighting  men  ready  at  a 
moment's  notice  for  military  service. 
The  regular  army  of  the  United  States 
will  reach  its  authorized  peak  of  16  5,000 
July  1  and  the  total  trained  forces  in  the 
country  amount  to  a  total  of  474,378 
men.  This  gives  our  nation  nineteenth 
place  in  potential  fighting  power  among 
forty-eight  countries.  The  Atlantic 
Ocean  on  one  side  of  our  continent,  and 
the  Pacific  Ocean  on  the  other,  are 
worth  more  to  us  as  a  defensive  force 
than  a  standing  army  of  two  million 
men.  These  two  oceans  are  two  allies, 
allies  incorruptible,  unchanging  and  ter- 
rifying to  our  enemies.  These  natural 
defenders  of  our  shores  make  of  us  the 
most  envied  among  all  nations. — The 
United  Presbyterian. 

Statue  of  Robert  Ingersoll 

A  bill  was  introduced  into  the  House 
of  Representatives  at  Washington  ask- 
ing for  official  recognition  of  atheism 
by  granting  government  ground  for  the 
erection  of  a  statue  of  Robert  Ingersoll 
at  the  nation's  capital. — The  Gospel 
Minister. 

The  Costliest   Bridge 

The  Associated  Press  announced  the 
opening  of  the  Transbay  Bridge  between 
San  Francisco,  Oakland,  and  other  East 
Bay  cities  in  California,  on  November 
11.  While  not  the  longest  bridge,  build- 
ers say  it  is  the  costliest  bridge  in  the 
world,  seventy-seven  million  dollars  have 
been  spent  in  its  construction.  Its  length 


is  eleven  and  a  quarter  miles  and  it  spans 
the  longest  stretch  of  navigable  water 
ever  bridged — four  and  a  half  miles. — 
The  Alliance  Weekly. 

Africa,  known  but  a  few  years  ago 
as  the  Dark  Continent,  is  now  numerical- 
ly the  most  Christian  continent  of  the 
non-Christian  world.  Protestant  Chris- 
tians number  8,63  8,514;  their  children 
under  fourteen  years  total  2,616,890; 
and  scholars  enrolled  in  Sabbath-schools, 
2,087,989.  The  stronghold  of  Protestant 
Christianity  is  the  Union  of  South 
Africa,  where  Christians  number  4,000- 
000  and  their  children  1,500,000.  The 
old  established  and  highly  organized  re- 
ligions of  Asia  are  not  here  to  impede 
progress  except  in  North  Africa,  North- 
ern Nigeria,  and  areas  of  West  and 
East  Africa,  where  Islam  offers  an  un- 
yielding opposition  to  Christian  pene- 
tration.— Revelation. 

There  are  estimated  to  be  700,000 
Mormons  in  this  country,  with  2,000 
^missionaries  here  and  abroad,  winning 
converts,  ninety  per  cent  of  whom  are 
proselytes  from  Christian  churches.  Op- 
portunities for  mission  work  at  Salt 
Lake  City  are  numerous  and  zealously 
used  by  the  Mormon  guides,  who  escort 
visitors  through  Temple  Block,  showing, 
explaining,  and  preaching  Mormonism. 
One  of  the  things,  states  this  mission- 
ary, that  caused  "heartache  was  the 
swarm  of  lovely  children  doomed"'""'1" 
to  live  and  die,  trusting  for  the  salva- 
tion of  their  souls,  in  Mormonism,  this 
masterpiece   of   evil." — Alliance   Weekly. 

A  man  working  for  a  year  on  a  wage 
scale  of  one  cent  the  first  day  and  doub- 
ling every  day  during  the  year  would 
have  earned  at  the  end  of  the  365  days 
the  sum  of  $998,659,874,997,239,886,- 
561,  239,  }67,  234,  865,  777,  338,  576,- 
227,   864,  739.— The  Yout/Ss  Visitor. 

We  wonder  just  how  fast  the  world 
is  being  evangelized,  and  possibly  a  few 
statistics  will  answer  the  question.  The 
world  is  growing  more  heathen  at  the 
rate  of  6,000,000  yearly.  In  the  period 
from  1890  to  193  5,  Christianity  made  a 
net  gain  of  200,000,000,  but  in  that 
time  the  heathen  population  of  the  world 
made  a  net  gain  of  470,000,000.  What 
is  to  be  done  about  it?—  Herald  of  Holi- 
ness. 

It  was  Goethe  who  said:  "If  you  have 
any  certainties,  let  us  have  them.  We 
have   doubts   enough   of   our  own." 


Ike  UliHUteis  Piaiiei 


AY  was  ending  and  the  sunset,  like  a  banner  gay  unfurled, 
With  the  magic  of  a  prism,  cast  a  glamour  o'er  the  world, 
field  and  meadow,  hill  and  forest,  mansion  new  and  cottage  old- 
Everything,  it  seemed,  was  gilded,  with  a  lavish  coat  of  gold. 
Through  the  windows  of  a  cottage,  through  its  wide,  inviting  door, 
Danced  the  amber-colored  sunbeams,  danced,  like  phantoms  on  the  floor. 
On  a  desk  they  formed  a  rainbow,  paved  gold  paths  on  shelves  of  books, 
Turned  a  faded  rug  to  copper,  brightened  up  some  dusky  nooks, 
for  a  moment,  then,  they  rested  on  a  time-worn  swivel  chair, 
And  descended,  like  a  halo,  on  a  man  bowed  down  in  prayer. 
In  the  hush  of  falling  twilight  angels  came  with  silent  tread 
To  the  place  where  he  was  kneeling,  and  recorded  what  he  said. 


"Help  me,  Father,"  he  petitioned,  "As  before  Thy  flock  I  stand. 
Dratv  me  ever  closer  to  Thee.  Guide  me,  keep  me,  hold  my  hand. 
Help  me  fathom,  in  a  -measure;  what  salvation's  gift  hath  cost. 
Help  me  understand  what  prompted  such  a  ransom  for  the  lost. 
Teach  me  what  Thou  art  expecting  of  Thy  children  day  by  day, 
And  when  I  fall  short,  forgive  me.  Keep  me  faithful,  Oh  I  pray! 
On  my  heart  bestow  a  vision  of  the  -needs  of  sin-sick  men. 
And  tomorrow  give  me  power  to  portray  this  need.  Amen." 
Ere  the  prayer  was  fully  uttered  in  the  Savior's  blessed  name, 
Angel  wings  had  borne  it  heavenward,  and  the  Father's  answer  came. 
As  the  man  in  faith  still  lingered,  waiting  for  his  God's  reply, 
There  appeared  an  awful  picture,  hung,  it  seemed,  against  the  sky. 

On  a  narrow,  dusty  roadtvay  pressed  a  fiendish-looking  throng, 

Every  face  was  lined  with  hatred  as  they  pushed  their  way  along. 

In  their  midst  a  weary  figure,  'neath  a  heavy  cross  was  bent, 

But  no  friendly  hand  was  lifted,  though  the  Man  was  worn  and  spent. 

From  His  forehead  blood  tvas  seeping,  where  they  pressed  the  thorny  croivn, 

And  His  pallid  cheeks  -were  scarlet,  where  the  blooddrops  trickled  down. 

Thrice  He  fell  beneath  His  burden,  till  unable  to  go  on, 

They  laid  the  cross  on  Simon's  back,  and  the  multitude  moved  on. 

Pushing,  jostling,  cursing,  jeering,  to  the  top  of  Calvary's  hill, 

Where  their  frenzy  culminated  in  a  mad  desire  to  kill. 

Then  in  contrast  came  a  vision  of  a  fair  celestial  home, 

Word  of  man  can  never  picture  how  those  walls  of  jasper  shone! 

Through  an  open  pearly  portal  thoroughfares  of  gold  tvere  seen — 

Ah,  the  glories  of  that  kingdom  far  surpassed  man's  fondest  dream! 

"Yet,"  a  sweet  voice  softly  whispered,  "Jesus  suffered  this  great  loss — 

Left  His  home  in  heav'n  for  sinners,  for  the  pathway  to  the  cross." 

"Now  I  understand  it  better,"  said  the  man  still  bowed  in  prayer. 

"By  what  love  the  gift  was  prompted!  Would  that  I  that  love  might  share! 

Though  I  give  life's  dearest  treasure,  sacrifice  my  all,  I  see 

That  my  greatest  would  be  small  compared  with  what  He  gave  for  me. 

Tonight  I  would  reconsecrate  to  Thee  my  wayward  heart, 

My  hands,  my  xvealth,  my  time,  my  life.  Oh,  it  is  so  small  a  part!" 


And  the  congregation  marveled,  on  the  morrow,  at  his  pica, 
Knowing  naught  about  the  vision  he  had  seen  on  bended  knee. 
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GOD  BLESS  FATHER 

Dear  God,  bless  father  on  this  day 
Wherever  he  may  chance  to  be; 
Comfort,  help,  sustain  him  now 
While  toiling  for  you  and  me. 

Somewhere  today  in  field  or  shop 
With  calloused  hands  he  works 
For  food  and  shelter  for  us  all, 
Oh  no,  he  never  shirks. 

Oh  bless  him,  make  him  feel,  dear  God, 
Our  sympathy,  faith  and  love, 
And  may  tve  never  bring  him  grief 

ntil  safe  at  home  above. 

—Edito 
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"Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a 
light    unto   my    path.' 


Psalm    119:105 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

We  recently  found  a  wonderful  mes- 
sage In  a  book,  "Special  Sermons  for 
Special  Days",  by 
George  A.  Miller, 
and  we  have  en- 
joyed it  so  much 
that  we  are  go- 
ing to  give  it  to 
you    in    this    issue 

r|  because  it  bears 
|  to  you  just  what 
we  would  like  to 
say.  God  bless 
the  good  fathers 
of  our  land  and 
may  you  make 
them  feel  your 
appreciation  for 
all  they  have  done  for  you  on  this  their 
day  and  then  may  we  pray,  God  forgive 
and  help  those  who  have  been  negligent 
of  home  and  children  and  cause  this  won- 
derful message  to  bring  them  to  a  real- 
ization of  the  need  of  true  fathers  in 
these  perilous  days  and  the  great  re- 
sponsibility that  is  resting  upon  them. 

We  are  using  this  sermon  by  permis- 
sion of  the  Standard  Publishing  Com- 
pany, Cincinnati,  Ohio. 


ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

I  'dltot 


The  Responsibility   of  Father- 
hood 

Extracts  from  sermon  by  Geo.  A.  Miller 

"Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he 
should  go:  and  when  he  is  old,  he  zvill 
not  depart  from  it,"  Prov.  22:6. 

"And,  ye  fathers,  provoke  not  your 
children  to  wrath:  but  bring  them  up  in 
the  nurture  and  admonition  of  the 
Lord,"  Eph.  6:4. 

For  a  number  of  years  our  churches 
have  been  observing  Mother's  Day.  This 
is  a  beautiful  custom  and  is  proving 
very  helpful  to  the  church.  It  is  also  a 
help  and  a  blessing  to  the  mothers  and 
children.  Father,  however,  has  been  al- 
most entirely  forgotten  or  ignored  in 
these  services.  He  has  come  too  often  to 
think  he  has  no  part  either  in  the  church 
service  or  the  home.  It  is  time  we  should 
give  father  a  square  deal  and  bring  him 
to  realize  that  he  is  an  important  factor 
in  the  life  of  his  children  and  of  the 
church.  I  would  not,  for  a  moment,  take 
away  one  particle  of  honor  and  respon- 
sibility from  mother,  but  I  would  like 
to  stress  the  importance  of  father's  re- 
sponsibility and  influence.  It  may  be 
that  we  have  felt  the  importance  of 
preaching  to  mother  more  than  to  fa- 
ther because,  formerly,  there  were  more 
mothers  present  at   the  church  services. 


If  the  fathers  have  at  any  time  felt 
slighted  because  they  were  not  given  a 
more  prominent  part  in  the  special  days 
of  the  church  calendar,  it  is  possibly  be- 
cause they  have  not  been  active  enough 
to  deserve  such  a  place.  They  have  re- 
mained at  home  or  been  so  given  over 
to  business  that  they  have  neglected 
their  true  church  and  parental  duties. 
My  text  shows  the  responsibility  of 
parents  in  general,  and  fathers  in  par- 
ticular. 

We  all  realize  the  importance  of 
training  children  for  the  great  work  of 
life  here  and  hereafter.  This  can  not  be 
truly  done  unless  both  parents  perform 
their  respective  parts.  Early  training  may 
for  awhile  seem  to  be  lost  in  the  life  of 
an  individual,  but  in  later  years  it  will 
have  its  influence. 

"When  he  is  old,  he  will  not  depart 
from  it,"  said  the  sacred  writer.  Paul 
realized  the  importance  of  the  father's 
responsibility  to  his  children.  "Nurture 
them  in  the  chastening  and  admonition 
of  the  Lord."  It  is  not  enough  to  feed 
and  clothe  them.  The  child  that  God 
has  given  is  a  living  soul.  His  spirit  is 
a  part  of  the  Great  Spirit  of  the  uni- 
verse. His  soul,  as  well  as  his  body  and 
intellect,  is  to  be  nurtured  and  de- 
veloped. Who  is  to  do  this?  Too  often 
it  is  looked  upon  as  the  duty  and  obli- 
gation of  the  mother  alone.  Paul  says 
it  is  the  father's  duty  as  well.  You  fa- 
thers can  not  shift  your  responsibility 
to  any  one  else.  There  is  no  excuse  that 
you  can  give  that  will  relieve  you  of 
this  obligation  to  your  child.  I  suppose 
in  this  modern  day  the  most  common 
excuse  is  that  "I  am  too  busy  to  look 
after  those  things.  I  leave  them  to  my 
wife."  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
yourself  to  make  such  an  excuse.  You 
admit  the  duty  in  making  the  excuse, 
and  no  duty  in  the  world  is  more  im- 
portant. Two  boys  were  playing  across 
the  street  when  the  father  of  one  of  them 
passed  on  the  other  side.  The  neighbor 
boy  said,  "Who  is  that  man?"  The  reply 
was,  "Oh,  he's  a  man  that  sleeps  at  our 
house."  Does  your  boy  think  of  you  on- 
ly as  a  roomer  in  what  he  calls  "home"? 
Fortunate  is  the  child  who  has  a  true 
home  in  which  both  father  and  mother 
preside  with  equal  solicitude  and  a  sense 
of   equal    responsibility. 

It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  chil- 
dren are  not  close  observers.  A  man 
once  speaking  before  a  Bible  school  was 
stressing  the  need  of  observation.  He  re- 
marked that  children  do  not  observe 
closely  and  to  prove  it  he  would  use  an 
illustration.  There  was  a  class  of  small 
boys  on  the  front  seats.  He  said,  "Now, 
you  boys  give  me  some  numbers  of  two 


figures,  and  I  will  put  them  on  the 
blackboard."  One  gave  "fifty-seven" 
and  he  put  down  seventy-five.  Another 
said  "forty-two"  and  he  put  down 
twenty-four.  Then  a  little  fellow  that 
lisped  called  out,  "thixthy-thix,"  and 
added,  "I'd  like  to  thee  the  thucker 
change  that."  Not  only  is  your  child  a 
close  observer  of  folks  in  general,  but 
he  is  a  close  observer  of  you  in  partic- 
ular. 

Every  father  should  realize  the  great 
obligation  resting  upon  him  in  the 
training  of  the  immortal  soul  that  has 
been  given  into  his  keeping.  The  soul  of 
his  child  is  of  more  value  than  all  else 
in  this  world  and  to  nurture  it  is  his 
highest  privilege.  Man  has  been  en- 
dowed with  the  ability  to  achieve  great 
things.  He  has  built  pyramids  and  the 
Parthenon.  He  has  tunneled  the  Alps 
and  made  a  way  for  trains  under  the 
east  river;  he  has  dug  the  Suez  and  Pan- 
ama canals.  He  has  erected  great  cities 
and  accomplished  many  wonderful 
works — but  the  greatest  of  all  his  en- 
dowments is  the  ability  to  work  with 
God  in  training  a  human  soul  in  the 
way  of  eternal  life.  It  is  a  task  big 
enough  to  call  forth  the  best  efforts  of 
the  greatest  men  of  this  or  any  other 
time.  Great  men  of  all  ages  have  real- 
ized   this   obligation. 

True    fatherhood    among    men    is    but  j 
a   reflection   of    the   fatherhood   of   God. 
What   a    high   and   holy    position.      How 
full   of   possibilities   for  eternity.      I   cer- 
tainly   pity    some    children    when    I    see 
their   fathers.   What   can   you   expect  of 
a   half-grown   boy   when  he  sees  his  fa-  I 
ther  with  a  cigarette  in  his  mouth?  It  is  j 
impossible    to    understand      the    type    of  j 
mind    that    will    attempt    to   justify   the 
setting    of    such    an    example      before    a 
son.    Is   such   a    man   reflecting      the   fa- 
therhood of  God? 

A  babe  is  the  most  helpless     and  de- 
pendent   thing    that    is    born      into    the 
world.    Its    absolute    dependence    is    for  j 
the   purpose   of   making   it   a   care   and  a 
responsibility  to  its  parents.  All  parents 
should   see   in    their   children's     eyes  the 
soul  of  God  born   anew  into  the  world. 
"They  are  idols  of  hearts  and  of  house- 
holds , 
They   are  angels   of   God  in   disguise! 
ll/\  sunlight  still  sleeps  in  their  tresses, 
His  glory  still  gleams  in  their  eyes." 
And  if  parents  can  see  God  looking  out 
upon  them  through  the  eyes  of  their  lit- 
tle ones,  the  little  ones  should  find  God 
waiting  for  them  in  the  hearts  of  their 
parents. 

No    true    father   would    want    to   rear 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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At  the  Crossroads 

MINNIE  E.  LUDWIG 

Used  by  Permission  of  Nazarcnc  Publishing   House 
(Continued  from  last  issue) 


SYNOPSIS 

In  the  dead  hours  of  night  Charles  Ludlow 
secretly  steals  away  from  the  happy  Christian 
home  of  his  childhood.  He  had  drifted  further 
and  further  into  sin  and  his  sweetheart,  a  beau- 
tiful girl  named  Viana  Harvey,  informed  him 
that   their   close   friendship   must  cease. 

With  the  decision  to  reform  and  lift  the  dis- 
grace he  has  brought  on  those  whom  he  loves 
dearest,  he  boards  the  train  for  Chicago,  where 
he  obtains  work  as  a  grocery  clerk.  He  reforms 
and  saves  his  money  for  a  while,  but  is  soon  back 
in  the  old  whirl  of  sin. 

Charles  meets,  falls  in  love  and  marries  Judith 
Delver,  a  woman  of  the  world.  A  son  is  born 
to  them.  Charles  names  him  Stephen  after  the 
first  martyr  and  his  father.  Judith  refuses  to 
care  for  him  and  puts  him  in  a  day  nursery.  At 
night  Charles  must  go  for  him  and  care  for  him 
while  she  spends   her   time  in  society. 

Suddenly  her  body  is  stricken  and  she  lives 
only  a  short  time.  Thinking  she  will  recover,  she 
refuses  to  make  peace  with  God.  She  realizes  her 
need  too  late,  and  while  dying  whispers,  "All 
is  lost,"  then,  "Oh,  it  is  so  dark,"  as  she  slips 
out  into  eternity,  unprepared. 

Charles  was  saddened,  his  past  life  of  sin 
haunted  him,  and  he  felt  that  had  he  only  known 
God,  Judith  might  have  been  spared  or  saved 
through    his   prayers. 

Six  years  had  passed.  Many  changes  had  taken 
place  in  his  old  home.  His  sister  had  married 
Viana  Harvey's  brother,  Theodore,  and  Viana  had 
married  a  young  minister,  but  Charles  knew 
nothing  of  these  changes,  but  he  knew  his  father 
and  mother  would  welcome  him  home.  He  decided 
to  take  little  Stephen  there.  Stephen  suddenly  be- 
comes ill  and  all  the  savings  are  spent  for  his 
recovery.  In  a  touching  service  one  Sunday  Charles 
is  gloriously  converted.  He  reads  the  Bible  to 
Stephen  and  points  out  the  folly  of  living  a  sin- 
ful  life. 

Once  more  they  begin  preparation  to  go  to 
Charles'  home.  While  walking  down  the  street 
next  evening  Charles  is  struck  by  a  car  and  dies 
almost   instantly,   leaving   Stephen  alone. 

Stephen  vacates  the  oid  home  and  moves  into 
an  alley  shack.  He  is  befriended  by  a  newsboy 
and  begins  selling  papers.  His  good  influence 
leads  Freckles  to  quit  tobacco  and  swearing  and 
they  both  decide  to  begin  attending  church. 

Stephen  was  very  lonely  and  often  hungry.  He 
thought  of  his  father's  plan  of  going  to  his 
grandfather's  house  and  the  words  he  had  spoken 
the  night  before  he  was  killed,  "Grandmother 
will  let  you  call  her  mamma,  and  she  will  love 
you."  Then  he  remembered  his  father  told  him 
to  adopt  the  sweet-faced  lady  in  his  new  book 
for  his  mamma  until  he  went  to  his  grand- 
mother's. It  was  strange  he  had  forgotten  this 
but  he  resolved  to  do  as  his  father  had  told  him. 
By  the  good  instructions  in  this  little  book  he 
is  guided  into  the  right  road  and  improves  his 
manners   and   conduct. 

One  evening  Freckles  comes  to  Stephen's  shack 
and  tells  of  trouble  between  his  father  and  moth- 
er. Afterward  his  mother  repents  and  is  saved. 
Later  she  takes  sick  and  dies.  Freckles'  father 
moves  and  the  two  friends  have  to  part. 

When  walking  to  the  park  and  returning, 
Stephen  usually  passed  a  residence  which  was  the 
home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  and  their  two 
children,  Raymond  and  Mary.  Their  home  was 
but  a  modest  little  cottage  and  the  furniture  not 


expensive;  the  yard  also  was  not  large  but  well 
kept   and  beautiful   flowers   brightened   the  place. 

The  family,  as  Stephen  saw  them  each  evening 
when  passing  their  home,  reminded  him  of  his 
adopted  mother  and  her  family  in  the  book. 

One  evening,  Mrs.  Sylvester  persuaded  Stephen 
to  play  in  the  yard  with  her  children,  but  just 
before  dark  he  bade  them  good-night  as  he  said 
his  mother  desired  him  to  be  home  early.  He 
was  indeed   a  mystery  to  this   family. 

A  week  later  Mrs.  Sylvester  again  detained 
Stephen  at  their  home  and  at  this  time  she  urged 
him  to  bring  his  father  and  mother  over  some 
time. 

He  tells  them  that  his  father  is  dead  and  he 
is   embarrassed    when   asked   to   bring   his   mother. 

Mrs.  Sylvester  was  wise  and  did  not  press  the 
matter  any  further  but  invited  him  to  dinner 
that    following    Sunday. 

On  Sunday  they  learned  that  his  father  and 
mother  were  dead  and  that  he  had  a  book  called 
"Mother"  which  had  taught  him  manners  and 
conduct.  They  accompanied  him  home  and  found 
the    terrible    conditions    under    which    he    lived. 

The  next  day  a  search  was  made  for  some 
relative  but  when  no  trace  was  found  of  his  kin- 
dred the  authoritives  gave  the  Sylvesters  permis- 
sion to  adopt  the  child.  He  was  moved  to  their 
home  and  given  a  room  and  put  on  an  equal  with 
their  children.  On  Sunday  morning  he  accom- 
panies them  to  church  and  there  makes  peace 
with   God. 

While  Stephen  is  being  so  wonderfully  cared  for 
poor  little  Freckles  is  being  abused  by  a  drunken 
father.  Some  time  after  Stephen  had  moved  to 
his  new  home  he  met  up  with  Freckles  and  tells 
the  story  of  his  new  found  home.  He  gives 
Freckles  his  mother  book  to  guide  him  as  he 
had  been  guided.  After  a-  brief  visit  together  they 
part,  one  going  to  a  happy  home  and  the  other 
to  a  cheerless  basement  room  to  be  abused  by  a 
drunken    father. 


Three  months  after  Freckles  had 
visited  Stephen  on  the  street  corner  he 
again  boarded  the  car  to  make  an  effort 
to  find  him.  To  his  great  disappointment 
Stephen  was  not  there.  Another  had 
taken  his  place.  He  tried  to  find  him 
but  failed. 

Freckles  had  been  reading  the  book, 
"Mother,"  which  Stephen  had  given  him 
and  he,  also,  loved  the  sweet-faced  lady 
and  was  making  a  heroic  effort  to  pro- 
fit by  her  teachings;  however,  with 
Freckles  the  battle  was  harder.  He  had 
been  surrounded  by  sins  of  every  de- 
scription from  his  earliest  recollection, 
and  was  now  daily  associated  with  sinful 
boys  and  living  with  a  father  who  was  a 
drunkard  and  a   gambler. 

Weary  and  disappointed  he  stepped 
from  the  street  car  a  few  blocks  from 
his  home.  He  walked  along  slowly,  and 
in  deep  meditation.  He  did  not  care  to 
go  home  but  had  no  other  place  to  go. 
He  thought  of  his  mother,  but  she  was 
gone,  and  now  he  had  failed  to  find 
Stephen,  the  only  friend  he  had  left  who 
had    been    showing    any    real    interest    in 


him.  Suddenly  he  stopped — before  him 
on  the  corner  stood  a  beautiful  new 
church.  Fie  saw  a  large  sign  which 
particularly  arrested  his  attention. 

"I've  seen  that  there  name  before," 
he  said  to  himself.  "Yes,  sir,  that  there 
is  the  same  name  as  the  other  church 
close  by  where  I  used  to  live,  en  Steve 
he  tole  me  that  there's  wher  his  dad  he 
got  all  his  meanness  fergiven  en  was 
made  happy  en  then  went  ter  heaven." 

Freckles  sat  down  on  the  curbing  for 
a  while  to  think  it  all  over  and  solilo- 
quized, "I've  been  a-readin'  that  there 
book  that  that  kid  gave  me  and  that 
there  lady  in  it  is  sure  a  good  mom  to 
her  kids,  en  I've  been  a  a-tryin'  ter  do 
as  she  tells  me,  and — lem'me  see,  I 
don't  think  that  I  swear  quite  as  much  as 
I  used  to,  en — well  I  'member  she  says 
a  feller  arta  go  ter  church  if  he's  a-gon- 
na  be  good  en  go  to  heven  when  he  dies 
— well,  sir,  I'm  a-goin'  the  very  first 
chance  I  get." 

With  this  determination  he  arose  to 
go  home.  Just  then  the  janitor  came 
down  the  front  steps  of  the  church. 

"Say,  Mister,  when  kin  a  feller  git  in 
here?"  Freckles  asked. 

"Do  you  mean  into  the  church?"  the 
kind  janitor  asked. 

"Yes,  when  kin  a  feller  git  in?" 

"You  may  come  in  right  now,  my 
boy,  if  you  wish." 

Freckles  walked  in,  cast  a  hurried 
gbnee  around,  and  noticing  that  all  the 
seats  were  vacant,  turned  to  the  jani- 
tor saying,  "Why,  Mister,  there's  nothin' 
doin'  here." 

"No,  we  have  no  service  here  to- 
day, this  is  Saturday;  but  we  have  Sun- 
day School  and  preaching  service  here 
tomorrow  morning  and  again  preachng 
service  at  night;  we  would  be  glad  to 
have  you  attend." 

"I  couldn't  come  in  ther  morning' 
'cause  I  sell  papers,  but  I  kin  at  night." 

"All  right,  sonnie,"  the  kind  man  said 
as  he  took  Freckles'  dirty  hand  in  his  and 
laid  his  other  hand  on  his  head,  "You 
come  tomorrow  night,  be  here  at  seven- 
thirty  and  I  will  be  standing  right  here 
on  the  steps  waiting  for  you,  and  I  will 
see  that  you  get  a  good  seat." 

"It's  a  bargain,  Mister,  I'm  a-comin'," 
Freckles  said  in  his  frank,  straightfor- 
ward manner. 

"That  there  feller  sure  is  nice,"  he 
said  to  himself  as  he  left  the  church  to 
go  home,  "I've  never  had  anyone  talk 
so  nice  to  me  in  all  my  life — 'cept  Steve, 
he's  alius  nice — I'm  sure  a-goin'  tomor- 
row night.  I  wouldn't  mind  goin'  jest 
ter  see  that  there  feller  agin.  I  betcha 
he'll  be  right  there  on  the  steps  a-waitin' 
fer  me." 

The   following   evening      the      janitor 
took  his  place  on  the  steps  of  the  church 
a  little  while  before  seven-thirty,  as  his 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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Jesus  Instructing    His  Friends 

One  day  Jesus  had  a  loving  talk  with 
His  friends  just  by  themselves.  He 
knew  that  He  was  soon  going  to  the 
heavenly  home  where  these  friends  could 
not  see  Him.  He  knew  that  they  would 
miss  doing  things  for  His  comfort  and 
pleasure.  So  He  told  them  how  they 
could  keep  on  doing  things  for  Him.  He 
said  that  by  doing  kind  and  helpful 
things  for  others  for  His  sake,  they  would 
be  doing  them  for  Him.  Jesus  said  that 
some  day  He  was  coming  back  with  a 
company  of  angels  and  when  He  comes 
everyone  will  be  called  before  Him.  The 
people  will  be  divided  into  two  groups, 
those  who  have  been  kind  and  helpful  to 
others,  because  they  loved  Him,  will  be 
on  one  side,  and  those  who  have  not 
tried  to  please  Jesus  by  being  kind  will 
be   on   the  other  side. 

Jesus  will  then  turn  lovingly  to  His 
friends  who  have  tried  to  please  Him 
a*nd  will  say,  "Come  into  the  beautiful 
place  I  have  ready  for  you.  I  was  hun- 
gry and  you  fed  me;  I  was  thirty  and 
you  gave  me  drink;  I  was  a  stranger  and 
you  took  me  into  your  homes,  naked  and 
you  clothed  me;  I  was  sick  and  in  prison 
and  you  came  to  me."  Those  who  loved 
Jesus  will  then  ask  Him,  "When  did  we 
ever  do  these  things  for  you?"  Jesus  will 
answer,  "When  you  did  kind  and  help- 
ful things  for  others  because  you  loved 
me,  it  was  just  as  though  you  did  them 
for  me."  "Be  ye  also  ready"  to  please 
Jesus. 

What  did  Jesus  know?  That  He  was 
soon  going  to  the  heavenly  home.  How 
did  He  tell  His  friends  they  could  keep 
on    Join-    kind    things   for   Him?   By  do- 


ing kind  things  for  others.  What  did  He 
say  He  would  do?  Come  back  again  some 
day.  Who  will  be  taken  to  the  heavenly 
home?  Those  who  have  been  ready  to  help 
others.  What  will  Jesus  say  to  them? 
"When  you  did  kind  and  helpful  things 
for  others,  it  was  as  though  you  did  them 
for  me." 

Jesus  Honored  By  the  People 

One  day  Jesus  and  His  friends  went 
to  Jerusalem  to  a  great  feast  or  supper. 
As  Jesus  went  along,  many  people  fol- 
lowed Him.  As  they  were  passing  a  lit- 
tle town,  Jesus  told  two  of  His  friends 
to  go  there  and  they  would  find  a  colt 
tied.  They  were  to  bring  the  colt  to 
Him.  So  they  brought  the  colt  to  Je- 
sus. They  put  their  coats  on  the  colt 
for  a  saddle  and  Jesus  rode  upon  its 
back.  This  is  the  way  that  Jesus  took  to 
tell  the  people  that  He  was  their  King. 
They  understood  and  were  very  happy, 
indeed.  They  made  a  soft  path  for  Him 
to  ride  over  by  spreading  their  clothes 
in  the  road  before  Him.  They  also  pulled 
off  branches  from  the  trees  and  waved 
them  or  threw  them  down  for  a  green 
carpet.  When  they  came  near  the  city, 
those  who  loved  Jesus  began  to  shout 
and  sing  a  glad  song  of  praise  to  Him. 
"Hosanna!  Blessed  is  he  that  cometh  in 
the  name  of  the  Lord." 

The  people  in  the  city  asked,  "Who  is 
this  about  whom  you  are  shouting  and 
singing?"  The  people  in  the  procession 
answered,  "This  is  Jesus,  the  King  the 
heavenly  Father  has  sent  to  help  to  save 
us."  Friends  of  Jesus  came  out  of  Jeru- 
salem to  meet  Him  and  joined  the  hap- 
py procession.  They  all  marched  into  the 
city,  singing  and  praising  Jesus.  He  was 
pleased  with  their  gifts  and  songs  and 
flowers  and  garments  strewn  in  the  way. 
Jesus  is  pleased  with  the  songs  of  praise 
which  children  sing. 

What  did  Jesus  ask  two  of  His  friends 
to  do?  Bring  a  colt  to  Him.  Who  rode 
upon  the  colt's  back?  Jesus.  By  doing 
this,  what  did  He  tell  the  people?  That 
He  was  their  King.  What  did  the  people 
do?  They  spread  their  coats  in  the  road 
for  Jesus  to  ride  over.  What  did  they 
wave?  Palm  branches.  How  did  they 
praise  Jesus?  With  their  singing.  How 
did  Jesus  feel  at  being  honored  in  this 
way?  He  was  pleased. 

Once  some  Roman  soldiers  took  the 
country  belonging  to  the  Jews  in  the 
name  of  their  ruler,  called  Caesar.  There 
were  Roman  soldiers  everywhere.  This 
made  the  Jews  very  unhappy.  The  Rom- 
ans   made    the   people      pay      money      to 


Caesar.  One  day  some  men  came  to  Je- 
sus and  asked,  "Master,  is  it  right  for  us 
to  pay  this  money  to  Caesar?"  Jesus 
asked  to  see  a  penny.  Caesar's  picture 
was  stamped  on  the  penny  and  Caesar's 
name  was  printed  underneath  the  pic- 
ture. Jesus  said,  "The  money  you  are 
using  belongs  to  Caesar.  Give  to  Caesar 
the  things  that  are  Caesar's,  and  to  God 
the  things  that  are  God's."  Jesus  wanted 
them  to  be  ready  to  help  their  country 
and  to  please  God.  After  Jesus  had  an- 
swered these  men,  another  man  asked 
him,  "Which  is  the  most  important  of 
God's  rules?"  Jesus  said,  "The  rules 
mean,  Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy 
God  with  all  thy  heart,  and  thou  shalt 
love  thy  neighbour  as  thyself."  Jesus 
said  anyone  who  needs  our  help  is  our 
neighbor,   even  though  he  be  a  stranger. 

Jesus  told  a  story  about  a  man  who 
was  ready  to  help  a  stranger.  Once  a 
man  was  going  along  a  road  when  rob- 
bers knocked  him  down,  taking  his 
money  and  leaving  him  hurt  by  the 
roadside.  Two  men  passed  by  without 
helping  him.  A  good  Samaritan  then 
came  along.  He  bound  up  the  man's 
wounds  and  took  him  to  an  inn  and  cared 
for  him  until  he  was  well.  This  Samari- 
tan  was  ready  to  help  his  neighbor. 

What  did  some  men  ask  Jesus?  If  it 
was  right  to  pay  money  to  their  ruler, 
called  Caesar.  What  did  Jesus  tell  them? 
To  give  to  Caesar  what  belonged  to  him, 
and  to  God  what  belonged  to  Him.  What 
did  another  man  ask  Jesus?  Which  is 
the  most  important  of  God's  rules?  What 
was  Jesus'  answer?  Thou  shalt  love  the 
Lord  thy  God  with  all  thy  heart,  and 
thy  neighbour  as  thyself.  Who  is  our 
neighbor?  Anyone  who  needs  our  help. 
Whom  did  the  good  Samaritan  help? 
The  man  who  was  hurt. 


\t 


The  Ten  Virgins 

Onci  day,  Jesus  told  a  story  about  a 
wedding.  He  said  that  ten  girls  were  in- 
vited to  a  wedding  supper.  They  were 
to  join  the  wedding  procession,  when  the 
groom  brought  his  bride  to  his  home.  It 
was  to  be  at  night  and  each  girl  was  to 
carry  a  small  lamp  to  help  make  the 
path  bright  for  the  bride  and  groom. 
These  ten  girls  each  put  her  lamp  in 
order.  The  lamps  did  not  hold  much  oil, 
so  five  girls  were  wise  enough  to  take 
extra  oil,  so  that,  if  they  had  to  wait  a 
long  time  for  the  wedding  party,  they 
would  have  enough  oil  to  keep  their 
lights  burning.  Five  girls  did  not  take! 
extra  oil  for  their  lamps.  All  these  ten 
girls  waited  together  for  the  wedding 
party.  They  got  so  tired  waiting  that 
they  went  to  sleep. 

Suddenly   the  noise      of      music      and 

shouting   waked   them  up.   Someone  was 

crying,      "Behold,    the   bridegroom    com-! 

eth."    They    all    jumped    up    and    looked 

(Continued  on  page   23) 
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SITTING    ON  THE    FENCE 

There  are  some  things  which  we  have 
never  done,  some  things  which  we  never 
will  do,  some  things  we  cannot  do,  some 
things  we  will  not  do,  some  things  we 
might  do,  and  some  things  we  will  do; 
but  there  is  one  thing  we  must  do. 
Whether  we  like  it  or  not,  we  must  take 
sides  for,  or  against  Christ. 

Just  before  the  end  of  this  life,  Moses, 
then  a  hundred  and  twenty  years  of 
age,  gave  to  the  people  of  Israel  a  fare- 
well speech.  It  is  recorded  for  us  in  the 
Book  of  Deuteronomy,  and  at  the  close 
of  it  he  sums  up  by  saying,  "I  call  heav- 
en and  earth  to  record  this  day  against 
you,  that  I  have  set  before  you  life  and 
death,  blessing  and  cursing:  therefore 
choose  life,"  Deut.   3  0:19. 

He  is  an  old  man  approaching  the  end 
of  his  life's  work.  There  have  been  three 
sections  to  it — each  forty  years  in  dura- 
tion. Forty  years  in  Egypt,  forty  years 
in  the  back  side  of  the  desert,  and  forty 
years  as  the  leader  of  God's  people  out 
of  Egypt  and  across  the  Red  Sea.  Dur- 
ing the  first  period  he  had  learned  that 
he  was  something,  in  the  second  he  dis- 
covered that  he  was  nothing,  and  finally 
in  the  last  stage,  he  realized  that  God 
was   everything. 

But  now  he  must  speak  his  final  ut- 
terance. Last  words  are  never  easy  to 
say,  but  are  often  pregnant  with  mean- 
ing. 

Here  this  man  stands,  over  his  hoary 
head  has  broken  many  a  storm.  The  ex- 
periences of  the  past  crowd  in  upon  his 
mind.  The  tyranny  of  Egypt,  the  slav- 
ery under  Pharaoh,  that  wonderful  de- 
liverance by  the  plagues,  the  Passover, 
the  Red  Sea,  and  the  desert  journeyings. 
To  the  west  is  the  ribbon  of  the  Jor- 
dan,  and   across   it   the   promised    land. 

Moses  looks  back  over  it  all,  and 
then  he  looks  on  to  the  prospect  before 
this  amazing  nation.  But  now  he  must 
hand  over  the  leadership  to  another, 
and  be  gathered  to  his  fathers.  There 
are  conflicting  emotions  in  his  heart, 
and  he  feels  constrained  to  say  some  last 
words  that  will  stick  in  their  memories. 
So  he  reminds  them  how  he  has  set  be- 
fore them  life  and  death,  blessing  and 
cursing.   Then,  out  of  a  heart   which  is 


yearning    for    their    salvation,    he    pleads, 
"Therefore    choose    life." 

I  think  there  must  have  been  tremen- 
dous emphasis  upon  the  word  "there- 
fore." He  says  in  effect,  "I  have  set  be- 
fore you  two  things,  two  terrific  alter- 
natives. Surely  you  will  choose  life,  for 
if  you  do  not  have  life,  you  are  bound 
to  have  death.  If  you  refuse  to  have  the 
blessing,  you  elect  to  have  the  curse. 
There  is  no  go-between,  you  must  have 
one  or  the  other.  You  cannot  sit  on  the 
fence.  You  cannot  be  on  both  sides,  and 
you  cannot  be  on  neither  side.  You  must 
choose." 

THE  UNAVOIDABLE  CHRIST 

Moses  was  not  the  only  one  in  Scrip- 
ture who  made  his  hearers  face  up  to 
this  decision.  Again  and  again  our  Lord 
made  the  same  appeal  that  a  choice  must 
be  made  between  the  broad  and  the  nar- 
row way,  between  life  and  death,  light 
and  darkness,  liberty  and  bondage, 
Christ   and   Satan,    heaven   and   hell. 

Neutrality  is  impossible.  Did  not  our 
Lord  say  in  Luke  11:2  3,  "He  that  is  not 
with  me  is  against  me"?  We  must  be 
His  friends,  or  His  foes.  There  is  no 
middle  course. 

Jesus  Christ  is  unavoidable.  We  must 
do  something  with  Him;  accept  or  re- 
ject, confess  or  deny,  crown  or  crucify. 

Pilate  was  the  man  who  tried  to  "sit 
on  the  fence,"  and  found  the  position 
untenable.  Poor,  pliable,  pitiable  Pilate! 
What  a  weak-kneed,  cowardly,  "jelly 
fish"  type  of  man.  He  was  confronted 
with  a  clear-cut  issue,  but  sought,  by 
every  conceivable  means,  to  evade  and 
escape  it. 

"Take  Him  and  judge  Him  by  your 
law,"  he  says  to  the  Jews,  in  the  hope 
of  getting  rid  of  his  responsibility.  A 
decision  concerning  this  strange  Prison- 
er embarrasses  him,  and  he  is  at  pains  to 
avoid  it  if  he  can.  But  they  refuse,  be- 
cause by  their  law  they  cannot  crucify. 
"Send  Him  to  Herod  then,"  he  protests. 
In  his  own  mind  he  must  have  thought. 
"Herod  is  no  friend  of  mine,  let  him 
have  the  awkward  job."  But  Herod 
sends  Jesus  back.  Once  again  Pilate  is 
"in  a  cleft  stick."  The  crowd  clamours 
for  Christ  to  be  crucified,  urging,  "If 
thou  let  this  man  go  thou  art  not 
Caesar's  friend."  This  frightens  him, 
but  he  tries  again — this  time  ordering 
the  Roman  scourge  and  protesting  his 
own  innocence.  Still  the  chief  priests 
press  their  claim.  The  sight  of  the  bleed- 
ing   back   of    the    Prisoner    calls    out    no 


pity  from  them.  It  only  excites  their 
fury  as  wild  beasts  which  have  tasted 
blood. 

Then  for  the  last  time  Pilate  attempts 
to  solve  his  problem.  He  plays  his  trump 
card.  He  presents  Barabbas  as  an  alter- 
native to  Christ.  Barabbas!  the  thief! 
Did  he  really  think  that  it  was  only 
blood  that  the  chief  priests  wanted? 
The  thinking  of  a  man  who  knows  what 
he  ought  to  do  and  will  not  do  it  is 
always  twisted.  Pilate  actually  offers  to 
liberate  one  or  the  other  as  the  crowd 
may  choose.  To  his  surprise  and  horror, 
they  clamour  for  the  crucifixion  of 
Christ,  and  the  release  of  Barabbas. 

At  last  the  man  who  has  twisted  and 
turned  in  his  attempts  to  avoid  a  de- 
cision, is  obliged  to  sign  the  death  war- 
rant, and  hand  over  the  One,  whom  he 
knew  to  be  innocent,  to  the  infuriated 
mob. 

So  much  for  Pilate.  What  about  us? 
He  was  not  the  only  man  who  has  tried 
to  "sit  on  the  fence."  Many  think  there 
are  three  courses  open  to  them  regarding 
Christ. 

ONLY  TWO  COURSES  OPEN 

"I've  weighed  it  up,"  said  a  young 
man,  after  listening  to  a  challenging  ap- 
peal, "and  I  have  decided  to  have  noth- 
ing to  do  with  it.  I  have  no  place  for 
religion." 

This  is  the  attitude  of  open  and  delib- 
erate rejection.  It  is  at  least  frank.  The 
atheist,  the  agnostic,  the  materialist  and 
all  who  consider  this  life  to  be  the  onlv 
one,  reject  "in  toto"  the  claims  of 
Christ.  "We  will  not  have  this  man  to 
reign  over  us"  is  their  point  of  view. 

The  second  possibility  is  to  become 
an  open  confessed  follower  of  Jesus 
Christ,  to  accept  His  claims,  receive  His 
salvation,  surrender  to  His  Lordship,  and 
witness  for  Him  in  active  service. 

When  then  is  the  supposed  third 
course?  To  adopt  an  attitude  of  "bene- 
volent neutrality,"  to  admire  His  teach- 
ings, respect  His  character,  extol  His 
virtues,  try  to  copy  His  example,  and 
to  live  a  good  moral  life,  but  to  srop  at 
that. 

"I'm  not  an  atheist,"  says  such  a  man, 
"nor  a  criminal.  I  am  a  moralist.  I  even 
pray  sometimes.  True — I  don't  go  to 
church,  but  I  don't  see  any  need  for  it. 
I  think  I  shall  stand  as  much  chance  as 
anybody." 

What  such  people  have  never  grasped 
is  that  they  need  to  come  as  penitents  to 
the  cross;  that  they  need  not  only  the 
pardon  of  a  holy  God,  through  the 
merits  of  that  cross,  but  also  the  incom- 
ing of  the  divine  life  by  the  regenerat- 
ing work  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 

To  put  it  frankly — Christ  does  not 
number  them  among  His  followers. 
They  may  think  they  have  found  a  hap- 
py middle  course,  but  the  fact  still  re- 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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SKelps  for  tempted  and  ^ried 


Cross-Bearers 

By  Esther  Holland 
"//  any   man  will  conic  after  me,  let 
deny   himself,   and    take    up    bis      cross 
daily,  and  follow  me,"  Luke  9:2  3. 

"Cross-Bearer,"  the  name  itself  is  any- 
thing but  inviting,  isn't  it?  But  "fol- 
lower-of-Jesus"  is  a  call  to  which  any 
eager  heart  will  respond.  And  yet,  these 
go  hand  in  hand,  as  given  from  the  lips 
of  the  Master.  There  would  be  many  fol- 
lowers of  Jesus  today  if  no  cross  was  in- 
volved, for  many  are  willing  to  follow 
in  a  plain,  pleasant  path  that  leads 
only  through  sunshine  and  amongst  dew- 
laden  flowers;  but  when  the  way  leads 
through  rocky  paths  of  persecution  or 
suffering,  immediately  they  become  of- 
fended and  are  ready  to  lay  aside  the 
cross   and   turn   back. 

Then  there  are  those  who  are  willing 
to  bear  the  cross  if  they  can  hide  it  from 
their  friends  and  associates,  but  are  not 
willing  to  be  proclaimed  as  a  follower 
of  Jesus  publicly.  But  I  am  persuaded 
that  Jesus  is  not  pleased  with  a  secret 
follower,  for  He  said  in  Mark  8:38, 
"Whosoever  therefore  shall  be  ashamed 
of  me  and  of  my  words  in  this  adulter- 
ous and  sinful  generation;  of  him  also 
shall  the  Son  of  man  be  ashamed,  when 
he  cometh  in  the  glory  of  his  Father 
with  the  holy  angels."  Therefore,  we 
must  confess  Him  before  men  and  bear 
the  cross  He  gives  willingly  and  openly 
il   we  are  to  be  accepted  of  Him. 

Another  class  of  cross-bearers  to 
which  I  wish  to  invite  your  attention  is 
the  Pharisaic  type:  those  who  bear  the 
cross  only  to  be  seen  of  men,  those  who 
trust  in  their  own  self-righteousness  to 
carry  them  through.  They  love  to  pray 
long,  flowery  prayers  and  tell  others  of 
the  greatness  of  their  contributions  and 
service,  and  according  to  their  estima- 
tion not  any  excel  them.  They  are  will- 
ing to  do  those  things  that  will  give 
them  a  prominent  place  in  the  church 
organization  and  community.  No  price 
is  too  high  to  pay  for  the  fame  and  pop- 
ularity and  praise  of  men,  but  their 
hearts  are  far  from  God.  Jesus  said  this 
class  already  had  its  reward.  After  all, 
they  seek  the  honor  of  men  and  God 
doesn't  always  honor  those  who  are 
highly  esteemed   of  men. 

Another  group  we  find  would  be  loyal 
cross-bearers  if  they  could  choose  the 
cross  for  themselves;  if  they  were  per- 
mitted to  select  one  which  they  felt  was 
most  suited  to  their  position  and  sur- 
roundings, but  if  they  must  take  the 
one    divinely    appointed    for    them,    they 


refuse    because   of    inconvenient    circum- 
stances. 

We  find  that  the  foregoing  classes 
have  overlooked  that  which  is  most  im- 
portant in  bearing  the  cross  for  Je- 
sus, that  is,  self-denial.  Jesus  said,  "If 
any  man  will  come  after  me,  let  him 
deny  himself  and  take  up  his  cross  daily 
and  follow  me."  It  means  denying  self 
of  time  which  should  be  spent  in  the 
study  of  the  Word  of  God  and  in  prayer; 
denying  self  of  some  material  desire  that 
the  money  which  would  have  been  spent 
therefore  may  be  used  for  missionary 
purposes  or  for  the  minister.  Yea,  and 
self-denial  may  sometimes  mean  denying 
one's  self  of  something  really  needed  in 
a  material  way  for  the  promotion  of  the 
cause  of  God.  And  there  are  times  when 
in  the  Lord's  service  we  feel  that  we 
would  like  to  go  to  the  altar  and  ask 
God  to  fill  our  evips  with  blessing,  when 
at  the  same  time  He  would  have  us  help 
some  poor  sinner  pray  through  to  vic- 
tory. 

But  regardless  of  this  vast  unfaithful 
multitude  whom  we  have  pictured  be- 
fore us,  there  are  those  who  are  true 
cross-bearers.  These  are  they  who  have 
not  chosen  their  crosses,  but  have  ac- 
cepted those  appointed  by  the  hand  of 
divine  love;  they  have  not  boasted  of 
their  good  works,  but  have  proclaimed 
the  power  of  God  to  forgive  sins  and  heal 
broken  hearts;  they  have  not  sought  to 
hide  the  cross,  but  have  manifested  the 
sweet  spirit  of  meekness  and  humility; 
nor  have  they  grown  weary  of  the  heavy 
load,  but  rather  glory  in  persecutions, 
for  Jesus,  their  example,  was  persecuted 
before  them.  These  count  it  a  great  privi- 
lege to  follow  Jesus,  for  in  bearing  the 
cross  they  recognize  His  divine  help  and 
presence.  Even  His  footprints  along  the 
way  give  assurance  of  His  guidance. 
Their  eyes  are  fixed  on  the  goal  He  has 
set  for  them,  and  by  continuing  faith- 
ful these  crosses  will  be  exchanged  for 
beautiful,  jeweled  crowns  when  they 
reach  the  end  of  the  way. 

Will  you  be  a  cross-bearer  for  Jesus? 
Then  begin  today. 

The  Spear  Key 

"In  that  day  there  shall  be  a  foun- 
tain opened  to  the  house  of  David  and 
to  the  inhabitants  of  Jerusalem  for  sin 
and  uncleanness."  "Then  came  the  sol- 
diers, and  broke  the  legs  of  the  first, 
and  of  the  other  which  was  crucified 
with  him.  But  when  they  came  to  Je- 
sus, and  saw  that  he  was  dead  already, 
they  broke  not  his  legs:   But  one  of  the 


soldiers  with  a  spear  (Spear  Key)  pierced 
his  side,  and  forthwith  came  there  out 
blood  and  water."  "Behold,  I  stand  at 
the  door,  and  knock:  if  any  man  hear 
my  voice,  and  open  the  door,  I  will 
come  in  to  him,  and  will  sup  with  him, 
and   he    with   me." 

Upon  being  questioned  as  to  why  he 
had  failed  to  paint  the  door  latch  on  the 
painting,  "Christ  Knocking  at  the 
Door,"  the  artist  replied,  "Friend,  the 
latch  is  on  the  inside  and  if  the  Savior 
ever  gains  admission  to  your  heart,  you 
must  open  the  door."  Christ  Himself 
said,  "If  any  man  will  open  the  door," 
thus  proving  that  He  is  both  waiting 
and  willing  to  abide  with  (any  man) 
but  that  we  first  must  give  Him  an 
invitation   into  our  hearts. 

Oh  what  an  honor  to  have  such  a 
royal  guest.  Think  of  it.  The  King  of 
kings  and  the  Lord  of  lords,  yes,  the 
Savior   Himself,   oh   glory! 

But  I  hear  someone  say,  "It's  all  a 
one-sided  affair.  You're  constantly 
preaching  that  mankind  ought  to  open 
their  hearts  and  give  the  Savior  an  in- 
vitation to  come  in  but  you  never  say 
anything  about  the  Lord  opening  a  door 
for  us,  "Listen  beloved,  the  Master  has 
said,  "I  have  set  before  thee  an  open 
door."  Again  He  says,  "Come  unto  rne 
all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden  and 
I  will  give  you  rest."  And  "Abide  in 
me." 

Oh,  I  know  Satan  would  blind  you  if 
he  could  so  that  you  could  not  see  this 
door  but  if  you  will  just  look  at  Jesus 
you  will  see  the  Door,  for  He  said,  "I 
am  the  Door."  "No  man  cometh  unto 
the  Father  but  by  me." 

Now  there  is  one  thing  I  want  you 
to  notice  and  that  is,  what  kind  of  key 
was  used  to  unlock  and  open  this  door 
to  eternal  salvation?  It  was  not  one 
fringed  with  rare  jewels  nor  made  of 
costly  metal  but  simply  a  crude,  cruel 
war  spear,  in  the  hand  of  one  of  the 
soldiers,  which  pierced  the  precious 
Savior's  side.  We  read  that  when  they 
came  to  Jesus  and  found  He  was  dead 
already  they  thrust  the  (spear  key)  in- 
to the  door,  (His  side)  which  opened  the 
fountain  for  sin  and  uncleanness  and 
forthwith  came  there  out  blood  and 
water. 

It  was  then  and  there  on  Calvary's 
cross  that  the  door  by  which  you  may 
enter  into  God  was  opened.  Remember 
His  words,  "I  am  the  door:  by  me  if  any 
man  enter  in,  he  shall  be  saved,  and  shall 
go  in  and  out,  and  find  pasture."  I  am 
sure  you  can  plainly  see  that  the  Door 
of  Grace  is  standing  open  to  you.  Now 
the  question  is,  Will  you  open  your 
heart's  door  and  bid  the  Savior  come  in 


to  a 


bide? 


Don't  forget,  today  is  the  day  of  sal- 
vation.— Evangelist  Archie  F.  McWil- 
liams,  Indiana  Supt.  of  Y.  P.  E. 
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treasured  Sleanings  for  ^Ministers  and 
Christian  Workers 


I 

Too  Late  Now,  Father 

During  a  series  of  gospel  meetings  held 
in  the  schoolhouse  of  a  small  village  a 
little  girl  became  very  concerned  about 
the  salvation  of  her  soul. 

She  and  her  father  lived  next  door  to 
the  school.  He  was  an  unbeliever,  and 
hated  everything  that  had  to  do  with 
Christ,  and  strictly  forbade  his  little 
daughter  to  attend  any  more  of  the 
meetings. 

The  poor  child  was  very  distressed, 
and  did  not  know  what  to  do.  She 
obeyed  her  father  until  the  next  meet- 
ing was  more  than  half  way  through, 
and  then,  slipping  out  without  his 
knowledge,  she  got  through  the  hole  in 
the  back  yard  fence  and  ran  in  to  the 
meeting. 

It  was  some  time  before  her  father 
missed  her,  but  when  he  discovered  she 
had  gone,  he  hurriedly  went  to  the 
meeting,  where  he  found  his  little  girl 
on  her  knees,  with  others,  for  whom  the 
people  of  God  were  praying.  So  enraged 
was  he  that  he  pushed  his  way  forward 
and  lifted  her  up  to  take  her  from  the 
place.  As  he  raised  her  in  his  arms  she 
looked  up  with  a  smile  and  said:  "It  is 
too  late  now,  father,  I  have  given  my 
heart  to  the  Savior." 

This  was  too  much  for  the  hardened 
man.  He  too  sank  on  his  knees,  while 
God's  children  united  in  prayer,  and 
very  soon  he  found  the  Savior  whom  he 
had  tried  so  hard  to  shut  out  of  his  own 
heart  and  that  of  his  little  child. — Gos- 
pel Stories  for  the  Young. 

The  Doctor's  Story 

"Children,  I  have  a  story  to  tell  you," 
the  old  doctor  said  to  the  young  people 
the  other  evening.  "One  day — a  long,  hot 
day  it  had  been,  too — I  met  my  father 
on  the  road  to  town. 

"  'I  wish  you  would  take  this  package 
to  the  village  for  me,  Jim,'  he  said,  hesi- 
tatingly. 

"Now,  I  was  a  boy  of  twelve,  not 
fond  of  work,  and  was  just  out  of  the 
hayfield,  where  I  had  been  at  work  since 
daybreak.  I  was  tired,  dusty  and  hungry. 
It  was  two  miles  into  town.  I  wanted  to 
get  my  supper  and  wash  and  dress  for 
singing  school.  My  first  impulse  was  to 
refuse,  and  to  do  it  harshly,  for  I  was 
vexed  that  he  should  ask  this  after  a  long 
day's  work.  If  I  did  refuse,  he  would  go 


I 

himself.  He  was  a  gentle,  patient  old 
man.  But  something  stopped  me. 

'  'Of  course,  father,  I'll  take  it,'  I  said 
heartily,  giving  my  scythe  to  one  of  the 
men. 

"  'Thank  you,  Jim,'  he  said,  'I  was 
going  myself;  but,  somehow,  I  don't  feel 
very  strong  today.' 

"He  walked  with  me  to  the  road  that 
turned  off  to  the  town.  As  he  left,  he 
put  his  hand  on  my  arm,  saying  again, 
'Thank  you,  my  son.  You've  always  been 
a  good  boy  to  me,  Jim.' 

"I  hurried  into  the  town  and  back 
again. 

"When  I  came  near  the  house,  I  saw  a 
crowd  of  farm  hands  at  the  door. 

"One  of  them  came  to  me,  the  tears 
rolling  down  his  face. 

'  'Your  father,'  he  said,  'fell  dead  just 
as  he  reached  the  house.  The  last  words 
he  spoke  were  to  you.' 

"I  am  an  old  man  now,  but  I  have 
thanked  God  over  and  over  again,  in  all 
the  years  that  have  passed  since  that 
hour,  that  those  last  words  were,  'You've 
always  been  a  good  boy  to  me.'  " — Sel. 

Why  They  Were  Not  Hurt 

I  saw  a  statement  from  Mr.  Dan  Craw- 
ford, the  famous  missionary,  that  six 
black  Africans,  all  of  them  savages, 
each  one  with  his  spear,  were  guarding 
the  mail  van  through  the  high  grass  to 
his  station,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  high 
grass  a  ferocious  lion  leaped  out  at 
them,  and  yet  did  not  hurt  them.  It  was 
a  marvelous  escape,  and  these  half- naked 
savages,  with  their  spears,  said  to  Mr. 
Crawford,  "We  were  not  hurt  because 
we  were  carrying  prayed-for  letters." 
The  letters  in  the  mail  bag  had  been 
prayed  for,  and  the  God  who  hears 
prayer  had  protected  them,  that  they 
might  carry  them  safely.  —  From  a 
sermon  by  Dr.  A.  C.  Dixon. 

They  Are  All  Yours 

The  greatest  genius  the  world  ever 
knew  never  had  more  than  twenty-four 
hours  in  any  day.  His  whole  work  was 
done  inside  those  twenty-four  hours. 
You  have  that  many  hours  at  your  dis- 
posal. 

The  greatest  artist  who  ever  produced 
a  picture  never  had  more  than  seven 
colors  in  the  spectrum  in  which  to  work. 


They  are  available  to  you. 

The  greatest  musical  composer  used 
the  diatonic  scale,  the  notes  of  which 
are  yours. 

Shakespeare,  the  literary  giant  of  the 
English  speaking  race,  had  only  twenty- 
six  letters  in  his  alphabet  and  you  have 
the  same  in  yours. 

The  most  saintly  men  and  women  who 
have  ever  walked  the  earth  had  but 
one  Savior,  Jesus  of  Nazareth.  He  may 
be  yours. — Carl  Yoder,  in  Youth's  Com- 
rade. 

"Be  Not  Afraid,  but  Speak" 

A  young  lad  went  to  work  in  a  foun- 
dry, where  the  men  used  often  to  swear 
in  their  conversation.  For  a  few  days  the 
lad  feared  to  remonstrate  with  them  but 
having  heard  a  sermon  text,  he  resolved 
to  be  brave,  and  speak  out.  On  the  Mon- 
day morning  he  quietly  said,  "Please 
excuse  me;  I  am  only  a  boy,  but  I 
should  be  so  glad  if  you  wouldn't  swear. 
I  think  you  should  soon  find  it  easy 
to  talk  without  doing  so  and  it  would 
please  God."  Instantly,  one  of  the  men 
exclaimed,  "Three  cheers  for  Charlie. 
All  who  will  join  me  as  the  plucky  lit- 
tle chap  wishes,  say,  'Aye,  aye.'  "  And 
every  man  in  the  room  shouted,  "Aye, 
aye." — Sunday   School   Banner. 

Beautiful  Ending 

It  is  said  that  when  Martin  Luther 
was  dying  and  a  friend  was  wiping  the 
cold  sweat  from  his  face,  he  looked  up 
and  said,  "God  is  love,"  and  then  fell 
asleep  in  Jesus.  God  grant  that  such  an 
ending  as  that  may  be  ours  when  we 
have  come  to  the  "crossing  of  the  bar." 

Just  a  Word  Helps 

A  young  girl  passing  an  aged  aunt 
one  day  laid  her  hand  gently  on  her 
white  head  and  said,  "How  pretty  your 
hair  is,  Aunt  Mary!" 

The  simple  words  spoken  without  de- 
sire to  flatter,  brought  a  quick  flush  of 
pleasure  to  the  wrinkled  face,  and  there 
was  a  joyous  quiver  in  the  brief  ac- 
knowledgment of  the  spontaneous 
courtesy. 

A  young  man  once  said  to  his  mother, 
"You  ought  to  have  seen  Aunt  Esther 
today  when  I  remarked,  'What  a  nice 
dress  you  have  on,  and  how  well  you 
look  in  it!'  She  almost  cried,  she  was  so 
pleased.  I  hadn't  thought  that  such  a  lit- 
tle thing  would  please  her  so." 

"I  never  expect  to  eat  any  cookies  as 
good  as  those  you  make,  Mother,"  said  a 
bearded  man  one  day,  and  he  was  shocked 
when  he  saw  her  evident  delight  in  his 
words;  for  he  remembered  that  he  had 
not  thought  to  speak  before  for  years  of 
any  of  the  thousand  little  comforts  with 
which  her  skill  and  love  had  filled  his 
boyhood . — Selected. 
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Far  From  Home 

A   little   boy   walked   down   the   road, 

Whistling  a  tune  so  gay; 
He  little  thought  of  the  grief  he'd  have 

As  he  gayly  went   his   way. 
He   traveled   on   for  many   a   mile, 

At  last  the  lights  they  gleamed; 
Of  a  far  off  city,  oh  so  large 

And   things   he  had   never  seen. 

The  great  big  trucks  they  rolled  along, 

No  chance  for  him  to  ride, 
The  little  boy  began  to  fear 

And  tears  he  could  not  hide. 
So  on  and  on  he  went  that  night, 

'Til   out   of   the  city's  din 
He  saw  a  light  in  a  little  place 

And  quickly  he  crept  in. 

The  waiter  at  the  inn  was  kind 

And  placed  for  him  a  chair, 
""Aly   little   lad   what   brings   you   here?" 

But  the  child  had  a  vacant  stare. 
"Come,  son,  where  are  you  from. 

Don't   you  want   a  bite  to  eat?" 
But  the  little  lad  just  shook  his  head 

And  looked  down  at  his  feet. 

"There,  now  my  child,"  the  waiter  said, 

"Just  tell  me  who's  your  dad, 
I'll  send  you  home,  I  know  my  boy, 

You've  made  your  mother  sad." 
The  little  boy  then  grasped  the  hand 

Of  his  new-found  friend  and  said, 
"I'd    love   to  go   back   home   tonight 

And  sleep  in  my  little  bed." 

So  the  child  was  sent  to  those  he  loved, 

And  all  along  the  way, 
He  vowed  he'd  never  more  leave  home, 

His  heart  was  light  and  gay. 
I  wonder  friend  if  you  were  once 

In  a  home  with  parents  true, 
And  you  became  like  this  little  lad, 

With  nothing  else  to  do. 

So  thinking  that  the  great  big  world 

Had  something  that  was  fine, 
You  satisfied  your  longing  heart 

By   leaving  all   behind. 
Remember  friend,  your  Father  stands 

And  waits  to  welcome  you, 
Back   to  the  fold  of  His  loving  care, 

Your    Savior,    kind    and    true. 

He's   watching    and      waiting   while   you 
roam 

And  travel  around  in  sin, 
But  listen  friend,  it's  not  too  late, 

Jesus   will   take   you   in. 
So  when  you're  sick  of  noise  and  strife, 

No  matter  where  you've  trod, 
Just  leave  it  all  and  come  back  home, 

And  live  a  life  for  God. 

— Mrs.   Viola  Bunker,  Bitcly,  Mich. 


How  Long  Will  it  Do  To 
Wait? 

An  evangelist  had  come  from  the  eve- 
ning service  in  a  country  town  to  his 
home  for  the  night.  The  good  lady  of 
the  house,  rather  an  elderly  person,  after 
bustling  about  to  provide  her  guest  with 
refreshment,  said,  directly  before  her 
daughter. 

"Dr.  N — ,  I  do  wish  you  would  talk 
to  Caroline.  She  cares  nothing  about  go- 
ing to  the  meeting,  nor  about  the  sal- 
vation of  her  soul.  I've  talked,  and  got 
our  minister  to  talk,  but  it  doesn't  seem 
to  do  any  good." 

After  saying  this  she  soon  went  out  of 
the  room. 

The  evangelist  continued  quietly  tak- 
ing his  repast,  when  he  turned  round  to 
the  young  girl  and  said:  "Now,  tell  me, 
Miss  Caroline,  don't  they  bother  you  a 
great  deal  about  this?" 

She,  taken  by  surprise  at  such  unex- 
pected words,  answered  at  once: 

"Yes,  sir,  they  do;  they  keep  talking 
to  me  all  the  time,  till  I  am  sick  of  it." 

"So  I  thought,"  said  the  preacher. 
"Let  us  see — how  old  are  you?" 

"Eighteen,   sir." 

"Good  health?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"The  fact  is,"  said  he,  "religion  is  a 
good  thing  in  itself;  but  the  idea  of  all 
the  time  troubling  a  young  creature  like 
you  with  it,  and  you  in  good  health,  you 
say!  Religion  is  a  good  thing.  It  would 
hardly  do  to  die  without  it.  I  wonder 
how  long  it  would  do  for  you  to  wait?" 

"That's  just  what  I've  been  thinking 
myself,"  said  Caroline. 

"Well,"  continued  the  evangelist, 
"suppose  you  say  till  you  are  fifty?  No, 
that  won't  do;  I  attended  the  funeral 
the  other  day  of  a  lady  fifteen  years 
younger  than  that.  Thirty?  How  will 
that  do?" 

"I'm  not  sure  it  would  do  to  wait 
quite  so  long,"  said  Caroline. 

"No,  I  don't  think  so  either;  some- 
thing might  happen.  Say  now,  twenty- 
five?  or  even  twenty,  if  we  could  be 
sure  you  would  live  so  long?  A  year 
from  now;  how  would  that  do?" 

"I  don't  know,  sir." 

"Neither  do  I.  The  fact  is,  my  dear 
young  lady,  I  am  afraid  to  have  you  put 
it  off  a  moment  longer.  Had  we  not  bet- 
ter kneel  right  down  here,  and  ask  God 
for   mercy?" 

The  young  lady,  perfectly  overcome 
by  her  feelings,  knelt  on  the  spot.  In  a 
day   or   two   she   was   enabled   by   Divine 


grace  to  rejoice  in  the  sure  hope  of  eter- 
nal life,  and  to  find  at  the  same  time 
that  she  had  far  from  lost  all  enjoy- 
ment  in   this  life. 

Bible  Line. 

Eternity 

Martha  Snell  Nicholson 
Once  upon  a  time  I  heard  a  preacher  say, 
Suppose  an  angel  were  to  start  today 
From  some  far  star     ten      trillion  miles 

away, 
And    wing   his   way    to   earth      through 

trackless  space, 
And   pick   one   grain   of   sand,    and    then 

retrace 
His  weary  journey  to  its  starting  place, 
Each  trip  aeons  of  time!  So  on  and    on, 
Till  earth's  last   tiny  grain  of  sand  was 

gone, 
And  still  eternity  was  just  begun! 
The  mind  reels  back  from  such  immens- 
ity 
Of   time.   Undying  soul,   where  will  you 

be, 
Where  will  you  spend  your  long  eterni- 
ty?— The  Pilot. 

Decision 

Miss  Z.  7.  Davis 

"The  dance  set  for  this  week-end," 
began  Belle,  "is  going  to  be  a  great  af- 
fair, the  opening  party  of  a  gay  season, 
and    I    want    to   go,   mother." 

"My  daughter,  that  is  no  place  for  a 
Christian  to  go.  Remember  your  vows 
to  the  Lord." 

"Young  folks  cannot  be  young  but 
once.  One  has  to  be  old  for  a  long  time. 
I  am  going  this  once  and  have  a  good 
time." 

There  was  a  pained  expression  on  her 
mother's  countenance,  but  she  remained 
silent. 

Thinking  that  the  matter  was  settled 
in  her  favor  and  that  she  had  gained  her 
point,  the  daughter  went  on  with  her 
preparations   for  the   "frolic." 

One  night  she  had  a  dream.  Dressed 
in  elaborate  finery  for  the  occasion,  she 
was  waltzing  giddily  in  the  ballroom. 
Suddenly  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door. 

A  maid  turned  the  knob;  there  stood 
a  Stranger,  alone.  A  crown  of  thorns 
was  upon  His  head.  The  nailprints  in  His 
hands  and  His  feet  could  be  plainly 
seen. 

"He  is  calling  for  you,"  announced 
the  doorkeeper  to  the  young  lady,  who 
paused  condescendingly  to  glance  at  the 
Stranger. 

With  downcast  looks,  she  told  the  girl 
to  let  Him  in.  But  the  Stranger  stooJ 
outside,  calling  for  the  young  lady  to 
come  to  Him. 

"Who  is  He?'  asked  the  maid. 

"I  do   not   know  Flim,"   was  her  an-  ' 
swer.  As  He  continued  to  call  her,  she 
turned    away,    saying,    "I    do    not    know 
(Continued  on  page   23) 
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Reports  from  Y.P.E.  State  Supts. 


Florida  State  Y.  P.  E. 
Progressing 

Brother  Woodrow  Byrd,  Florida  Y. 
P.  E.  state  superintendent,  writes  en- 
couragingly from  Florida.  He  is  busy  in 
Sunday  School  and  Y.  P.  E.  conventions 
and  is  climbing  toward  the  top  in  the 
contest  for  the  national  banner.  He 
says,  "I'm  out  to  win."  Come  on  states 
and  give  him  a  race.  Don't  say  that  aw- 
ful   word    "can't". — Editor. 

Y.  P.  E.  Report 

We  have  six  churches  on  this  district 
and  each  has  an  active  Y.  P.  E.  When 
I  was  appointed  district  superintendent 
there  were  only  three  active  Y.  P.  E's. 

The  Lord  is  blessing  us  on  this  dis- 
trict. We  have  had  four  district  rallies 
since  the  Assembly.  Our  rallies  prove  a 
blessing  to  our  Y.  P.  E. 

We  always  have  a  good  program  on 
which  we  use  our  young  people  as  the 
speakers.  I  have  a  group  of  loyal  young 
people  on  this  district.  When  I  am  get- 
ting up  our  programs  for  our  rallies,  I 
don't  have  to  give  them  the  scripture 
for  their  part.  They  have  studied  enough 
of  God's  Word  so  that  if  I  give  them  a 
part  on  "Prayer"  or  "Love"  they  know 
where  and  how  to  find  a  scripture  for  it. 
That  proves  to  me  that  our  Y.  P.  E.  is 
training  our  young  people  in  the  Word 
of  God. 

We  have  eight  Gideons  on  this  dis- 
trict. We  only  had  four  at  the  Assembly. 
By  the  help  of  the  Lord  I  am  going  to 
double  the  number  of  Lighted  Pathways 
on  this  district  by  the  next  Assembly. 
The  plan  I  have  to  do  this  is  to  get  as 
many  subscriptions  at  each  church  as 
they  have  rolls.  If  a  Y.  P.  E.  is  selling  one 
roll  of  Lighted  Pathways  then  I  am  go- 
ing to  get  fourteen  subscriptions  in  that 
Y.P.E.  by  getting  the  members  of  the  Y. 
P.  E.  to  subscribe  and  let  the  Gideon 
sell  his  papers  to  the  older  members  of 
the  Church.  I  believe  I  will  succeed. 
Why?  Because  I  am  serving  a  God  that 
has  never  failed  and  I  am  working  for 
the  young  people  in  His  Church.  Oh!  I 
am  so  glad  I  am  a  member  of  The 
Church  of  God,  aren't  you? 

I  have  just  attended  our  state  Y.  P. 
E.  and  Sunday  School  convention  at 
Rock  Hill,  S.  C.  Our  state  superintend- 
ent, Brother  Robert  Johnson,  surely  en- 
couraged our  hearts  by  his  good  words 
and  also  by  having  some  of  the  best 
speakers  in  the  Church  of  God  on  pro- 
gram. I  am  thinking  just  now  of  the 
message  Sister  Harrison,  the  editor  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  delivered.  It  made 
me  see  where  I  was  failing  in  training 
my  little  children  and  also  made  me  see 
where  I  could  be  a  help  in  training  other 


children  who  come  to  our  Y.  P.  E.  My 
prayer  is  "O  God,  help  me  to  be  a  bless- 
ing to  this  generation  of  children  who 
are  being  taught  every  thing  but  to 
honor  God."  If  we  can  just  get  them  to 
our  Y.  P.  E.  we  can  teach  them  about 
the  One  who  rules  this  old  world  and 
the  One  who  loved  us  so  well  that  He 
sent  His  only  Son,  Jesus,  to  this  world 
to  die  for  our  sins.  Thank  the  Lord,  I 
have  the  blood  of  that  only  Son  of  God 
on  my  heart  this  evening. 

I  close,  asking  each  one  who  reads 
this  to  pray  for  Anderson  district  and 
that  I  may  be  the  servant  that  I  should 
be  to  the  Y.  P.  E. — Carl  Hanvey,  dis- 
trict   superintendent,    Belton,    S    .C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  the  secretary  and  treasurer  of 
our  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Shepherds  Fold  and 
our  work  is  progressing  fine.  In  our 
last  meeting  we  elected  some  new  of- 
ficers and  I  think  that  we  will  have 
some  very  good  programs.  We  have  an 
Intermediate  class  and  a  Junior  class. 
Each  class  has  begun  to  have  a  chain  of 
prayer.  Each  day  ox  the  week  someone  is 
praying  for  the  progress  of  our  Y.  P.  E. 
and  I'm  sure  God  is  going  to  bless  us. — 
One  who  loves  you  and  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  Ella  Mae  Barker,  Covington, 
La. 

North  Carolina  Heard  From 

I  am  pleased  to  report  the  Y.  P.  E. 
work  in  the  state  of  North  Carolina  is 
progressing  rapidly  and  showing  an 
increase  in  every  line.  I  am  glad  to  note 
the  reports  of  other  presidents  in  regard 
to  their  work  in  their  states.  Enter 
North  Carolina  in  the  race  for  the 
national  banner.  May  the  Lord  richly 
bless  you  in  your  work. — E.  E.  Winters, 
Erwin,  N.  C. 

Rally  at  Reamstown,  Pa. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  thank  you  and  the  Lord  for  this 
good  little  paper.  It  helps  us  so  much  in 
our  Y.  P.  E.  Almost  every  member  and 
some  outsiders  get  this  good  paper.  We 
know  it  is  one  of  the  best  you  can  get. 
God  is  blessing  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  in  a 
marvelous  way. 

On  Feb.  19  we  had  a  Y.  P.  E.  rally 
at  this  place.  The  church  was  filled  with 
people  and  with  the  Spirit.  It  just  seemed 
like  heaven  to  us.  The  choir  was  filled 
with  musicians  and  singers  and  Jesus  in 
their  midst.  You  can  imagine  about  what 
a  wonderful  time  this  was.  While  pray- 
ing it  just  seemed  that  heaven  was  com- 
ing down,  praise  the  Lord. 

Brother  David  Lykens  of  Mines,  Pa., 
our  state  Y.  P.  E.  president  was  present. 
We  surely  love  Brother  Lykens.  Sister  Fae 
Hauser  of  Reading,  our  district  superin- 


tendent, was  in  charge  of  the  meeting, 
but  the  Holy  Ghost  led.  Brother  Stoppe, 
our  pastor,  had  charge  of  the  song  serv- 
ice. Brother  George  Ditzler,  Y.  P.  E. 
president  of  this  place,  gave  the  welcome 
address.  He  made  everyone  feel  wel- 
come. Sister  Eva  Martin,  Y.  P.  E.  presi- 
dent of  the  Ephrata  church,  brought  a 
message  which  was  edifying  to  the 
young  as  well  as  to  the  old.  Brother 
Morris,  pastor  from  Harrisburg,  gave 
us  a  good  message  and  it  was  enjoyed  by 
all.  Help  me  to  pray  for  our  young  peo- 
ple at  Reamstown.  We  surely  need  your 
help. — Geo.   Ditzler,   president. 

Y.  P.  E.  Report 

Dear    Sister   Harrison: 

I  am  the  president  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  at 
this  place.  We  are  proud  of  our  Y.  P. 
E.  and  the  co-operation  we  have.  Al- 
though I  am  not  a  member  of  the 
Church  of  God,  I  can  worship  with  them 
in  spirit  and  truth.  We  appreciate  the 
pastor,  Brother  Andrew  J.  Rafferty,  and 
his  wife  for  the  efforts  they  put  forth 
to  help  our  young  people  and  encourage 
and  help  us  all.  It  is  through  his  efforts 
I  am  writing  this  article  on,  "What  Can 
We  Do  to  Stir  Up  Interest  in  Our  Y.  P. 
E.?"  The  plan  he  has  given  us  is  to  ap- 
point two  captains  and  each  side  is  to 
select  one  speaker  and  two  musical  num- 
bers or  songs  and  then  one  small  boy 
or  girl  sings  a  song,  recites  a  poem  or 
quotes  a  Bible  verse.  Of  course,  they 
may  arrange  a  longer  program  if  they 
choose.  After  our  program  the  presi- 
dent has  twenty  questions  made  out  and 
he  asks  each  row  a  question  every  other 
time.  We  have  been  taking  for  each  serv- 
ice two  chapters  in  the  book  of  John  and 
ten   questions   to  the  chapter. 

Each  side  has  a  name  and  each  side 
gets  one  point  for  the  following:  1st, 
largest  attendance;  2nd,  most  visitors; 
3rd,  largest  collection;  4th,  best  de- 
portment; 5th,  new  members;  6th,  most 
Bibles;  7th,  complete  program;  8th, 
complete  roll  call  and  last,  Bible  ques- 
tions. 

Our  first  meeting  was  Feb.  2  3.  One 
side  had  six  points  and  the  other  four. 
We  started  out  with  a  small  attend- 
ance but  our  last  meeting  which  was 
March  9,  we  had  102,  including  officers. 
— Hermein  Albers,  Beulah,  N.  Dak. 

From  State    Y.  P.  E.    Superin- 
tendent of  Kentucky 

We  are  coming  on  nicely.  I  am  in  a 
rally  each  Sunday  now  and  the  Lord  is 
blessing  in  a  very  great  measure. 

As  I  don't  have  last  year's  report  with 
me  I  will  give  an  approximate  estimate 
which  would  be  twenty-two  Y.  P.  E's 
with  a  total  membership  of  65  0  mem- 
bers. We  now  have  thirty-five  Y.  P.  E's 
with  a  total  membership  of  1,175  and  a 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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VALEDICTORY    ADDRESS 

Bible  Training  School,   193  8 

By  Frances  L.  Dekxe 

Bessemer  City,   N.   C. 

To  our  parents,  members  of  the  fac- 
ulty, schoolmates,  classmates,  and 
friends:  This  morning  as  we  stand  on 
the  threshold  of  a  life  of  more  efficient 
service,  we  want  to  pause  just  a  few 
minutes  to  have  our  last  few  words  with 
you.  Life — something  in  the  word, 
"life,"  seems  to  bring  a  thrill  over  us. 
What  is  life  anyway?  Life  is  just  what 
we  make  it.  Consciously  or  unconscious- 
ly we  sow  the  seed  today  that  makes  the 
plant  and  fruit  of  tomorrow.  "For  what- 
soever a  man  soweth,  that  shall  he  also 
reap,"  and  "with  what  measure  ye 
mete,  it  shall  be  measured  to  you 
again."  This  great  universal  law  of  God 


ing   to  pay   the   price   required    to   attain 
success. 

Dear  parents,  we  appreciate  the  un- 
selfish spirit  you  have  shown,  the  times 
that  you  have  denied  yourself,  that  your 
son  or  daughter  may  be  qualified  to 
stand  against  the  wiles  of  the  devil  in 
this  evil  age  of  damnable  doctrines  and 
heresies.  We  feel  that  when  you  see  the 
development  in  their  lives  and  their 
strong,  sturdy,  Christian  character  being 
a  blessing  to  others,  you  shall  feel  that 
you  are  more  than  repaid. 

Members  of  the  faculty,  we  pause 
seriously  to  consider  the  part  you  have 
played  in  our  lives.  You  have  watched 
over  our  souls  and  kept  us  from  things 
that  would  harm,  and  pointed  to  those 
things  that  were  for  our  good.  By  your 
patient  and  untiring  efforts,  you  have 
instilled  within  us   truths  that   will   pilot 


changeth  not,  though  heaven  and  earth      us   through   life.   We   feel   that   we  have 


may  fail.  When  sudden  joy  or  sorrow 
comes  our  way,  we  may  perhaps  not 
know  the  source  from  which  it  came, 
but  for  every  effect  there  must  be  a 
cause,  but  somewhere  there  has  been  a 
seed  sown  that  is  bearing   fruit. 

We  find  again  in  the  law  of  God 
these  words:  "None  of  us  liveth  to  him- 
self, and  no  man  dieth  to  himself."  The 
life  of  one  generation  will  have  its  bear- 
ing on  the  next.  We  realize  full  well 
this  morning  that  it  was  not  altogether 
our  efforts  that  have  brought  us  to  this 
place  in  our  life.  No,  but  those  sturdy 
warriors  of  God  gone  on  years  before 
with  sufferings,  toiling,  and  sacrifices 
have  laid  the  foundation  for  the  Church 
of  God  Bible  Training  School.  As  these 
have  passed  off  the  stage  of  action, 
others  have  taken  their  place  and  con- 
tinued to  build;  so  through  their  labors 
we  stand  here  before   you   this  morning. 

Members  of  the  Board  of  Education, 
as  you  look  upon  us,  you  may  wonder 
what  we  are  going  to  do  in  return,  just 
what    we   are    going    to    get    out    of    life. 


been  rooted  and  grounded  in  the  Word 
of  God,  so  that  when  the  winds  of  doc- 
trines and  storms  of  life  assail,  we  shall 
not  be  moved.  Dear  faculty,  the  world 
may  never  connect  you  with  our  suc- 
cess. You  may  never  receive  praise  here 
for  the  price  you  have  paid  and  the  good 
you  have  done  in  giving  us  your  best, 
but — oh,  thank  God! — you  will  have 
your  reward  over  yonder.  A  record  will 
be  kept  of  every  seed  that  springs  up 
and  brings  forth  fruit,  and  for  all  that 
we  accomplish  you  will  receive  your 
share   of   the    reward. 

Students  of  the  undergraduate  classes, 
we  are  leaving  you  in  the  best  and  most 
capable  hands  we  know.  As  we  go  we 
would  like  to  remind  you  of  that  old 
proverb: 

"Soiv  a  thought — reap  an  action. 
Sow  an  action — reap  a  habit, 
Sow  a  habit — reap  a  character, 
Sow  a  character — reap  a  destiny." 

How  important  it  is,  then,  that  you 
should  sow  with  the  uttermost  care  from 
the  very  beginning;  for,  truly,  we  must 
all   in   one   way  or  another  put   the   full 


You  have  a  right  to  be  interested.  Indeed,  pricc  of  even  the  smallest,  idlest  thought 

we  feel  greatly  indebted  to  those  gone  on  We,    graduating    students,    have    already 

before.  I  would  like  to  satisfy  the  query  experienced    at    various    times    the    work- 

of  your  minds  this  morning  and  tell  just  ;ng  of  this  great  eternal  law  of  God.  We 

exactly  what  we  are  going  to  accomplish.  have   earned  our   rewards;    we   have   suf- 

There  is  only  one  correct  answer  that  I  fered   our    punishments.    By   hard,   perse- 


can  give.  We  are  going  to  get  out  of 
life  just  exactly  what  we  put  into  it — 
just  exactly  that  for  which  we  pay.  All 
of  God's  promises  are  on  condition.  We 
can  have  them  if  we  pay  the  price.  The 
riches  of  heaven  are  at  our  disposal.  It 
only  remains  then  for  each  of  us  to 
count  the  cost  and  decide  if  we  are  will- 


vering  efforts  and  diligent  study,  we 
have  mastered  many  of  our  lessons.  We 
have  paid  the  price  for  the  "value  re- 
ceived." On  the  other  hand,  for  every 
wasted  hour,  for  every  slighted  task,  for 
every  inattentive  or  disobedient  moment, 
we  have  paid  in  the  time  of  test  or  ex- 
amination   by    a    lack    of    knowledge,      a 


weakness  of  memory,  a  defect  of  de- 
velopment, that  has  led  not  only  to  a 
low  grademark  but  has  perhaps  helped  to 
place  us  in  an  inferior  position  in  our 
class,  and  may  hamper  our  progress 
through  all  the  years  of  our  lives  where- 
ever  the  need  arises  for  the  particular  in- 
formation which  that  slighted  lesson 
would  have  made  forever  ours.  We  wish 
it  were  possible  for  you  who  are  to  come 
after  us  to  profit  by  our  example,  and 
experiences,  and  not  have  to  learn  all  the 
set  things  in  the  same  bitter  way  by 
which  the  lessons  have  been  brought 
home   to  us. 

Classmates,  for  the  greater  part  of 
our  lives  up  to  this  time  we  have  been 
living  on  and  enjoying  the  fruits  of 
other  men's  labors.  While  it  is  true  that 
we  have  had  to  sacrifice  and  be  willing 
to  pay  the  price  required  of  us  to  be 
able  to  enjoy  the  blessings  provided 
through  the  labors  of  others,  but  we 
counted  the  cost,  set  our  goal,  now  we 
are  here.  The  future  lies  before  us.  It's 
in  our  hands  to  lay  the  foundation  and 
pave  the  way  for  the  coming  genera- 
tions. When  we  receive  our  diplomas 
this  morning  it  does  not  mean  that  our 
work  is  finished  and  there  are  no  more 
hard  battles  to  fight.  We  are  just  ready 
to  enter   the   battle  of   life. 

We  are  indebted  this  morning  to  the 
world;  we  are  indebted  to  go  to  the 
Church  of  God,  to  the  school.  This  debt 
that  we  owe  this  morning  we  cannot  pay 
with  silver  and  gold,  but  this  debt  will 
have  to  be  paid  by  our  unselfish  sacri- 
fices and  services.  Remember  the  words 
of  Jesus  when  He  said  "Whosoever  will 
be  chief  among  you,  let  him  be  your 
servant."  So  this  morning  let  us  let  that 
be  our  motto — to  serve  others  and  try 
in  some  way  to  repay  them  for  what 
they  have  done  for  us.  There  is  one  that 
has  been  our  constant  guide  that  we 
will  not  have  to  say  good-by  to,  and  that 
is  the  blessed  Holy  Ghost.  He  will  go 
with  each  of  us.  We  will  not  have  to 
face  the  world  alone.  We  do  not  need 
to  go  out  into  the  world  as  beggars  with 
our  heads  down,  discouraged,  etc.,  but 
classmates,  this  morning  let  us  look  the 
world  in  the  face  with  a  smile  as  a  pur- 
chaser and  not  a  beggar.  Let  us  climb 
on  over  the  hills. 

Let  us,  then,  resolve  that  we  will  keep 
our  record  so  stainless,  our  ideals  so  lofty, 
and  unspotted  from  the  world,  our  ac- 
counts with  life  so  accurately  balanced 
as  we  go,  that  we'll  be  able  to  make  life 
worth  while  for  ourselves  and  for  those 
who  are  to  follow,  feeling  it  not  a  duty 
but  a  privilege.  "Freely  ye  have  re- 
ceived, freely  give."  Then  when  the  last 
battle  of  life  has  been  fought,  the  last 
seed  sown,  we'll  pass  over  and  enjoy  to- 
gether the  rich  reward  of  life,  yes,  life 
everlasting. 
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The  End  of  the  Road 

B\   Mary   Livingston   Smith 

I  leave  my     desk,   with   the  busy  cares, 

And  lock  my  office  door, 
And  I   take  a  breath  of  the  fresh,  pure 

air, 
As  I'm  out  on  the  street  once  more. 

Now  I  take  a  seat  in  the  city  bus. 

As   the   cars   go   racing   free 
To  the  end  of  the  road,  I'm  on  my  way 
To  the  end  of  the  road  for  me. 

Along   the   avenue  broad   and   curved, 
With   hedges   along   the   way, 

By  many  a  friendly  house  I  pass, 
With    colors   bright    and   gay. 

Here's  one  with  a  clever  bit  of  fence, 
And  one  that  has  shutters  green; 

Another    with    awnings    of    purple    and 
gold, 
The   prettiest   I   have  seen. 

But  here  I  leave  the  crowd  of  men, 

Turn  in   at   the  iron   gate, 
And   up    the   walk    with    a    hurried    step, 

I  rush  as  if  'twere  late. 

And   here    in    the   early    twilight, 
As    the   house   comes   into   view, 

The  lights  peep  out  from  the  windows 
In    a    glorious    retinue. 

Up  the  broad  steps  in  a   flurry, 
And  in  at   the  wide  front  door, 

With   handclasps    and    happy    greetings, 
I'm  home  to  rest  once  more. 

And   the   voices   of   the   children 

Ring  out  in  merry  glee, 
"O  daddy,  I  finished  the  boat   I   made; 

I'm  happy  as  I  can  be." 

"I  had  a  good  violin  lesson. 
My  teacher  is  surely  swell." 

"And,   daddy,   I   got   my  finger  hurt, 
But  now  it  is  getting  well." 

And   the   flames  of   the  fire  are  dancing 
bright, 
And  the  crackling  seems  to  say, 
"I'm  glad  that  you're  home  with  us  to- 
night, 
Glad   that   you're   home    to   stay." 

Then  after  the  evening  meal  is  o'er, 
And   the   prayers  once   more   are   said, 

After    the    five-year-old's    story    time, 
The   children   are   tucked  in  bed. 

Yes,  home  is  the  end  of  the  road  for  me, 
'Tis  the  end  where  my  dreams  come 
true, 

Where  fancy  flitters  and  air  castles  rise, 
And  love  gleams  out  anew. 


'Tis  the  end  of  my  planning,  my  think- 
ing, my  work, 
'Tis    the   end   which   I   strive   for   each 
day; 
And  may  I  deserve  the  joy  that  is  mine 
As  I  journey  along  my  way. 

The    Little    Child's     Interests 
Are  Significant 

By  Eleanor  Wilmot 

As  we  look  at  the  tiny  babe  which 
has  just  come  into  an  unknown  world, 
we  realize  how  helpless  the  little  one  is 
and  how  completely,  as  yet,  unac- 
quainted with  its  surroundings. 

It  is  difficult  to  appreciate  how  many 
things  there  are  for  the  wee  stranger  to 
learn  about — light  and  darkness,  habits 
of  order  and  regularity,  the  recognition 
of  the  different  ones  who  will  care  for 
it,  the  ability  to  hold  even  a  simple  toy, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  intricacies  of  lan- 
guage as  spoken  in  its  hearing. 

However,  it  is  not  very  long,  only  a 
few  short  months  when  the  child  makes 
such  marvelous  progress  in  getting  ac- 
quainted with  the  world  around  it  that 
we  are  astonished,  and  before  long  the 
young  child  will  begin  to  show  what  it 
is  especially  pleased  with  and  interested 
in. 

The  little  girl  reaches  for  her  doll  and 
cuddles  it.  The  small  boy  spins  the 
wheels  of  his  cart  or  shows  a  fondness 
for  building  things  with  his  blocks.  All 
these  activities  are  suggestive  of  the  per- 
sonality and  later  interests  of  the  un- 
folding life. 

One  little  girl  would  listen  with  pleas- 
ure to  the  ringing  of  the  bell  on  a  small 
alarm  clock,  and  she  would  try  to  imi- 
tate the  sound.  She  could  follow  the 
tune  of  her  mother's  lullaby  before  she 
began  to  talk.  Little  John  would  sway 
in  time  with  the  pendulum  of  the 
grandfather  clock,  whispering  what  it 
said  to  him,  "Tick-tock,  tick-tock." 

Parents  will  do  well  to  observe  these 
early  identifying  maiks  and  to  give  such 
aid  as  the  days  come  and  go,  that  the 
child  may  naturally  lead  out  from  the 
starting  point  to  something  larger  and 
finer. 

Small  Clarence  loved  to  play  with  any- 
thing having  moving  parts.  If  his  mother 
moved  from  one  chair  to  another,  he 
moved  all  his  playthings  to  be  beside 
her.  Sometimes  she  would  smile  at  the 
little  fellow  and  ask  him  what  he  was 
making,  or  suggest  that  his  little  wagon 
might  work  better  if  he  fixed  it  thus 
and  so. 


Today  Clarence  is  a  maker  of  fine 
watches  and  has  the  task  of  regulating 
to  the  fraction  of  a  second  the  watches 
carried  by  a  great   railroad  organization. 

Little  Marion  mended  the  arm  of  her 
broken  doll  with  a  bit  of  adhesive  tape. 
Later  she  became  a  nurse  and  then  a 
physician. 

Names  come  to  be  identified  with  per- 
sonalities— Jane  Addams,  Abraham  Lin- 
coln,  Florence   Nightingale. 

A  great  divine  has  said  truly,  "A 
young  child  soon  achieves  interests  and 
ambitions  so  distinctive  that  whenever 
you  think  of  the  child  you  think  of 
them." — From    The  Baby's   Mother. 

The  Stubborn  Child 

By  Jennie  Steivart 

We  were  calling,  Billie's  teacher  and 
I,  to  see  why  Billie  was  not  in  his  class 
on  Sunday.  "Billie  is  stubborn.  He  has 
made  up  his  mind  he  doesn't  want  to 
go  to  Sunday  School.  We  have  whipped 
him  to  make  him  go.  We  have  threatened 
and  we  have  hired  him  to  go.  Last  Sun- 
day we  just  gave  up  and  let  him  stay 
at  home.  If  he  doesn't  like  to  go  I  could 
not  see  what  he  was  getting  out  of  it 
that  was  worth  all  his  fuss."  The  mother 
said  this  in  a  challenging  voice  which 
said  plain  as  day  that  she  expected  us  to 
argue  the  matter  with  her. 

"Well,"  I  began,  feeling  my  way  care- 
fully. "I  doubt  the  wisdom  of  trying  to 
send  a  child  to  Sunday  School  if  he  has 
to  be  whipped  to  make  him  go.  Threat- 
ening is  even  worse  on  his  character  than 
actually  whipping  him,  because  it  teaches 
him  to  distrust  you.  Hiring  him,  it  is 
just  a  simple  matter  of  hiring,  is  also  a 
bad  thing  for  his  character.  No,  I  should 
say  it  was  better  to  keep  him  at  home 
than  to  have  to  resort  to  any  of  these 
methods  to  get  him  to  attend  Sunday 
School. 

"But  why  not  try  something  like  this: 
It  is  plain  to  me  that  in  some  way  you, 
or  we,  or  both  of  us  have  done  some- 
thing unwise  that  has  aroused  a  stubborn 
streak  of  opposition  in  Billie.  He  thinks 
now  that  we  are  trying  to  force  him  to 
do  something  he  thinks  he  does  not  like 
to  do.  From  now  on  let  us  say  nothing 
at  all  about  Sunday  School  to  him.  Even 
if  he  brings  up  the  subject,  change  it 
as  soon  as  you  can  tactfully.  Next  Sun- 
day arrange  for  some  one  to  keep  him  at 
home  even  if  you  have  to  hire  some  one 
to  stay  with  him.  It  will  cost  you  no 
more  than  hiring  him  to  go.  Walk  right 
off  yourselves  and  leave  him  at  home. 
See  to  it  that  the  one  who  keeps  him 
does  not  make  it  too  pleasant,  this  stay- 
ing at  home.  Let  him  be  ignored  as  far 
as  possible  to  seek  his  own  good  time. 
The  chances  are  it  will  not  be  fifteen 
minutes  before  he  will  wish,  with  all  his 
(Continued  on  page   23) 
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Our  Missionaries  in  India 


Mr.   and  Mrs.   Hoyle   L.   Case 
A  Letter  from  Missionaries 

Liverpool,    England, 

May  3,  1938. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Wc  write  not  a  farewell  message,  for 
we  feel  we  are  not  saying  farewell.  With 
modern  means  of  rapid  transportation 
and  communication,  this  old  world  is 
not  so  large  as  it  used  to  be.  One  thing 
is  very  certain- — it  is  just  as  close  to 
heaven  from  India  as  it  is  in  America — 
so  to  all  our  friends  at  home  both  young 
and  old,  we  say,  "Let's  meet  again,  by 
the   ^race  of  God." 

o 

We  shall  eagerly  await  our  copy  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway  each  month  to  see 
what  our  young  people  at  home  are  do- 
ing. We  hope  to  have  some  interesting 
and  valuable  information  for  you 
through  our  paper.  We  are  members  of 
the  Y.  P.  E.,  a  part  of  you,  and  we  feel 
sure  you  are  interested  in  our  undertak- 
ing for  Christ.  So  keep  in  contact  with 
us,  please, — especially  in  prayer  and 
through  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  Evan- 
gel, and  if  any  would  be  so  kind  as  to 
write  us  occasionally,  vou  will  find  our 
address    below. 

Now  that  we  could  say  something 
which  would  help  some  of  you  young 
people  along,  we  should  feel  justified  in 
using  this  space  our  Editor  asked  us  to 
use. 

The  narrowest  letter  of  the  alphabet 
is  "I",  likewise,  the  narrowest  life  is  the 
selfish,   self-centered  one. 

Our  Master,  in  example  and  Word, 
taught  us  that   the  greatest  among   us   is 


servant   of   all. 

Some  one  has  said: 

"He  is  dead  whose  hand  is  not  open  wide, 
To  help  the  need  of  a  brother; 

He    doubles    the    length    of   his    life-long 
ride, 
Who  gives   of  his   store   to  another." 

It  is  ours  to  give,  not  always  receive; 
for  in  giving  we  reap  the  bountiful  in- 
terest. We  do  not  always  know  how  or 
what  is  best  to  give  to  our  neighbor,  but 
we  can  give  our  all  to  Christ  and  Lie 
will  impart  it  to  others,  making  us  a 
blessing  as  He  sees  best.  So  the  life  that 
is  really  worth  while  is  the  one  in  which 
we  "dedicate  to  Christ  and  His  cause  ev- 
ery ounce  of  our  strength,  every  mo- 
ment of  our  time,  every  penny  of  our 
money,  every  talent  of  our  personali- 
ty-" 

Though  it  may  seem  hard  to  give  up 
all,  to  decide  that  what  Christ  says,  I'll 
do  it;  yet  let's  each  one  make  this  su- 
preme decision  while  we  are  yet  young, 
for  in  heaven  surely  it  will  not  seem 
hard  to  have  followed  the  steps  of  our 
Guide. 

In  the  words  of  another,  we  leave  with 
you   our   creed: 

"1  would  be  true,  for  there  arc 

those  who  trust  vie; 
1  would  be  pure  for  there  are 

those    who    care. 
I  would  be  strong  for  there  is 

much   to   suffer; 
I    would  be  brave  for   there  is 

much  to  bear. 
1  would  be  friend  to  all  the  poor, 

the  friendless; 
I   would   be  giving  and  forget   the  gift, 
I  would  be  humble  for  I  know  my  weak- 
ness; 
I   would  look   up — and  love  and     laugh 
and  lift." 

Do  not  expect  too  great  things  of  us, 
but  you  may  rightfully  expect  us  to  do 
our  best. — Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hoyle  L.  Case, 
Chengannur  P.  O.,  Travancore,  South 
India. 


where  for  their  gifts  of  various  sorts: 
— good  wishes,  prayers  and  personal 
articles  which  we  shall  use,  with  special 
mention  of  the  "showers"  from  the  Y. 
P.  E's  of  Cleveland,  Tenn.,  Greenville, 
S.  C,  War,  W.  Va.,  Elbert,  W.  Va., 
and  Hartwell,  W.  Va.  God  bless  all  of 
you.  Please  continue  to  pray  for  us 
daily. — Mr.   and   Mrs.   Hoyle  L.   Case. 

Note   by  Editor: 

Many  of  our  readers  will  remember 
the  missionary  service  at  the  Assembly 
last  year.  It  was  so  very  touching.  It 
was  then  that  these  young  people  offered 
themselves  for  the  mission  field.  They 
arc  now  sailing  away  on  the  big  ocean 
and  you  will  notice  they  were  at  Liver- 
pool, England  when  this  was  written. 
Below  is  a  poem  which  is  significant  of 
what  we  shall  do  for  them  as  they  go 
forth  in  this  great  work.  God  bless  you, 
Hoyle  and  Mildred. 


Holding  the  Ropes 

Margaret   R.   Seebach 

Where   miners   delved   beneath  the  earth 
A  rock  fell  through  the  gloom, 

And  men  and  boys  lay  helplessly, 
Trapped   in   a   living   tomb. 

Then    volunteers   made   haste    to   go 
Down  in   the   deadly   night, 

To   seek   their   comrades   buried   there, 
And  lift  them  up  to  the  light. 

But  as  they  left   the  upper  day 

For   those    dark,    treacherous   slopes, 

They   said,    "We   gladly   risk  our  lives, 
But  you  must  hold  the  ropes." 

Then,  grasped  by  scores  of  willing  hands, 
The   ropes   held   firm   and   tight, 

And  helped  and  helpers  came  at  last 
Up  to  the  blessed   light. 

And  so  today,  around  the  earth, 

In   all    the    darkened    lands, 
Are  those  who  offer  fruitless  prayers 

And  stretch  out  pleading  hands. 

From  gods  of  stone,  from  demons  dark, 
To  beg  the  light  they  crave; 

No  answers  come,  no  light  appears, 
The  false  gods  cannot   save. 

Then  there  are  those  who  gladly  go 
Where   man   in  darkness   gropes, 

To  bring  the  healing  light  of  Christ — 
But  we  must  hold  the  ropes! 

The   rope  of   faith,   the  rope  of   prayer, 

The  rope  of  gifts  we  give, 
The   rope   of   brotherhood   we   hold, 

To  bid  the  nations  live. 


A  Note  of  Thanks 


Shall  those  who  sit  in  darkness  die, 
Deceived  by  baseless  hopes, 
We    take    this    opportunity    to   express      Because   the    Church   of   Christ   at   home 
our    sincere    thanks    to      friends      every-  Has    failed    to   hold    the   ropes? 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 
Watch  Yourself  Go  By 


Conquering  Faith 

My  gallant  ships  they  sailed  away 
Over   the   shimmering   summer   sea; 

I  stood  and  watched  for  many  a  day, 
But  only  one  came  back  to  me. 


Joy  was  caught  by  pirate  Pain, 
Hope  ran  upon  a  hidden  reef, 


Just  stand  aside  and  watch  yourself   go 

by, 

Think  of  yourself  as  "he"  instead  of 

"I", 
Note  closely  as  in  other  men  you  note, 
The  bag-kneed  trousers  and  seedy  coat. 
Pick  flaws;  find  faults;   forget  the  man       ^"caught  fTr7andloundereT 

is  you,  *A4id  seas  of   whelming   grief. 

And  strive  to  make  your  estimate   ring 

true.  At   last   Faith      came      storm-tossed   and 
Confront   yourself   and  look   you  in   the  torn, 

eye,  But  recompensed  me  all  my  loss; 

Just  stand  aside  and  watch  yourself  go  For  as  a  cargo  safe  she  brought 


A  Crown  linked  to  a  Cross. 

— Sel. 

Epigrams     From  Hugh  Black 

"If  you  can't  get  what  you  want, 
want  what  you  can  get." 

"If  you  can't  paint  pictures,  do  some- 
thing equally  worth  while." 

"Happiness  is  not  a  matter  of  income 
but  of  output." 

"The    bigger    your    ultimate    purpose, 


by. 

Interpret  all  your  motives  just  as  though 
You  looked  on  one  whose  aims  you  did 

not  know. 
Let  undisguised  contempt  surge  through 

you  when 
You  see  your     shirk,     O  commonest  of 

men. 
Despise  your  cowardice;  condemn  what- 

e'er 
You  note  of  falseness  in  you  anvwhere. 
Defend  not  one  defect  that  shames  your      the   blgger   yQur   chanC£    for   happiness.» 

eye'  "Life  is  rich  or  poor  according  to  your 

Just  stand  aside  and  watch  yourself  go      relationships  " 

'•  "If  you  are  making  the  world  a  bet- 

ter place  for  having  lived  in  it,  no  one 
And   then    with   eyes    unveiled    to    what      can  rob  you  of  your  happiness." 

you  loathe,  "Enjoy   your      pleasures      while      they 

To   sins   that    with   sweet   charity   you'd 

clothe, 
Back  to  your  self-walled  tenement  you'll 

go 
With  tolerance  for  all  who  dwell  below. 
The  faults  of  others  then  will  dwarf  and 

shrink, 
Love's    chain    grow    stronger      by      one 

mighty  link, 
When  you — with  "he"  as  substitute  for 

"I" 
Have  stood   aside   and   watched   yourself 

go  by. 

— Strickland   G Milan. 


last." 

"Appreciate  your  blessings  before  they 
are  gone." 

"Grasp  opportunities  while  you  may." 
—Sel. 


Today 

Think    not    on    yesterday,      nor      trouble 
borrow, 
On  what  may  be  in  store  for  you  to- 
morrow, 
But   let   today   be   your   incessant    care — 
The  past  is  past,  tomorrow's  in  the  air. 
Who  gives   today   the   best   that   in   him 
lies 
Will  find  the  road  that  leads  to  clearer 
skies. — Sel. 


Today 

Sure,  this  world  is  full  of  troubles, 

I   ain't   said  it   ain't, 
Lord,  I've  had  enough  and  double 

Reason  for  complaint, 
Rain  and  storm  have  come  to  fret  me, 

Skies  are  often  gray, 
Thorns   and    brambles   have   beset   me, 

On  the  road — but,  say, 
Ain't    it    fine    today? 

What's  the  use  of  always  weepin' 

Makin'    trouble   last? 
What's  the  use  of  always  keepin' 

Thinkin'  of  the  past? 
Each  must  have  his   tribulation, 

Water  with  his  wine, 
Life,   it    ain't    no   celebration — 

Troubles? — I've  had  mine — 
But  today  is  fine. 

It's  today  that   I  am  livin', 
Not   a   month   ago, 


Havin',    losin',    takin',    givin', 

As  time  wills  it  so. 
Yesterday  a  cloud  of  sorrow, 

Fell   across   the   way, 
It  may  rain  again  to-morrow 

It  may  rain — but,  say, 
Ain't  it   fine   today? 


—Sel. 


"I  Love  You  For  What  You 
Are" 

I  love  you,  not  only  for  what  you  are, 
but  for  what  I  am  when  I  am  with  you. 

I  love  you,  not  only  for  what  you 
have  made  of  yourself,  but  for  what 
you  are  making  of  me. 

I  love  you  for  ignoring  the  possibili- 
ties of  the  fool  in  me  and  for  laying 
firm  hold  of  the  possibilities  of  the  good 
in  me. 

I  love  you  for  closing  your  eyes  to 
the  discords  in  me,  and  for  adding  to 
the  music  in  me  by  worshipful  listening. 

I  love  you  because  you  are  helping  me 
to  make  of  the  lumber  of  my  life,  not 
a  tavern,  but  a  temple,  and  of  the  words 
of  my  every  day,  not  a  reproach,  but  a 
song. 

I  love  you  because  you  have  done 
more  than  any  creed  to  make  me  happy. 

You  have  done  it  without  a  word, 
without    a    touch,    without    a    sign. 

You  have  done  it  by  just  being  your- 
self. 

Perhaps,  after  all,  that  is  what  love 
means. — Sel. 

Concern   yourself   but   with   today; 

Woo  it,  and  teach  it  to  obey 
Your  will  and  wish.  Since  time  began 

Today  has  been  the  friend  of  man, 
But  in  his  blindness  and  his  sorrow 

He  looks  to  yesterday  and  tomorrow. 

—Sel. 

Do  not  worry;  eat  three  square  meals 
a  day;  say  your  prayers;  be  courteous  to 
your  creditors;  keep  your  digestion  good; 
exercise;  go  slow,  and  easy.  Maybe  there 
are  other  things  that  your  special  case 
requires  to  make  you  happy,  but,  my 
friend,  these  I  reckon  will  give  you  a 
good   lift. — Abraham  Lincoln. 

God  has  His  biggest  things  in  life 

For  the  few   who  dare  to  stand      the 
test; 
God  has  His   second   choice 

For  those  who  will  not  have  His  best; 
And  some  there  be  who  never  make  the 
highest    choice 
And  when  by   trials  pressed, 
They  shrink,   they  yield,   they   shun   the 
cross. 
And  so  they  lose  the  best, 
I  want  in  this  short  life  of  mine 
Just  as  much  as  may  be  pressed 
Of  service  true  to  God  and  man, 
So  help  me,  Lord,  to  do  my  best. 

—Sel. 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 

moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow   more   impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  yovir  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  Intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  be 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  Is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  In  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER'' 
f"    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
tianded  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
Intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  Is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in    a   Y.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    friends. 


Bible  Lesson 

By  Esther  Holland 
Topic:  "TAKE" 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
This  may  seem  like  a  peculiar  subject, 
but  there  are  many  peculiarities  about 
the  Bible  and  God  and  God's  children. 
And  so  often  in  studying  our  Bible  we 
miss  some  of  its  greatest  teachings  by 
overlooking  some  of  the  smallest  words. 
Then  again,  we  are  eager  to  grasp  those 
promises  which  are  more  easily  appro- 
priated, but  evade  those  which  involve 
personal  responsibility  and  leave  them 
for  the  preachers  to  claim,  thereby  rob- 
bing ourselves  of  the  blessings  of  the 
deeper  revelations  from  God.  Today  we 
want  to  study  one  of  these  small  words, 
"take."  In  our  study,  let's  remember 
that  it  was  Jesus  who  said,  "Take." 

TAKE  MY  YOKE 
Matt.  11:29,  "Take  my  yoke  upon 
you,  and  learn  of  me;  for  I  am  meek  and 
lowly  in  heart:  and  ye  shall  find  rest 
unto  your  souls."  In  taking  the  yoke  of 
Christ  we  must  realize  that  we  are 
yoked  together  with  Him,  working  with 


Him,  pulling  the  load  with  Him.  He 
bears  one  side  of  the  yoke  (always  the 
heaviest  side,  too)  and  not  only  so,  but 
gives  us  strength  to  bear  the  other  side 
of  the  yoke.  Then  if  we  read  the  fol- 
lowing verse  we  find  that  He  says  His 
yoke  is  easy  and  His  burden  is  light,  so 
why  would  we  hesitate  to  take  the  yoke 
of  Christ?  If  you  have  ever  lived  in  the 
country  and  seen  oxen  pull  together  in 
the  yoke,  it  will  be  easier  to  get  the  pic- 
ture of  being  yoked  together  with 
Christ.  It  is  a  lowly  position  to  which 
He  invites  us,  but  not  more  lowly  than 
He;  and  in  this  blessed  tie,  for  when  we 
are  yoked  with  Him,  we  are  bound  un- 
to Him,  we  can  always  feel  His  presence, 
we  can  hear  His  sweet  voice,  we  learn 
to  keep  step  with  Him,  we  learn  the  les- 
son of  trusting  Him  to  select  the  yoke, 
to  select  the  way  we  travel  and  last  but 
not  least,  of  depending  on  Him  con- 
tinually. If  you  have  not  accepted  this 
invitation,  please  do  so  tonight,  for  you 
will  find  there  a  rest  and  peace  in  keep- 
ing pace  with  Jesus,  our  true  yoke- 
fellow. 

TAKE  THE  WATER  OF  LIFE 

Rev.  22:17,  "  .  .  .  .  And  whosoever 
will,  let  him  take  the  water  of  life  free- 
ly." Jesus  tells  us  in  John  4:14  that  the 
water  He  gives  not  only  satisfies  our  in- 
dividual thirst,  but  that  it  becomes  a 
well  of  water  within  us,  springing  up  in- 
to everlasting  life.  This  invitation  is  uni- 
versal, whosoever  will.  And  how  blessed 
to  know  that  even  I,  as  everyone,  am 
included  in  that  whosoever.  But  here  we 
find  that  it  is  left  to  our  own  wills.  If 
we  will,  we  may  take  it,  but  there  must 
be  first  an  inward  desire.  But  praise  the 
Lord,  when  we  do  thirst,  we  may  drink 
freely,  to  our  fill,  for  there  is  no  limit 
to  the  quantity,  but  as  much  as  we 
will;  no  danger  of  taking  too  much,  but 
if  any  danger,  it  would  be  in  drinking 
not  enough.  It  is  through  the  Spirit  we 
take  this  drink  and  as  long  as  we  fre- 
quent this  fountain  we  will  be  fruitful 
branches  for  our  Lord.  Take  freelv  and 
take  it  often,  thereby  glorifying  our 
Savior. 

TAKE  FAITH 

Eph.  6:16-17,  "Above  all,  taking  the 
shield  of  faith,  wherewith  ye  shall  be 
able  to  quench  all  the  fiery  darts  of  the 
wicked,  And  take  the  helmet  of  salva- 
tion, and  the  sword  of  the  Spirit,  which 
is  the  word  of  God." 

In  bearing  the  yoke  with  Jesus,  we 
become  laborers  together  with  Him;  in 
taking  the  water  of  life,  we  grow  in 
Him;  and  in  taking  the  shield  of  faith 
and  the  helmet  of  salvation  and  the 
sword  of  the  Spirit,  we  become  warriors 
with  Him,  fighting  the  foe  of  our  souls 
each  day  and  if  we  use  these  implements 
of    spiritual    warfare    faithfully    we    will 


become  victors  through  Christ  also.  He 
has  abundantly  provided  for  our  spirit- 
ual welfare  and  commanded,  invited, 
and  entreated  us  to  take  these  in  order 
that  we  may  be  victorious  rather  than 
be  defeated  by  the  enemy  of  our  souls. 
When  we  trust  Him  fully,  nothing 
will  be  impossible  but  impossibilities  (so- 
called)  will  vanish  before  our  very  eyes 
and  we  will  behold  the  mighty  power  of 
God  as  He  works  miracles  for  us.  So 
Christian  young  people,  take  these  arms 
at  command  of  our  Savior  who  is  our 
Commander-in-Chief  and  He  will  sup- 
ply the  needed  strength  in  the  most 
crucial  moments. 

SONG:      "Take    the    Name     of    Jesus  ! 
With  You." 

TAKE  THE  NAME  OF  JESUS 

John  14:13-14,  "And  whatsoever  ye 
shall  ask  in  my  name,  that  will  I  do,  ' 
that  the  Father  may  be  glorified  in  the 
Son.  If  ye  shall  ask  anything  in  my 
name,  I  will  do  it."  The  name  of  Jesus 
carries  with  it  power.  We  find  here  that 
without  the  name  of  Jesus  in  our  lives 
when  we  pray,  we  will  fail  to  receive, 
but  if  we  take  that  name  in  faith  it  will 
unlock  the  storehouse  of  heaven  and  our 
petitions  will  be  abundantly  answered,  i 
We  read  in  the  third  chapter  of  Acts 
where  Peter  and  John  went  up  to  the 
temple  to  pray  and  that  how  the  poor, 
lame  man  asked  them  for  help.  These 
men  didn't  have  any  money  to  give 
him,  but  they  had  something  far  more 
important  and  far  more  mighty,  and 
that  was  the  name  of  Jesus,  and  Peter 
said,  "In  the  name  of  Jesus  rise  up  and 
walk"  and  immediately  he  arose  and  en- 
tered with  them  into  the  temple,  walk- 
ing and  leaping  and  praising  God.  These 
men  carried  the  name  of  Jesus  every- 
where and  found  a  great  power  in  that 
name.  But  not  only  is  the  name  of  Je- 
sus needful  in  prayer  and  healing,  but 
many  times  we  can  put  to  silence  those 
engaged  in  unbecoming  conversation  by 
merely  mentioning  the  fact  that  such 
words  are  not  pleasing  to  the  ears  of  Je- 
sus and  suggest  that  the  topic  of  con- 
versation be  changed.  Of  course,  there 
are  those  who  will  sneer,  but  they  only 
fulfill  prophecy,  for  Jesus  said  there 
would  be  mockers  and  persecutors  after 
He  went  back  to  heaven  and  that  inas- 
much as  they  had  persecuted  Him,  they 
would  also  persecute  His  children.  Yet, 
we  find  that  the  disciples  counted  it  joy 
to  be  found  worthy  of  Jesus  to  bear  per- 
secution for  Him  as  recorded  in  Acts 
4:29-3  3.  Sometimes  I  wonder  if  we  take 
the  name  of  Jesus  with  us  daily  and  if 
so,  would  there  be  as  much  complaining 
and  murmuring  among  Christians  as  we 
hear!   Do  you  take  His  name  each  day? 

Close  with  a  consecration  service  im- 
pressing the  need  of  observing  all  the 
commandments    of    Jesus. 
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Bible  Lesson 

By  Exelma  Holley 
Topic:  "JUSTIFICATION" 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
In  the  days  of  Job,  Bildad  wanted  to 
know,  "How  then  can  a  man  be  justi- 
fied with  God?  or  how  can  he  be  clean 
that  is  born  of  woman?"  Job  2  5:4.  Even 
today  many  are  asking  the  same  ques- 
tion. We  hear  Job  say,  "If  I  justify  my- 
self, mine  own  mouth  shall  condemn 
me,"  Job  9:20.  So  one  can  readily  see 
that  we  cannot  justify  ourselves,  as 
many  are  trying  to  do.  Many  are  even 
taking  part  of  the  Word  of  God,  trying 
to  justify  themselves  by  it.  But  that 
won't  do.  We  must  "Search  the  scrip- 
tures; for  in  them  ye  think  ye  have 
eternal  life:  and  they  are  they  which 
testify  of  me,"  John  5:39.  "For  if  a  man 
think  himself  to  be  something,  when  he 
is  nothing,  he  deceiveth  himself,"  Gal. 
6:3. 

SELF-JUSTIFICATION 
Self-justification  is  no  new  thing. 
Way  back  in  the  days  of  old,  people  tried 
to  justify  themselves  by  their  words  or 
deeds.  We  notice  in  Matt.  27:19-25 
that  Pilate  tried  this,  and  the  Pharisee 
in  Luke  18:9-14.  So  today  many  are 
joining  churches,  paying  tithes,  being 
baptized,  and  helping  the  poor,  "Having 
a  form  of  godliness,  but  denying  the 
power  thereof,"  2  Tim.  3:5.  Making  an 
outward  show  to  people,  that  they  praise 
them. 

OUR  JUSTIFICATION 
We  must  remember  that  our  right- 
eousness is  as  filthy  rags.  So  we  must 
let  Jesus  be  our  righteousness.  "Who 
was  delivered  for  our  offences,  and  was 
raised  again  for  our  justification,"  Rom. 
4:2  5.  "But  God  commendeth  his  love 
toward  us,  in  that,  while  we  were  yet 
sinners,  Christ  died  for  us.  Much  more 
then,  being  now  justified  by  his  blood, 
we  shall  be  saved  from  wrath  through 
him,"  Rom.  5:8,  9.  One  can  now  see 
that  our  redemption  does  not  come  short 
of  the  blood  of  Christ.  Neither  was  His 
death  in  vain,  as  was  the  blood  of  bulls 
and  goats.  Without  the  shedding  of  blood 
is  no  remisison.  This  was  Christ's  mis- 
sion, to  take  away  sin  and  the  remem- 
brance of  it;  all  guilt  and  condemnation, 
to  make  our  hearts  pure.  It  is  a  sad 
statement,  yet  true,  that  many  are  try- 
ing to  be  justified  short  of  the  blood  of 
Christ  as  Pilate  did.  They  don't  want 
His  blood  upon  them. 

HOW  TO  BE  JUSTIFIED 
This  is  an  experience  that  many  fail 
to  receive,  because  they  don't  under- 
stand, or  either  fail  to  meet  conditions. 
All  we  get  from  God,  must  come  by 
faith  and  obedience.  We  notice  that 
Abraham  was  not  justified  by  faith 
alone  but  by  faith  and  works.  James  2: 
21-23.   He   not   only  believed   God,   but 


did  as  he  was  commanded.  Now  Jesus 
says,  "Not  every  one  that  saith  unto  me, 
Lord,  Lord,  shall  enter  into  the  king- 
dom of  heaven;  but  he  that  doeth  the 
will  of  my  Father  which  is  in  heaven," 
Matt.  7:21.  When  he  said  doeth,  it 
means  continue.  "If  we  confess  our  sins, 
he  is  faithful  and  just  to  forgive  us  our 
sins,  and  to  cleanse  us  from  all  unright- 
eousness," 1  John  1:9.  This  verse  shows 
two  works  of  grace.  "Therefore  being 
justified  by  faith,  we  have  peace  with 
God  through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ," 
Rom.  5:1.  "Work  out  your  own  sal- 
vation with  fear  and  trembling,"  Phil. 
2:12.  No  one  else  can  confess  or  make 
straight  paths  for  your  feet.  This  God 
requires  of  you  and  our  justification  is 
by  faith  through  the  blood  of  Christ. 
HOW  WE  WILL  KNOW  WE  ARE 
JUSTIFIED 
This  is  a  heartfelt,  Bible  experience, 
and  must  be  obtained  by  being  doers  of 
the  Word.  And  the  results  will  be  as  the 
promises  in  His  Word.  1  John  3:21, 
"Beloved,  if  our  heart  condemn  us  not, 
then  have  we  confidence  toward  God." 
Also  verse  14,  "We  know  that  we  have 
passed  from  death  unto  life,  because  we 
love  the  brethren.  He  that  loveth  not 
his  brother  abideth  in  death."  Surely  any- 
one will  know  when  they  die  out  to  this 
old  world,  and  receive  the  abundant  life. 
"There  is  therefore  now  no  condemna- 
tion to  them  which  are  in  Christ  Jesus, 
who  walk  not  after  the  flesh,  but  after 
the  Spirit.  The  Spirit  itself  beareth  wit- 
ness with  our  spirit,  that  we  are  the  chil- 
dren of  God,"  Rom.  8:1,  16.  Now  after 
these  experiences  have  taken  place  in  the 
heart  and  life,  who  wouldn't  know  that 
they  were  justified  by  God?  Truly  no 
other  one  but  Jesus  can  remove  our  con- 
demnation. Bless  His  name!  Then  we  are 
told  to  walk  in  the  light,  that  is  His 
word.  "Then  shall  we  know,  if  we  follow 
on  to  know  the  Lord,"  Hosea,  6:3.  "For 
now  we  see  through  a  glass,  darkly;  but 
then  face  to  face:  now  I  know  in  part; 
but  then  shall  I  know  even  as  also  I  am 
known,"   1  Cor.   13:12. 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Sam  C.  Perry 

Topic:     THE  GREAT  TONGUE 

DOCTOR" 

Scripture  Lesson:  James  3. 

LEADING   THOUGHT 

Where  can  such  an  arraignment  of 
the  tongue  be  found?  And  such  a  pre- 
scription for  a  bad  tongue!  Truly  it  will 
be  profitable  to  notice  some  of  the 
things  said  by  this  great  apostle  on  this 
important    subject. 

THE  UNSANCTIFIED  TONGUE 

"And  the  tongue  is  a  fire,  a  world  of 
iniquity:  so  is  the  tongue  among  our 
members,  that  it  defileth  the  whole 
body,  and  setteth  on  fire  the  course  of 
nature;      and   it   is   set   on    fire   of   hell," 


(V.  6).  If  a  man  have  only  a  bad 
tongue  among  his  members,  that's 
enough;  that  tongue  can  set  the  rest  on 
fire,  and  destroy  all  the  good  he  may  pos- 
sess. 

A  tattling  tongue  has  ruined  the  stand- 
ing of  many  a  good  man  and  woman  in 
the  community. 

A  tattling  tongue  can  destroy  the 
peace  of  a  happy  home  with  the  speed 
that  few  other  things  can  make,  and 
even  stir  the  whole  neighborhood  in 
short   order. 

Just  one  tattling  tongue  has  often 
been  the  occasion  in  the  church  for 
creating  a  condition  of  disorder  and  al- 
most ruin. 

ACTUATED  BY  THE  DEVIL 

The  apostle  says  that  the  spirit  which 
is  back  of  a  tattling  tongue  is  not  from 
heaven,  "but  is  earthly,  sensual,  devil- 
ish," (V.  15).  So,  such  a  spirit  and 
such  a  practice  certainly  do  not  belong 
to   God's   little   children. 

GOD  IS  DISPLEASED  WITH  IT 

Can  men  and  women  who  use  their 
voices  to  speak  good  at  one  time  and  evil 
at  another,  or  to  give  out  sweet  things 
now  and  bitter  things  a  little  later,  be 
pleasing  to  God?  Certainly  not.  The 
apostle  says,  "My  brethren,  these  things 
ought  not  so  to  be,"  (V.  10).  God's  ex- 
press command,  "Let  all  bitterness,  and 
wrath,  and  anger,  and  clamour,  and 
evil  speaking,  be  put  away  from  you, 
with  all  malice,"  Eph.  4:31.  If  God  be 
"angry  with  the  wicked  every  day,"  be 
sure  the  evil  speaker  is  included  in  the 
list. 

WFIAT  IS  BACK  OF    A  TATTLING 
TONGUE 

Do  men  just  forget,  or  do  they  just 
happen  to  speak  evil  of  others?  We 
think  not,  it  comes  from  a  bad  heart. 
Jesus  said,  "Out  of  the  abundance  of 
the  heart  the  mouth  speaketh."  If  un- 
kindness,  hatred,  and  bitterness  were 
not  in  the  heart,  the  lips  would  not  give 
expression  to  them.  In  trying  to  de- 
scribe and  parade  the  evil  of  others  the 
evil  speaker  shows  up  the  spirit  and  un- 
kindness  of  his  own  heart. 

THERE  IS  A  REMEDY 

If  evil  speaking  and  backbiting  be  sin, 
then  they  are  included  in  the  works  of 
the  devil  which  Jesus  came  to  destroy, 
1  John  3:8,  and  there  is  a  positive  rem- 
edy. Jesus  died  for  the  deliverance  of 
the  evil  speaker,  and  His  blood  will 
cleanse  every  one  who  will  confess  and 
forsake  his  sin.  Truly  no  man  can  tame 
the  evil  tongue,  but  Jesus  can.  He  gives 
sweetness  in  place  of  bitterness,  and 
purity,  health  and  holiness  instead  of 
foulness.  He  can  make  the  vilest  clean, 
disconnect  him  from  the  fountain  of 
evil  and  evil  things,  and  connect  him 
with  the  "fountain  of  life,"  from  which 
nothing  but  purity  and  health  flows. 
(Continued   on   Page   24) 
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AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  trom  page  3) 
custom  was  each  Sunday  evening,  to 
greet  any  stranger  who  might  come. 
Soon  Freckles  appeared;  when  he  saw 
the  kind  janitor  a  bright  smile  lit  up  his 
face. 

"Good  evening,  sonnie,  I'm  so  glad 
to  see  you  back,"  he  said  with  a  smile. 

"I  told  yer  I  was  a-comin',"  and  the 
two  walked  up  the  steps  together. 

"Say,  feller,  but  there's  a  crowd  in 
there!"  Freckles  said  excitedly  when  he 
saw    the   church   already   well-filled. 

The  janitor  beckoned  for  one  of  the 
ushers  to  come1,  then  turning  to  Freckles 
he  said,  "Son,  this  man  will  find  a  good 
seat  for  you." 

"Watcha  gonna  charge  a  feller  fer 
this  here  thing?"  Freckles  asked. 

"Nothing  at  all;  the  services  are  free," 
the  usher  answered,  "and  where  do  you 
wish  to  be  seated?  Do  you  wish  to  go  to 
the  front,  in  the  balcony,  or  where  do 
you  prefer  a  seat?" 

"Well,  Mister,  I've  never 
been  to  a  church  in  all  my  life 
en  I  wanter  sit  where  I  kin  see 
the  whole  show." 

"All  right,  we  will  give  you 
a  front  seat,  all  we  ask  is  that 
you  be  quiet  during  the  service 
— now  take  your  hat  off  and 
carry  it  in  your  hand  and  I 
will  show  you  a  seat,  and  I  am 
sure  you  will  enjoy  the  service." 

Freckles  occupied  a  seat  di- 
rectly in  front  of  the  minister. 
The  choir  loft  was  already 
filled.  A  number  of  young  men 
were  taking  their  places  on  the 
platform  to  play  wind  instru- 
ments. It  all  seemed  very  won- 
derful to  Freckles.  When  the 
choir  began  to  sing  and   the  pianist   and 


will  make  you  fishers  of  men.'  He  spoke 
of  the  beauty  and  blessing  of  the  Chris- 
tian life — the  joy  it  brings  to  the  soul 
to  have  the  assurance  of  sins  forgiven — 
of  the  blessing  of  winning  others,  lead- 
ing them  to  the  Lord  and  of  the  final 
reward  in  heaven.  Freckles  listened  very 
attentively  but  nothing  in  the  whole 
sermon  impressed  him  so  much  as  one  of 
the  last  sentences  when  the  minister  said, 
"I  would  rather  know  Jesus  in  the  for- 
giveness of  my  sins,  and  then  become  a 
fisher  of  men — a  soul  winner — leading 
sinners  to  Christ,  than  to  become  a 
millionaire." 

When  the  sermon  was  concluded  the 
congregation  sang  another  hymn  and  the 
pastor  pronounced  the  benediction. 

"Is  it  over?"  Freckles  inquired  excited- 
ly, speaking  to  the  man  by  his  side. 

"Yes,  the  service  is  over — come  again, 
sonnie." 

But  Freckles  did  not  stop  to  answer, 
he  walked  toward  the  platform  and  met 
the  minister  just  as  he  was  coming  down 


Which  way  are  you  going? 


the  young  men  began  to  play,  Freckles      the  steps. 


was  certain  that  he  had  never  heard  such 
beautiful  music  in  all  his  life,  and  he 
noticed  that  everyone  seemed  very 
happy.  More  than  once  he  wished  that 
he  could  speak  to  someone  in  order  that 
he  might  give  expression  to  his  delight, 
but  he  had  been  told  to  be  quiet  and  he 
tried  to  obey. 

After  several  hymns  had  been  sung 
the  minister  called  the  congregation  to 
prayer.  He  himself  knelt  down  by  the 
pulpit,  lifted  his  face  heavenward  and 
prayed  fervently.  It  all  puzzled  Freckles 
and  he  turned  to  a  man  near  him,  say- 
ing in  a  whisper,  "Say,  Mister,  what's 
that  there  feller  on  the  stage  a-lookin' 
up  fer,  en  a-talkin'?  It  looks  like  he's  a- 
talkin'   ter  nobody." 

"That  is  our  pastor,  Rev.  Venice,  and 
he  is  praying  to  Jesus,"  was  the  kind  re- 
ply. 

After  the  singing  of  another  hymn 
the  minister  opened  his  Bible  and  read 
the   following    text:      "Follow   me   and   I 


"Say,  Mister,  that's  jest  me,"  he  said 
with  strong  emphasis  as  he  stood  directly 
in  front  of  the  minister  with  both  hands 
thrust  deep  into  the  pockets  of  his  ragged 
trousers. 

"What  do  you  mean,  my  boy?"  asked 
the  minister  with  a  kind  smile,  laying 
his  hand  on  the  boy's  head. 

"I  mean  what  you  wuz  a-saying' 
when  you  wuz  up  there  on  the  stage." 

"Just  what  part  of  my  sermon  do  you 
refer   to,   sonnie?" 

"Well,  you  see,  Mister,  I've  alius 
wanted  to  be  a  millionaire,  en  I've  got 
'most  ten  dollars  saved  up  now  fer  my 
millionaire  fund,  but  I  betcha  if  I  could 
do  what  you  was  a-sayin'  when  you 
was  a-talkin'  up  there — if  I  could  have 
all  my  lyin'  en  stealin'  an  all  the  rest 
uv  my  sinnin'  fergiven,  en  then  if  I 
could  be  a  fisher  of  men,  or  sumpin' 
like  that  what  you  was  sayin' — if  I  could 
help  other  kids  ter  have  their  meanness 
fergiven,    I    sure    would    like    that    better 


than  even  to  be  a  millionaire." 

Reverend  Venice  had  always  taken 
much  interest  in  the  spiritual  welfare 
of  the  children  in  his  church  and  when 
Freckles,  the  little  stranger,  addressed 
him  he  immediately  became  much  inter- 
ested in  him,  asking  him  a  number  of 
questions.  He  said,  "Do  you  come  to 
church   here   often,   sonnie?" 

"No,  sir,  I  haven't  been  a-goin'  ter 
church  nowhere,  this  is  ther  first  time 
that  I  ever  wuz  in  a  church,  but  I've 
been  a-readin'  a  book  that  a  good  kid 
gave  me,  en  the  lady  in  that  there  book 
says  that  a  feller  arta  go  to  church  if 
he  wants  to  be  good,  so  I  says,  I'm  goin', 
en  this  is  the  first  time,  but  I  betcha  I'm 
comin'   agin." 

"Where  do  you  live,  my  boy?" 
"Oh,  jest  four  blocks  down  the  street 
by  the  laundry." 

"Do  your  parents  attend  the  services 
here?" 

"No,  sir,   my  mom  she's  dead  en  my 
dad  he's  drunk  'most  all  the  time  en  if 
he  knowed  that  I  wuz  here  he'd 
lick  me,  en  I  hain't  a-gonna  tell 
him,    neither." 

The  kind  minister,  realizing 
that  beneath  the  dirty  face  be- 
fore him  there  was  a  bright 
mind  and  beneath  the  ragged 
and  untidy  clothing  there  was 
a  soul,  became  much  interested. 
"Now,  sonnie,"  he  said,  as  he 
drew  from  his  pocket  a  note- 
book, "I  want  your  name  and 
address,  and  I  may  come  to  see 
you  some  time  this  week — any- 
way we  will  look  for  you  again 
at  the  service  next  Sunday." 

"I  can't  come  in  ther  morn- 

in'  'cause  I  sell  papers,  but  I'm 

sure  comin'  back  at  night." 

"We   shall    be    delighted   to   see   you," 

the   minister  said   and  with  a   smile  bade 

him  good -night. 

The  service  made  a  deep  impression 
on  Freckles'  young  mind.  When  he  ar- 
rived at  home  his  father,  who  had  been 
intoxicated  all  day,  was  lying  on  the 
floor  in  a  drunken  stupor.  Freckles  cov- 
ered him  up  with  an  old  blanket  and  put 
a  pillow  under  his  head  and  then  retired 
for  the  night. 

The  following  week  things  occurred 
about  as  usual,  except  that  Freckles 
tried  to  be  more  careful  about  his  gen- 
eral conduct  and  was  kinder  and  ten- 
derer toward  his  father. 

Freckles  arrived  at  the  church  again 
at  seven-thirty  the  following  Sunday. 
He  was  happy  again  to  find  the  kind 
janitor  on  the  steps  to  welcome  him. 
Entering  the  church  he  said  to  the 
usher,  "Say,  Mister,  may  I  sit  in  that 
there  front  seat  agin?" 

"You  may,"  was  the  kind  reply  as  the 
usher  led  the  way  to  the  front  and  to 
the   seat   that   Freckles   had   occupied   the 
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previous  Sunday. 

For  the  evening  message  Rev.  Venice 
had  chosen  the  scripture  text,  "Be  sure 
your  sin  will  find  you  out."  He  spoke  of 
the  fearfulness  of  sin  and  its  conse- 
quences. Freckles  again  was  very  alert 
and  listened  attentively  to  every  word 
that  fell  from  the  minister's  lips,  but  one 
sentence  especially  made  a  deep  impres- 
sion on  the  mind  of  Freckles,  "Through 
faith  in  Christ  every  penitent  soul  may 
have  all  his  sins  forgiven  but  if  a  sinner 
fails  to  repent — if  he  refuses  to  confess 
and  forsake  his  sins,  then  all  of  his 
wrongdoings  will  meet  him  at  the 
judgment." 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  sermon  the 
minister  invited  those  who  wished  to 
seek  Christ  to  come  forward  and  kneel 
at  the  altar  of  prayer.  Freckles  saw  a 
little  girl  and  two  men  go  forward  in 
response  to  the  minister's  invitation. 
Christian  men  and  women  and  the  pas- 
tor knelt  by  their  side  and  prayed  for 
them;  soon  one  of  the  men  arose,  and 
with  a  happy  heart  and  smiling  face, 
gave  testimony  that  the  Lord  had  for- 
given his  sins. 

Then  all  knelt  again  and  earnestly 
prayed  for  the  other  man  and  the  little 
girl- 
Freckles  was  watching  every  move 
that  was  made.  Suddenly  he  stepped 
across  the  altar  rail  to  where  the  minister 
was  kneeling  and  said  with  trembling 
voice,  "Say,  Mister,  kin  a  feller  who  has 
been  an  awful  sinner  git  his  sins  fer- 
given?" 

"Yes,  indeed,  my  boy,"  he  answered, 
"Jesus  shed  His  blood  on  the  cross  to 
save  you  from  all  your  sins,  no  matter 
how  many  you  have  committed — would 
you  like  to  become  a  Christian?" 

"I  sure  would,"  he  answered  very  seri- 
ously, "from  what  Steve  tole  me  his 
dad  at  one  time  must  have  been  'most 
as  mean  as  me,  en  he  had  all  his  fergiven, 
en  that  nice  lady  in  that  there  book  says , 
that  Jesus  will  fergive  jest  everyone  that 
comes  an  repents.  Now  if  you  help  a 
feller  like  me  who's  an  awful  sinner,  en 
tell  me  what  to  do,  en  then  if  you  pray 
fer  me  do  you  s'pose  I  kin  make  it?" 

"Yes,  sonnie,  kneel  down  right  here 
by  my  side,  and  we  will  pray,"  the  min- 
ister said  as  he  laid  his  hand  on  the  boy's 
shoulder,  and  they  knelt  down  together. 

"Now,  my  boy,"  he  said,  "I  will  pray 
for  you,  and  if  you  repent  of  your  sins 
— that  is  if  you  are  sorry  for  your  sins, 
and  will  forsake  them,  then  Jesus  will 
save  you." 

He  laid  his  hand  on  the  boy's  head  and 
prayed  very  earnestly  for  his  salvation 
and  then  said  to  him,  "Now,  sonnie,  you 
pray;  tell  the  Lord  in  your  own  words 
that  you  are  sorry  for  your  sins  and  ask 
Him  to  forgive  you  and  He  will  do  it." 


Freckles  had  never  before  made  an 
attempt  to  pray  but  he  lifted  his  head 
and  began,  "Dear  God,  you're  way  up 
there  in  heaven,  but  I  guess  you  kin  hear 
me;  you  have  heard  these  other  fellers 
en  forgave  all  their  meanness,  en  you  fer- 
gave  Steve's  dad,  en  I'm  jes  as  sorry  as 
I  kin  be  that  I  wasn't  alius  good,  en  I  ask 
you  ter  fergive  all  my  lyin'  en  swearin' 
en  stealin'  en  all  the  bad  things  that  I 
ever  did,  like  you  forgave  these  here 
other  fellers.  Amen." 

Again  the  kind  minister  gave  him  a 
few  words  of  instruction,  he  told  him 
to  have  faith  in  the  Lord  and  to  believe 
that  Jesus  would  accept  him  and  for- 
give his  sins.  Then  they  began  to  sing 
softly: 

"Only    trust    Him,    only    trust    Him, 
Only  trust  Him   noiv; 
He  will  save  you,  He  will  save  you, 
He  will  save  you  now." 

Freckles  looked  up  and  smiled  through 
his  tears  saying,  "I  do  trust  Jesus  jest  now 
en  He  does  fergive  me  all  my  sins,  en  He 
makes   me   so  happy." 

Before  leaving  the  church  Freckles 
took  the  minister's  hand,  saying,  "Say, 
Mister,  you  don't  suppose  that  a  feller 
who  has  been  drinkin'  en  gamblin,  en 
swearin'  en  stealin'  fer  years  en  years 
like  my  dad  could  have  all  his  meanness 
fergiven,  do  you?" 

"Oh  yes,  sonnie,  Jesus  died  to  save  the 
vilest  sinner — is  your  father  a  drinking 
man  and  a  gambler?" 

"He  sure  is,  but  I  do  wish  that  Jesus 
would  fergive  him  en  make  him  happy 
like  He  did  me." 

"My  boy,"  the  kind  minister  said,  "be 
true  to  Jesus  and  be  kind  to  your  fa- 
ther and  pray  for  him  and  I  believe  that 
he  will  also  get  saved." 

When  Freckles  arrived  at  home  that 
night  his  father  had  not  yet  come  home. 
He  came  home  after  midnight  and,  as 
usual,  was  intoxicated.  The  following 
morning  before  Freckles  went  to  work 
he  made  a  special  effort  to  get  a  good 
breakfast  for  his  father  and  while  they 
were  eating  he  told  him  of  his  conver- 
sion and  that  he  was  now  a  happy  Chris- 
tian. Then  he  showed  him  the  book 
"Mother"  saying,  "Dad,  a  feller  that 
used  ter  sell  papers  with  me  gave  me 
this  'er  book  en  it's  sure  a  good  book, 
en  I  wish  you  would  read  it  terday,  I 
believe  yer  would  like  it." 

With  disheveled  hair,  red  eyes  and 
bloated  face  the  drunkard  looked  across 
the  table  at  his  son,  and  with  fearful 
oaths  that  made  Freckles  shudder,  he  told 
him  that  he  should  never  again  mention 
the  subject  of  religion  in  his  presence. 
"And  as  for  that  book,"  he  said  as  he 
took  it  and  threw  it  with  violence  into 
the  farthest  corner  of  the  room,  "It  is 
not  fit  to  be  in  this  house." 

"But    Dad,"    Freckles   said    with    tears 


in  his  eyes,  "it  looks  ter  me  that  yer 
would  be  glad  if  yer  only  kid  would  try 
ter  be  good,  en  instead  uv  cussin'  me 
when  I  want  ter  be  a  Christian  en  meet 
my  mom  in  heaven,  it  looks  ter  me  that 
yer  would  help  a  feller."  With  these 
words  he  took  his  cap  and  sweater  and 
left,  to  go  to  his  work  without  finishing 
his   breakfast. 

The  words  of  Freckles  touched  a  ten- 
der  spot   in   the   poor   drunkard's   heart. 

"So  the  kid's  got  religion,"  he  said 
as  he  sat  with  bowed  head  after  Freckles 
had  gone,  "well,  after  all  that  is  what 
all  of  us  need — my  dear  wife  had  re- 
ligion when  I  married  her,  en  she  sure 
was  a  jewel,  but  I  went  to  drinkin'  en 
dragged  her  down  with  me,  but  she  sure 
got  it  agin  'fore  she  died,  en  I'm  mighty 
glad  uv  that,  en  it  was  because  the  kid 
reproved  her  when  she  wuz  cussin'  that 
made  her  pray  en  git  back  to  God.  Oh, 
how  she  pleaded  with  me  before  she  died 
ter  quit  drinken'  en  gamblin'  en  give  my 
heart  to  God  en  get  saved  and  then  raise 
the  kid  right,  en  meet  her  in  heaven — 
but  no  hope  for  me  any  more,  I'm 
doomed,  I  kin  never  quit  now — but 
anyhow,  I'm  not  gonna  hinder  the  kid 
any  more,  en  maybe  I  kin  even  help  him 
a  little — I  sure  don't  want  him  to  live 
like  I'm  a-livin'." 

He  slowly  raised  his  head  and  wiped 
the  tears  away  with  his  dirty  coat  sleeve, 
then  picked  up  Freckles'  book  that  he 
had  so  ruthlessly  thrown  into  the 
corner  of  the  room  and  began  to  read. 
Every  word  that  he  read,  that  the 
sweet-faced  lady  said,  went  like  an  ar- 
row of  conviction  to  his  poor,  sinful 
heart. 

Freckles  was  agreeably  surprised  when 
he  returned  from  his  work  in  the  eve- 
ning to  find  his  father  at  home,  also 
that  he  had  prepared  the  evening  meal, 
which  he  had  not  done  for  months. 
However,  the  poor,  enslaved  man  was, 
as  many  others,  trying  to  reform  in  his 
own  strength,  and  like  others  he  soon 
discovered  that  he  was  fighting  a  losing 
battle,  and  the  rest  of  the  week  he  was 
again   intoxicated. 

The  following  Sunday,  while  they 
were  eating  their  noonday  meal,  Freckles 
said  to  his  father,  "Dad,  please  don't 
drink  this  afternoon,  fer  I  do  want  yer 
to  go  ter  church  tonight.  Jest  go  once 
en  if  yer  don't  like  it  you  don't  have 
ter  go  agin." 

When  his  father  did  not  answer,  but 
stared  blankly  out  of  the  little  window, 
Freckles  took  courage  and  continued, 
"Tell  yer  what  I'll  do,  Dad,  I  got  some 
fruit  en  some  sausage  en  some  buns,  en 
I'll  fix  up  a  lunch,  en  we'll  git  on  ther 
street  car  en  go  to  the  big  park,  en  then 
we  kin  come  home  jest  in  time  fer  the 
service  at  ther  church." 

(To  be  continued) 


Page  18 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


June,  193  8 


&xch 


rTTYTrrWVTTTrTrrVTTTTVTTTrrrVYrTWrVVTTVTWTTTTVTTWTTTTTTf 

wnge  Qage 

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA4AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I've  never  written  to  you  before  but 
I  feel  as  if  I  just  must  write  you  a  few 
words  of  appreciation  for  you  and  your 
wonderful  paper,  The  Lighted  Pathway. 
Really,  I  get  more  good  from  reading 
The  Lighted  Pathway  than  from  any 
other  paper  I  ever  read.  Every  time  I  get 
it  I  reap  such  a  blessing.  Every  article, 
every  poem,  just  seems  to  lift  me  higher 
towards  the  glories  of  heaven.  Many 
times  I've  had  a  heavy  heart  and  begun 
to  wonder  if  God  would  ever  answer 
prayer,  and  something  I  read  there 
would  give  me  more  grace  and  encour- 
agement to  go  on. 

Here  in  Canton,  Ohio  for  many  years 
we've  had  young  people  but  they  weren't 
saved.  I'm  just  eighteen  years  old  myself 
and  for  the  last  seven  years  it  seemed  as 
if  I  had  to  serve  God  almost  alone.  But, 
praise  the  Lord,  I  know  we  serve  a  prayer- 
hearing  and  a  prayer-answering  God. 

During  the  last  revival  the  young  peo- 
ple really  were  revived.  Souls  for  whom 
we'd  given  up  hope  have  come  to  God 
and  are  living  a  godly  and  a  holy  life. 
"We  surely  have  good  Y.  P.  E.  meetings 
here.  We  all  feel  that  they're  about  the 
best  that  can  be  found  anywhere  be- 
cause we  let  God  have  His  way  and  work 
out  our  program.  On  February  22  we  had 
the  best  Y.  P.  E.  meeting  that  Canton 
has  ever  had.  We  felt  the  presence  of 
God   from  the  very  beginning. 

The  young  people  had  a  prayer  meet- 
ing here  a  few  weeks  ago.  There  were 
from  twenty  to  twenty-five  young  peo- 
ple present,  and  only  one  older  person. 
We  prayed  and  shouted  and  had  a  won- 
derful time.  Never  did  I  hear  young  peo- 
ple bombard  heaven  as  they  did  that 
night.  Evidently  the  neighbors  didn't 
either,  because  they  called  the  police. 
Suddenly  it  sounded  as  if  somebody  was 
knocking  down  the  door.  One  of  the 
boys,  thinking  someone  had  locked  him- 
self out,  rushed  to  open  the  door.  When 
he  flung  open  the  door  in  came  two 
policemen,  but  they  didn't  go  very  far. 
The  first  one  looked  around  at  the  young 
people  with  tear-stained  cheeks  praying 
earnestly,  then  he  took  off  his  hat,  his 
eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  he  backed  out 
the  door.  A  week  later  we  heard  that  he 
told  the  Mayor  of  our  city,  "I  wouldn't 
have  touched  one  of  them  if  it  had  cost 
me  my  job."  He  himself  has  two  brothers 
in  reformatories  and  he  had  to  arrest  one 
of  them. 

I  hope  this  letter  will  encourage  and 
strengthen  you  ro  know  that  your  young 


people  are  really  doing  things  for  God  in 
spite  of  what  Satan  can  do. 

We  of  Canton  hope  that  you  will  con- 
tinue to  write  your  encouragements  and 
helps  to  the  young  people  because  it 
helps  us  so  much. — Yours  in  the  Mas- 
ter's  service,  Gladys  Warden. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  glad  for  your  kind  letter  and 
the  requested  information.  We  are  prais- 
ing God  for  victory  in  the  young  peo- 
ple's work  here  this  month.  Two  new 
Y.  P.  E's  have  been  organized.  Great 
interest  is  being  shown.  We  have  taken 
in  about  17  5  new  members  lately  and 
expect  to  organize  a  new  group  real  soon 
of  about   65   members. 

Next  Saturday,  March  19,  we  are  hav- 
ing a  Y.  P.  E.  Fellowship  Rally  meeting 
at  Jasonville.  Several  groups  from  sur- 
rounding towns  are  planning  to  hire  the 
school  buses  and  come  in  a  body.  I  do 
wish   you   could  be   here  with   us. 

Again  I  promise,  if  I  can  be  of  any 
service  to  you  in  your  work,  I  am  will- 
ing.— Archie  F.  McWilliams,  Indiana 
superintendent. 

Dear    Sister    Harrison: 

This  month  concludes  four  years 
without  missing  a  month  as  a  Gideon. 
May  the  Lord  bless  the  work  of  the  Y. 
P.  E. — Brother  Marvin  E.  Porter,  Aus- 
tinville,   Va. 

NOTE:  Above  is  a  note  from  one  of 
our  faithful  Gideons  who  has  stood  by 
us  through  the  testing  times  with  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  We  appreciate  him 
and  many  others  who  have  been  holding 
on  in  faith  for  the  success  of  the  young 
people's  work.  They  are  the  ones  who 
held  up  our  hands  while  the  battle  was 
waging.  They  are  the  ones  who  marched 
with  us  shouting  the  victory  'til  the 
walls  crumbled  and  fell.  They  will  share 
equally  with  us  when  the  crowns  are  be- 
ing distributed  over  there,  if  we  are 
faithful    unto   the   end. — Editor. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  tell  you  how  much  we  ap- 
preciate the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  so 
rich  in  good  thoughts  with  never  a  bit 
of  chaffness  about  it.  We  gladly  wel- 
come it  into  our  home  each  month  and 
we  have  not  "eaten  our  morsel  alone" 
for  we  help  to  place  it  in  a  number  of 
other  homes.  We  are  glad  we  can  be 
"workers  together  with  God."  Just  a 
word  to  others  who  love  this  paper, 
Llave  you  introduced  it  to  your  neigh- 
bors? If  it  has  proven  a  blessing  to  you, 
it  will  also  be  a  blessing  to  your  friends. 


It  is  a  fine  paper  to  hand  or  mail  to 
some  one  who  is  sick  or  discouraged. 
Try  it.  Why  not  get  a  few  extra  copies 
to  use  in  your  Christian  work?  You  can  I 
find  many  and  varied  uses  for  them.  : 
Some  of  cur  friends  tell  us  that  after  ■ 
reading  their  copies  they  carefully  pre- 
serve  them  for  future  vise  in  helping 
to  arrange  programs,  etc.,  while  others 
clip  poems  and  articles  for  scrapbooks 
and  some  just  pass  their  copy  on  to 
someone  else.  It  is  a  paper  of  interest  to 
every  member  of  the  family  and  to  both 
saved  and  unsaved  people.  Many  are  the 
hands  eagerly  grasping  the  paper  each 
month,  many  the  eyes  that  are  bright 
with  anticipation  and  as  for  the  words 
of  appreciation — well,  we  just  wish  you 
could  listen  in  sometimes. 

Now,  Sister  Harrison,  that  I  have  I 
"broken  my  alabaster  box"  in  behalf  of  \ 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  I  know  that  after 
all  "the  half  has  never  been  told"  of 
the  souls  encouraged,  the  burdens  lifted, 
the  feet  guided  aright,  the  godly  influ- 
ence that  will  go  on  and  on  throughout 
eternity. 

May   the   Lord   continue   to   bless  your  j 
efforts. — Hattie    Jackson,    Calhoun,    Ga. 

" 
Dear    Sister   Harrison: 

I  can't  tell  you  how  much  I  enjoy 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  can  hard- 
ly wait  for  the  next  issue.  Especially  do 
I  enjoy  reading  the  story,  "At  the  Cross- 
roads." 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  a  great 
help  to  me  and  I  thank  God  for  the 
Editor.  May  God  bless  you  in  your  work. 

I  thank  God  too,  for  the  many  Chris- 
tians who  are  not  ashamed  of  the  gospel 
of  Christ  for  it  is  the  power  of  God 
unto  salvation  to  everyone  that  be- 
lie veth.  I  am  looking  forward  to  the 
glorious  return  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
Praise  God.  It  makes  my  heart  rejoice 
when  I  think   of   that   wonderful   day. 

Although,  dear  sister,  I  have  never 
seen  you,  1  know  you  are  my  sister  in 
the  Lord  and  I  feel  just  like  I  am  writ- 
ing to  someone  I  have  known  all  my 
life. 

I  have  not  been  living  here  in  Whit- 
mire  very  long  but  they  have  appointed 
me  secretary  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  I  want 
to  do  my  best  for  the  Savior  who  has 
done  so  much  for  us. 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  here  at 
Whitmire,  Brother  Johnnie  Cooper  is 
our  new  president  for  this  quarter  and 
I  believe  God  will  bless  the  Y.  P.  E. 

We  also  have  good  services  here. 
Brother  Ralph  Brewer  is  pastor.  We  do 
not  have  a  church  yet  but  have  bought 
a  lot  and  are  expecting  to  start  the 
church  in  a  few  weeks  by  the  help  of 
God.  We  worship  in  the  town  hall  but 
I  just  thank  God  we  have  a  place  to 
worship. — Mrs.  Clara  Campbell,  Whit- 
mire, S.  C. 
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Dear    Sister   Harrison: 

It  seems  impossible  for  me  to  join  your 
contest.  There  are  so  many  good  things 
in  the  Lighted  Pathway  I  don't  know 
what  I  enjoy  most.  I  certainly  praise 
God  for  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  surely 
is  food  to  my  soul.  The  stories  are  so  in- 
teresting. The  poems  are  all  good  but  we 
could  not  get  along  without  the  Y.  P. 
E.  lessons.  I  like  to  read  the  Exchange 
Page  to  see  what  others  are  doing. 

I  hope  some  day  the  little  paper  be- 
comes a  weekly  magazine,  as  it  is  so  long 
from  one  month  until  the  next.  Praise 
God  for  our  Church  of  God  papers. — 
No  name  signed. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  We  are  us- 
ing the  Lighted  Pathway  for  our  Y.  P. 
E.  programs  in  Le  Roy.  Our  Y.  P.  E. 
is  small  but,  praise  God,  it  is  growing. 
We  just  organized  the  first  of  the  year. 
Brother  Thomas  is  pastor  of  the  Church 
of  God  in  Le  Roy.  This  work  is  new  and 
we  covet  and  earnestly  desire  prayer 
that  the  Lord  may  have  His  way  in  the 
work  that  we  may  continue  to  grow  and 
be  a  great  blessing  for  the  Lord  in  this 
town. 

Pray  for  the  young  people  that  God 
may  touch  their  hearts  and  more  of  them 
will  come  to  the  Lord  and  be  saved. 
Pray  a  special  prayer  for  our  officers  of 
the  Y.  P.  E.  that  the  Lord  will  fill  them 
with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

On  April  10  I  was  baptized  with  the 
Holy  Ghost  and  cannot  praise  the  Lord 
enough  for  it. — Miss  Caroline  Dunlap, 
president  of  Y.  P.   E.,   Le  Roy,  111. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  feel  I  should  write  and  express  my 
gratitude  for  the  wonderful  work  you 
are  doing  as  editor  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. It  has  been  a  real  blessing  to  me 
and  may  the  Lord  bless  you  in  your 
work  is  my  prayer.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  is 
growing  nicely  here  and  we  are  going 
to  try  to  make  it  go  over  the  top,  by 
the    Lord's    help,    so    pray    for    us    here. 

Somebody's  always  in  my  mind, 

Like   a   beautiful   thought      all      silver 
lined. 
When  I  walk  in  the  streets  or  ride  in  the 
cars, 
Or  stroll  in  the  light  of  the  friendly 
stars. 
It's  Jesus  who's  always  in  my  mind. 
Somebody's  always  in  my  mind, 

Like   an    old   sweet      song    the    lasting 
kind. 
For  it's  easy  to  see  why  I  can't  forget, 
For  heaven  began  when  first  we  met. 

— Miss  Ruby  Casey,  Shannon,  Ga. 

Dear  Saints  and  Readers: 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way a  short  time  and  find  it  interest- 
ing. I  also  think  it  a  blessing  for  young 


people  to  read. 

We  have  a  Y.  P.  E.  of  about  one 
hundred  fine  boys  and  girls  most  of 
whom  are  active  and  willing  workers, 
ever  ready  to  do  or  say  something  for 
the  dear  Savior,  the  One  we  all  love  to 
serve.  The  best  part  about  this  Y.  P.  E. 
at  E.  Bernstadt,  Ky.  is  that  seventy-five 
per  cent  of  these  young  people  have  God's 
love  shed  abroad  in  their  hearts,  praise 
God. 

We  have  our  Y.  P.  E.  services  on 
Thursday  night  of  each  week.  We  have 
wonderful  singing  and  music  and  very 
interesting  programs.  Several  souls  have 
prayed  through  at  the  altar  since  we  or- 
ganized the  Y.  P.  E.  and  we  expect  many 
more. 

Many  people  have  told  me  how  much 
they  enjoyed  the  Y.  P.  E.  meetings.  I 
thank  God  for  this  salvation.  It  may 
look  foolish  to  the  world  but  God's 
Word  teaches  us  that  we  should  be  a  pe- 
culiar people,  zealous  of  good  works. 
Come  on  boys,  girls  and  older  folks, 
while  old  Satan's  crowd  is  racing  at  a 
terrible  speed  to  satisfy  their  sinful 
hearts,  let's  go  over  the  top  for  God; 
what  do  you  say?  We  are  the  light  of  the 
world,  let  us  keep  clean  so  we  can  shine 
brightly. 

I  am  weak  in  body, 

In  God's  service  I   am   strong. 
Our  visit  here  is  short 

But  eternity's  long. 
We're  all  on  a  journey 

To  heaven  or  hell, 
Be  careful  dear  friends, 

Which  place  will  you  dwell? 

— Mrs.   Rosa  L.  Doss,  E.  Bernstadt,  Ky. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

It  is  hard  to  express  how  much  we  ap- 
preciate and  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  1  sold  some  of  the  papers  to 
people  who  are  unsaved  and  after  they 
read  them  they  told  me  they  wanted 
one  each  month  because  they  enjoy 
reading  the  papers  very  much.  Our  Y. 
P.  E.  has  started  and  is  growing  for  the 
Lord.  We  have  a  fine  group  of  young 
people  here  who  are  working  for  the 
Lord. 

We  are  also  using  the  topics  from  the 
Lighted  Pathway  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  serv- 
ices. May  heaven's  richest  blessings  be 
in  every  effort  is  our  earnest  prayers. — 
Mrs.   Thomas  Parks,  Eckman,  W.   Va. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  feel  that  I  should  write  a  few  lines 
in  regard  to  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
cannot  explain  how  much  I  enjoy  read- 
ing  this   wonderful   paper. 

We  have  just  organized  a  Y.  P.  E.  at 
Epps  Church  of  God.  The  members 
seem  to  have  good  interest  and  the  ene- 
my is  working  on  every  hand.  But  we 
know  that  Jesus  can  work  and  none  can 


hinder.  So  we  ask  your  prayers  that  we 
will  go  over  the  top  for  Jesus  and  be  on 
the  firing  line  for  Him. — Mr.  Alford 
Cater,    Lake    Providence,    La. 

Dear    Sister   Harrison: 

I  can't  express  in  words  how  we,  at 
Barnabus,  have  enjoyed  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  certainly  is  a  blessing  to  our 
young  people.  I  thank  and  praise  the 
Lord  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  here.  It  hasn't  been 
organized  long  but  it  is  progressing 
nicely. — Mrs.  Avanelle  Stevins,  Barna- 
bus, W.  Va. 

Dear   Sister    Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  dear  name.  I  am 
writing  you  a  few  lines  again  to  let  you 
know  that  we  certainly  appreciate  the 
Lighted  Pathway. 

We  received  our  first  roll  this  past 
week  and  sold  them  all  in  our  next  Y. 
P.  E.  meeting.  I  have  seen  many  young 
people's  papers,  but  I  believe  I  can 
truthfully  say  that  the  Lighted  Pathway 
is  the  best  and  most  spiritual  young  peo- 
ple's paper  I  have  ever  read.  We  are  go- 
ing to  do  our  best  to  boost  this  good  pa- 
per tip  here  in  Massachusetts. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  started  out  very  small 
with  only  three  present,  but  is  growing 
slow  but  sure.  In  our  last  service  there 
were  twenty-seven  present,  so  we  feel 
encouraged. — Stella  R.  Wheeler,  Wor- 
chester,  Mass. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  praise  God  for  another  wonderful 
issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  This  pa- 
per has  been  a  great  help  and  blessing 
in  our  Y.  P.  E.  Our  readers  can  hardly 
wait  for  the  next  issue  and  I  really  en- 
joy selling  them.  They  don't  have  to  be 
encouraged  to  read  the  entire  paper  and 
those  who  are  financially  unable  to  pur- 
chase a  paper  have  one  passed  on  to 
them  when  the  owners  have  read  it. 

Pray  for  our  church  and  especially  our 
Y.  P.  E.— Raymond  M.  Murray,  Wil- 
mington, N.  C. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

Words  can't  express  my  appreciation 
for  your  message  in  the  April  issue  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  My  mother  said 
that  you  wrote  the  message  to  her. 

The  dear  Lord  saw  fit  to  take  my  lit- 
tle sister,  the  most  precious  thing  on 
earth  to  me,  on  March  20.  She  was  five 
years,  six  months  and  20  days  old,  was 
a  member  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  took  part 
in  the  programs,  with  songs  and  even 
testified  for  the  Y.  P.  E.  She  was  al- 
ways a  happy  little  thing  when  she 
knew   that   she  was   going   to   church. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  a 
blessing  to  me  in  more  ways  than  I  can 
express.  If  you  ever  have  time  for  any 
personal  correspondence,  I  would  cer- 
tainly like  to  hear  from  you. — Mrs. 
Madeline  G.  Sweat,  Lake  City,  Fla. 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 


Life's  Journey 

Our  life's  journey  may  soon  end, 

Do  a  good  deed  daily     by     helping  a 
friend. 

While  you're  young  prepare  your  life, 
To  be  a  hero  in   the   strife. 

As  you  go  daily  to  your  work 
Do  your  duty  and  do  not  shirk. 

If  we  live  true  to  our  Lord, 

We  know   that   we'll  have  a   great   re- 
ward. 

Let    us   always   cheerful   be 

And   do   our   part    through    charity; 
You  will  surely  reach  your  goal, 

If  you'll  let  Jesus  save  your  soul. 

Take   Him   with   you   in   your      work   or 
play, 


soul, 

So  be  sure  you  are  headed  for  the  heav- 
enly goal. 

Jesus  loves  us  everyone,  praise  His  name! 

Yet  sin  we  must  lose  and  salvation  gain. 

It's  grand  to  be  numbered  with  the  chil- 
dren of  the  free, 

Because  we  joined  the  workers,  thanks 
to  the  Y.  P.  E. 

— Margie   Thompson,   Stephenville,    Tex. 

My  Friend 

I  have   a   friend  called  Jesus, 

He's  ever  at  my  side, 
He  never,  never  leaves  me, 

No  matter  what  betides. 

He  trod  the  way  before  me 

When  He  went  to  Calvary's  cross 


Then    you      will    not    sin    throughout      To  die,  that  I  might  be  redeemed 

From   sin,   and  shame  and  loss. 


the  day; 
While  we're  here,  live  our  life, 

To   spend   forever  with   Jesus   Christ. 

— Haze]   Stover. 
A  Tribute  to  the  Y.  P.  E. 

There  is   an   old  swimming  pool   not   far 

away 
That   makes   such   a   grand   place  for   me 

to  play. 
There   are   a   group   of  boys   who  like   to       And    now    when   things    look    dark 

play  marbles,  dreary 

There  are  some  girls  who  like  to  hear  the  And  burdens  press  me  so, 

birds  warble; 
But    the    really    true    satisfaction    comes 

for  me 
When   I    am    present    at    the   Church   of 

God  Y.  P.  E. 


He  knew  that  I  still  needed  more, 

So  He  sanctified  me  too, 
Through  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus, 

He  can  sanctify  you,  too! 

Then  when  Jesus  went  away, 

He  sent  the  Holy  Ghost 
To  be  my  Comforter  and  Friend, 

Just   when  I   need  Him  most. 


ind 


I  look  up  to  Jesus  and  say, 

"You  will  lead  me  through,  I  know." 


There    you    may    find    joy,    laughter   and 

song, 
And  while  you  are  there  you  will  never 

go  wrong. 
For  God  is  there  to  comfort,  praise  and 

to   cheer, 
The    devil    cannot    find    your   heart,      so 

never  fear. 
The    friends    and    relatives    are    eager    to 

help  and  please, 
For    they    were    once    a    member    of    the 

Y.  P.  E. 


And   when   I  leave  this   world   behind, 

I  know  He  will  be  there, 
To  carry  me  safely  to  the  home 

He  went   away  to  prepare. 

— Lorraine    Seward,    Grasonville,    Md. 
The  Church  of  God 

The  Church  of  God  is  at  its  best, 

And   going   on   each   day 
In  spite  of  all  old  Satan  does, 

In  spite  of  what  folks  say. 

They  do  not   like  her     teachings, 
We're   too  holy  some   people   say, 

But    the  only   way   to   make   it    through, 
Is   to  labor,  watch  and  pray. 


This   world    does   not   offer   shelter   from 
the  evil  storm, 

But    God's   Church    will    protect    regard- 
less of  color,  race  or  form. 

There  is  a  warm  fire  of  goodness  burn- 
ing  high. 

Offering  warmth   to   the  strangers   pass- 
ing by. 

We  will  give  you  our  prayers  and  happy      But  always  is   the  Conqueror 

be  In   every   time   of   need. 

If  you  will  drop  in  for  our  Y.  P.  E. 

So  it  we  trust  our  Captain 

Maybe    you    are    leading    some    faltering  And  follow  His   command, 


The  good  old  Bible  is  her  guide, 

Heaven   is   her   goal, 
Jesus  is  our  Captain, 

So   brave,    and   true,   and    bold. 

He  never  lost  a  battle, 
He  never  meets   defeat, 


Lle'll  lead   us  safely  from  this  earth 
Unto  that  "heavenly  land." 

— Lorraine  Seivard,  Grasonville,   Md. 

Y.  P.  E. 

Boys  and  girls  of  the  Y.  P.  E., 
This   little  poem   I   write   for  thee, 
just  to  show  you  how  our  Father  above, 
Will  safely  keep  us  in  His  love, 

If   we   to  Him   will  always  look 
And   carefully   read    His   precious   Book. 
For   in   the   Bible   we   will   find 
That    we   should    be   loving,    gentle    and  j 
kind. 

Also  we  will  find  in  there 
That   we  should  live   a   life  of  prayer, 
And  always  at  our  Savior's  command 
Try   to  lend   a   helping  hand 

To  those  that   we   chance   to   meet 
Along  the  road  or  on  the  street; 
And   try   to   do   a    golden   deed 
To   those  around  us  who  are  in  need. 

For  if  we  expect  to  heaven  go, 
We  will  have  to  try  God's  love  to  show 
To  our  friends,  from  day  to  day, 
And   for  each  other   we   must   pray. 

God's  great  love  is  over  all 
Who  will  upon  His  name  call. 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  high,  the  low, 
If  they  to  Him  for  comfort  go. 

So   let    us   all    pull   together 
In   rain   or  shine   or   stormy  weather. 
And  try  to  do  our  best  while  here 
And  receive  a   crown  of  life  over  there. 

So  now,  Y.  P.  E.  girls  and  boys, 

We   want    to   receive   God's   richest    joys 

Right   here   in   this   world   below, 

So  pray  for  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  see  it  grow. 

Just  obey  God,  let  Him  have  His  way 
In  everything  you  do  or  say, 
Then   your   faces  will   really  shine, 
With  glory  from  His  love  divine. 

His    power    will    make      you      what    you 

ought    to  be, 
Then  your  friends  will  join  our  Y.  P    E. 
And   surely    then   you   will   be   glad 
That  you  obeyed   the  call  you  had. 

Now    these    few    lines      were    written    in 

love 
As  I  was  inspired  by  the  Father  above. 
So  now,  dear  friends,  of  this  little  band, 
We  all  want  to  meet  in  Canaan's  land. 

And   we   are  proud   God   sent   the   Holy 

Ghost 
To  help   us   meet   the   heavenly   host, 
And  to  lead  us  in  this  world  of  sin, 
So  we  will  not  have  to  look  to  men. 

Then    when   He   comes   in      that      great 

hour 
To  lift  us  up  in  mighty  power, 
We'll  meet  the  Savior  in  the  air 
And   be   with   Him   forever   there. 

— Ethel  Perkins,  Cairo,  Ga. 
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Leaves  Will  Not  Do 

Say,    what    are    you      doing      with    life, 

brother? 
'Tis  the  message  that  comes  now  to  you, 
Are  you     spending     your     time  in  vain 

glory? 
Remember  that  leaves  will  not  do. 

Say,  what   are  you  doing  with  life,  sis- 
ter? 
Receive  now  this  warning  for  it's  true, 
The  Master  is  expecting  a  rich  fruitage, 
Oh,   remember   that   leaves   will   not   do. 

Oh,  what  are  you  doing  with  life,  sin- 
ner? 

Rich  pardon  now  is  offered  to  you, 

Won't  you  heed  now  the  Spirit's  clear 
warning, 

To  remember  that  leaves  will  not  do? 

The  Master  has  planned  His  vineyard, 
And  has   edged  it   and   fenced   it   round 

too, 
He's   expecting   a    rich    fruitful   harvest, 
So  remember  that  leaves  will  not  do. 

— Thelma  C.  Levy. 

Ten  Thousand  Our  Goal 

Young  people,  we  are  praying  that  we 
may  reach  the  10,000  circulation  mark 
by  the  Assembly.  Will  you  pray  with 
us  and  then  put  feet  to  your  prayers  and 
help  God  answer  these  petitions? — Edi- 
tor. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

This  evening  as  I  was  sitting  here 
studying  for  our  young  people's  service 
Friday  night,  our  topic  being  "The  Aim 
in  Life,"  my  mind  wandered  back  to 
about  1927  or  '2  8  when  you  had  such 
an  aim  in  life  to  be  a  blessing  to  the 
young  people  here  at   Lawton. 

My  heart  is  made  to  rejoice  when  I 
think  back  over  the  past  ten  years  in 
the  service  of  the  Lord  and  the  many 
prayers  offered  up  in  behalf  of  us  young 
people  who  were  young  in  this  army,  yet 
feeling  strong,  with  courage  to  fight  on 
because  we  felt  our  leaders  had  fought 
before  us  and  had  kept  the  victory.  So 
our  aim  in  life  was  to  follow  them  as 
they  followed  Christ  that  we  might  be 
one  to  help  win  this  great  battle  against 
sin. 

Many  times  has  the  enemy  of  our 
souls  rose  up  against  us  as  if  to  say,  I've 
won  another  soul.  Then  we  would  think 
of  the  scripture,  "Lo,  I  am  with  you  al- 
ways even  unto  the  end  of  the  world." 
This  spoken  by  the  Captain  of  this  army 
we  enlisted  in,  made  us  want  to  fight 
on. 

Sometimes    the    cross    has    been    heavy 
but  the  memory  of  this  song  comes  to 
us: 
Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone 

And  all  the  world  go  free? 
No,   there's   a   cross   for   everyone, 


And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 

So  I  picked  up  my  cross  with  courage 
and  asked  the  Lord  for  help  and  strength 
to  carry  it  to  the  end.  Sister  Harrison, 
when  you  came  in  leading  the  great 
number  of  young  people  at  the  Assem- 
bly again  did  our  minds  wander  back 
where  you  were  so  faithful  with  the  few 
you  had  to  work  with  here  and  see  the 
great  number  you  were  leading  then. 
It  made  tears  come  to  my  eyes  to  see 
one  who  had  proved  faithful  over  a  few 
and  was  then  leading  many. 

We  recently  had  a  service  in  your 
honor  and  dedicated  the  song,  "Let  My 
Life  Be  a  Light,"  to  you. 

We  closed  our  service  and  had  a  small 
shower  of  handkerchiefs  from  some  of 
your  friends  who  still  remembered  your 
good  work  here  and  had  a  special  prayer 
that  your  life  may  still  shine  out  as  it 
has  before. — Hazel  Pippins,  Lawton, 
Okla. 

Note:  Many  thanks,  Y.  P.  E.,  for  the 
handkerchief    shower. — Editor. 


TRIBUTES  TO  FATHER 

I  am  glad  to  write  a  few  words  in  be- 
half of  dear  father,  as  father  is  one  of 
the  sweetest  names  on  earth.  I  am  prais- 
ing God  for  a  Christian  father. 

Daddy,  you  have  been  a  blessing  to  me 
and  have  helped  me  when  I  was  unable  to 
help  myself.  You  have  corrected  me  in 
my  faults  and  I  thank  you  and  will  now 
try  to  repay  you  for  it  all. — Brady  Den- 
nis, B.  T.  S.  student,  Markleysburg,  Pa. 

I  love  my  father  because  of  his  humili- 
ty and  simplicity  to  God,  which  has 
caused  me  to  surrender  my  life  to  Jesus, 
and  in  so  doing,  I  have  found  joy  and 
peace  in  my  heart  unexcelled  by  anything 
the  world  can  offer,  all  because  of  a 
righteous  father. — Jack  Crawford,  B. 
T.  S.  student. 

Dear  readers:  If  I  were  a  Shakespeare, 
or  a  Ruskin,  or  an  Emerson,  or  some  of 
those  men  with  widely  developed  vocab- 
ularies, I  could  begin  to  write  an  article 
that  would  do  father  justice.  As  it  is,  I 
will  have  to  try  with  my  limited  mental 
facilities. 

It  was  through  his  efforts,  prayers, 
Christian  life,  and  fatherly  influence 
that  placed  me  in  the  position  that  I  am 
in  today.  Prayer  will  prevail.  I  esteem 
my  father  to  the  highest  and  I  cannot 
do  him  justice  with  mere  words  and 
words  cannot  express  what  I  feel  in  my 
heart  for  him.  He  and  mother  are  very 
dear  to  me. — A  B.  T.  S.  student.  (Failed 
to  sign  name.) 

I  appreciate  my  father,  he  is  very  dear 
to  me.  It  seems  to  me  that  I  have  the 
dearest  father  in  the  world.  Since  I  have 
been  in  B.  T.  S.  his  love  for  me  has  been 
proven  in  many  ways.  He  has  made  a 
great  sacrifice  to  put  me  through  school. 


To  prove  my  love  and  appreciation  I 
want  to  offer  my  life  to  Christ  as  a 
servant  in  His  vineyard. — Roberta  Gris- 
som,  B.  T.  S.  student,  Campaign,  Tenn. 

I  have  a  dear  old  dad  up  in  heaven  where 

he  has  gone, 
And  if  I  follow  Jesus,  I'll  meet  him  in 

that  bright  home. 
He  was   always  so  kind     and     cheerful 

with  a  smile  for  everyone, 
So  when  the  Master  called  him  he  could 

smile  and  say,  Well  done. 

He  loved  us  all  so  dearly,  anything  for 

us  he  would   give, 
How  sad  it  was  to  us  when  we  knew  he 

could  not  live. 
When   I    was   but   a   youngster   and      to 

home  he  would  come, 
He  liked  to  bring  me  something  and   to 

me    that    was    fun. 

Now  listen  to  me  brothers  and  dear  sis- 
ters, too. 

There  will  never  be  another  who  will 
love  you  so  true. 

I  remember  him  so  clearly  as  in  his 
rocker  he  did  sit, 

He  liked  to  talk  to  us  children  when  ail 
the  lights  were  lit. 

He  liked  to  sit  before  the  fire  and  to  his 

loved  ones  talk, 
And  on  some  bright  sunny  day  we  would 

often  take  a  walk. 
And   as   he   journeyed    through   this   life 

many  friends  he  did  find, 
So  as  I  look  back  over  his  life  I  think 

he  did  just  fine. 

(Composed  by  Gilbert  F.  Carter  in  re- 
membrance of  his  father  who  died  Aug. 
17,   1937.) 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  sincerely  thank  God  for  a  Christian 
father.  When  I  was  a  child  I  thought 
he  was  hard  on  me  when  he  wanted  me 
to  do  right  but  now  I  realize  that  those 
things  that  seemed  to  be  hard  were  for 
my  good.  I  love  and  appreciate  my  fa- 
ther today. 

May  I  say,  God  bless  all  the  fathers 
today. — T.  C.  Franklin,  B.  T.  S.  student. 

Dear  Father: 

This  life  will  soon  be  over  and  then 
we  can  meet  on  that  peaceful  shore. 
What  a  happy  time  to  be  where  father 
and  mother  will  never  have  to  separate 
any  more. 

Oh!  how  well  I  remember  you  pray- 
ing for  your  children;  and  how  you 
lived  before  them.  What  a  happy,  happy 
tomorrow  that  will  be  when  we  meet  to 
part  no  more. — Thermon  G.  Pearson,  B. 
T.  S.  student. 


Backsliding  is  a  poor  business,  and  no 
one  can  do  so  without  giving  his  con- 
sent to  being  robbed  of  his  most  valua- 
ble  possession. 
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What    Liquor  Has    Done  and 
Still  Can  Do 

One  day  Mr.  M.  Morrill's  attention 
was  called  to  a  little  pale,  thin  boot- 
black who  had  a  bunch  of  bluebells  in 
his  button  hole.  The  gentleman  let  the 
boy  black  his  boots,  then  balancing  a 
quarter  in   his   finger,   said: 

Here  is  ten  cents  for  the  shine  and 
fifteen  cents  for  the  flowers,  pointing 
to   the   bluebells. 

The  lad  put  his  small  hand  over  the 
flowers. 

No,  sir;  I  can't  sell  them;  if  I  was 
starving  I  wouldn't  sell  a  bluebell. 

And    why   not,   little   man? 

The  lad  looked  at  Mr.  Morrill  so 
piteously  that  he  was  almost  sorry  he 
had  asked  him.  He  put  his  hand  on  the 
boy's  head  and  said: 

Excuse  me  for  asking  you;  you  need 
not  tell  me  unless  you  wish  and  you  can 
keep    the    quarter    besides. 

I  like  you  and  I'll  tell  you.  Just  a  year 
ago  this  month,  and  it  has  been  such  a 
long  year  I  thought  the  bluebells  never 
would  come,  and  then  he  stopped  and 
put  his  hand  over  his  eyes  as  if  to  shut 
out  some  horrible  sight.  Presently  he 
took  down  his  hand  and  said  abruptly: 

My  father  was  a  drunkard.  We  once 
owned  some  property,  I've  heard  mother 
say,  but  that  was  before  I  was  born. 
We  got  so  poor  mother  had  to  go  out 
and  wash  to  get  food  for  Bess  and  me. 
We  lived  in  a  little  log  house,  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  from  town. 

One  Friday  morning  there  was  only 
a  plate  of  cornmeal  and  about  two 
spoonfuls  of  molasses.  Mother  baked  the 
meal  into  bread,  and  told  me  to  feed  the 
baby  when  she  awoke,  and  to  keep  a 
sharp  lookout  for  father,  while  she  was 
away  that  day.  She  kissed  me  at  the 
door.  Be  a  good  boy,  Willie,  and  take 
care  of  little  sister,  she  said. 

Bessie  slept  a  long  time  and  I  passed 
the  time  sitting  by  her  and  going  to  the 
door  to  watch  for  father.  When  she 
woke  up  she  said,  Baby  is  so  hungry, 
Willie,  get  something  to  eat.  Get  up, 
Bessie,  and  let  me  dress  you  and  then  we 
will  have  some  breakfast.  I  hadn't  eaten  a 
mouthful,  nor  had  mother,  before  leav- 
ing home,  and  I  was  dreadfully  hungry. 
She  got  up,  and  I  dressed  her,  washed  and 
combed  her  hair,  and  when  we  sat  down 
to  the  table  Bessie  just  dropped  her  curly 
head  right  down  on  the  table  and  sobbed 
out,  O  Willie,  I  am  so  tired  of  corn- 
bread  and  molasses;  I  can't  eat  it;  I 
want  some  meat  and  butter. 


Don't  cry,  baby,  I  said,  stroking  her 
curls,  mother  will  bring  home  something 
tonight. 

But  it  is  so  long  to  wait. 

Try  to  eat,  I  said,  and  I  put  a  spoon- 
ful of  molasses  on  her  plate,  and  she  did 
try,  but  she  only  swallowed  a  few 
mouthfuls  and  then  left  the  table.  I  ate 
a  small  piece  of  dry  bread.  I  thought 
she  would  eat  the  molasses,  so  I  did  not 
touch  it.  All  day  she  kept  saying  she 
was  hungry  but  refused  to  eat.  It  was  a 
long  day  for  both  of   us. 

Father  had  come  home,  and  it  was 
nearly  dark;  we  were  both  sitting  on  the 
doorstep.  Bessie  had  laid  her  head  against 
my  arm  and  began  to  cry,  I'm  so  hun- 
gry, Willie,  mother  stays  so  late  tonight. 

Don't  cry,  baby,  mother  will  soon 
be    home. 

Of  course  she  will!  exclaimed  George 
Anderson;  he  lived  a  mile  beyond  us, 
and  as  he  spoke  he  tossed  a  bunch  of 
bluebells  into   Bessie's   lap. 

Oh,  how  pretty!  she  exclaimed,  while 
the  tears  dropped  from  her  sweet  blue 
eyes  on   the   pretty   bluebells. 

Come,  Bessie,  I  said,  let  me  fasten 
them  among  your  curls.  She  stood  up 
on  the  door-step  with  her  face  toward 
the  house.  I  stood  behind  her  and  tied 
the  bluebells  in  her  golden  curls.  I  had 
just  fastened  the  last  one,  when  some- 
one jerked  me  off  the  step.  It  was  fa- 
ther;   he    was    almost    crazy    with    drink. 

He  caught  Bessie  and  said,  You  have 
been  crying;  what  did  Willie  do  to  you? 

She  was  so  white  and  scared  that  I 
thought  she  would  faint.  Willie  didn't 
do  anything,  she  gasped  out. 

Father  let  her  go  and  grasped  me; 
he  commenced  to  shake  me  awful.  You 
rascal,  what  did  you  do  to  Bessie?  Tell 
me,  or  I'll  shake  the  breath  out  of  you. 

He  shook  me  so  I  could  not  answer. 
Then  little  Bessie  caught  him  by  the 
arm.  Please,  father,  don't  hurt  Willie; 
I   was   so  hungry  it   made  me  cry. 

Fie  looked  at  the  table  and  saw  the 
bread  and  molasses.  You  little  whitefaced 
liar,  you  are  not  hungry,  look  at  the 
table:  there  is  plenty  to  eat,  and  good 
enough  for  such  a  brat  as  you,  and  he 
shook   her  roughly. 

She  began  to  cry  and  I  tried  to  put 
my  arms  around  her  but  father  pushed 
me  away.  If  you  can't  eat  anything  I 
can  give  you  something  to  drink,  and 
he  started  down  the  path  that  led  to  the 
pond. 

Bessie  hushed  crying,  but  she  looked 
awful  scared.  I'll  give  you  something  to 


drink,  he  said,  and  I  followed,  scarcely 
knowing  what  I  was  doing,  I  was  so 
frightened. 

He  waded  in  about  kneedeep,  then  took 
Bessie  and  put  her  little  curly  head  down 
under  the  water.  She  threw  up  her  little 
white  hands  and  cried  out,  O  Willie, 
take  baby!  as  the  curly  head  went  down. 

1  waded  around  father  and  tried  with 
all  my  strength  to  raise  her  little  head 
out  of  the  water,  but  father  'held  it 
down.  I  begged  father  to  take  her  out, 
but  he  would  not  listen.  She  threw  up 
her  hands  wildly,  there  was  a  gurgling 
sound,  then  all  was  still.  It  seemed  hours 
to  me,  but  father  at  last  lifted  up 
Bessie's  white  dripping  face.  I  called  her 
name  wildly,  but  her  blue  lips  didn't 
move;  she  was  dead. 

Father  carried  her  and  laid  her  down 
on  the  green  grass.  I  guess  she  won't  get 
hungry  for  a   while,  he  said. 

I  was  so  stunned  I  never  moved  or 
spoke,  until  I  saw  the  bluebells  that  I 
had  twined  in  Bessie's  hair,  floating  out 
on  the  water.  I  could  not  bear  to  see 
them  drift  away,  so  I  waded  out  after 
them.  The  water  was  deep,  and  on  I 
went.  It  was  up  to  my  armpits,  now 
over  my  shoulders,  still  the  bluebells 
were  just  beyond  my  reach,  but  I  must 
have  them.  The  water  touched  my  chin, 
another  step  and  I  caught  them,  and  just 
as  I  did,  I  heard  mother  call:  Willie,  O 
Willie!   where  are  you? 

I  looked  for  father.  He  was  seated  on 
the  ground  by  Bessie.  Willie,  O  Willie! 
came  mother's  voice  again. 

I  was  out  of  the  water  now,  but  so 
weak  I  could  scarcely  stand.  Bessie, 
Bessie!  I  called.  Here  mother,  at  the 
pond. 

Father  gave  one  mad  leap  into  the 
water — he  plunged  in  face  down.  I  was 
so  terrified  I  did  not  know  what  to  do. 
I  heard  mother  coming.  I  trembled  and 
could  not  walk,  so  I  crawled  up  to 
Bessie,  and  took  father's  straw  hat,  put 
it  over  Bessie's  dead  face  to  keep  mother 
from    seeing    it. 

In  a  moment  she  came  in  sight.  She 
saw  I  was  dripping  with  water.  Willie, 
Willie,  what  is  the  matter? 

I  could  not  speak. 

She  lifted  the  hat  from  Bessie's  face. 
She  stood  for  a  moment  as  if  turned  to 
stone.  Tell  me  how  it  happened,  Willie, 
tell  me  quick!  Then  I  found  voice  and 
told  her  everything.  She  heard  me 
through  without  a  word,  but  when  I 
had  finished  she  stood  with  clasped 
hands  over  Bessie  and  shrieked  such  un- 
earthly cries  that  soon  the  neighborhood 
flocked  to  the  spot. 

Father  had  drowned  himself.  His 
body  was  taken  from  the  bottom  of  the 
beautiful  water  and  buried  in  the  ceme- 
tery alongside  of  Bessie.  Mother  was  a 
raving  maniac.  I  put  the  bluebells  in  a 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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The  Stubborn  Child 

(Continued   from   page    11) 

heart,  that  he  had  gone  with  you.  But 
refrain  from  saying  anything  of  this  to 
him  when  you  get  home,  or  at  any  time 
during  the  week  to  come.  So  far  as 
Billie  is  concerned  Sunday  School  should 
be  a  closed  subject  in  the  home  for  the 
time   being. 

"During  the  week  we  will  send  one 
of  the  'vacant-chair'  cards  to  Billie, 
showing  him  that  his  little  chair  missed 
him.  A  little  later  in  the  week  his 
teacher  will  send  a  'we-missed-you'  card. 
Read  these  to  him,  but  refrain  from  say- 
ing anything  yourself  that  will  lead 
him  to  think  you  are  urging  him  to  go 
to  Sunday  School. 

"The  chances  are  that  Billie  will  roll 
out  of  bed  Sunday  morning  with  a  re- 
quest that  he  be  allowed  to  go  to  Sun- 
day School  with  you.  If  you  grant  the 
request  simply  and  without  comment 
from  any  of  the  family,  your  problem 
will  doubtless  be  solved." 

Sure  enough  Billie  made  his  own  de- 
cision before  Sunday.  The  vacant-chair 
card  brought  a  declaration  from  him 
that  he  was  going  to  Sunday  School  next 
Sunday.  The  'we-missed-you'  card 
brought  a  tearful  request  that  he  be  tak- 
en next  Sunday.  Mother  could  not  re- 
sist this,  but  gathering  Billie  close,  said: 
"Of  course  you  can  go,  Son,  if  you  want 
to,"  with  emphasis  on  the  "want." 

From  that  time  forth  we  knew  how  to 
manage  Billie.  If  he  refused  to  stand 
when  the  others  stood,  as  he  sometimes 
did,  we  ignored  him.  But  we  did  see  to 
it  that  he  missed  something  specially  in- 
teresting. We  appeared  to  pay  no  atten- 
tion at  all  to  his  stubbornness.  In  time 
he  practically  lost  this  trait,  though  he 
is  and  always  will  be  strongwilled — a 
good  trait  when  properly  handled. — 
From  "The  Baby's  Mother." 

Decision 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
Him." 

Then  in  her  dream,  she  felt  herself 
taken  very  ill.  All  the  household  was  in 
commotion  over  her  condition.  The  best 
doctors  in  the  land  were  summoned. 
None  could  give  her  relief  from  her 
tormenting  pain.  Councils  were  held  at 
her  bedside,  but  they  gave  her  up  to  die. 
No  external  applications,  no  medicine 
made  her  any  better. 

Then  in  bitter  tears  and  desperation 
she  began  to  cry  to  Jesus  to  have  mercy 
upon  her  and  to  save  her. 

Then  she  dreamed  that  she  saw  the 
Savior  a  long  way  off,  and  that  He  said, 
"You  did  not  know  me  when  I  called 
after   you.   Neither   do   I   know   you." 

She  awoke  and  was  so  glad  that  it  was 
only  a  dream,  that  she  had  not  been  to 
the   party.    "This   is   a    warning    to   me," 


she  thought. 

Coming  down  to  the  breakfast  room, 
she  said,  "Mother,  I  have  given  up  going 
to  the  dance,  and  I  never  want  to  go  to 
such  a  place." 

"Thank  God,"  came  from  the  lips 
of  her  mother  in  low  tones.  "Esau  threw 
away  his  royal  birthright  for  a  mess  of 
pottage;  Agrippa  put  display  and  pomp 
above  things  of  eternal  worth;  many  are 
being  deceived  by  the  baubles  and  tinsel 
of  this  wicked  world  and  going  on  to 
misery  in  sin  and  shame,  but  I  hope  you 
will  never  turn  away  from  the  decision 
for  the  Lord  Jesus." 

The— Ien_Virgins 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

at  their  lamps.  The  oil  was  so  nearly 
gone  that  the  lamps  gave  only  a  little 
light.  The  wise  girls  who  had  brought 
extra  oil  filled  their  lamps  and  were 
ready  to  join  the  wedding  procession 
when  it  passed  by.  The  foolish  girls  ran 
to  the  store  to  buy  oil.  By  the  time  they 
had  bought  the  oil,  the  wedding  party 
had  gone  into  the  bridegroom's  house 
and  the  door  was  shut  and  fastened.  The 
foolish  girls  who  were  not  ready  when 
the  bridegroom  came  could  not  go  into 
the   wedding   supper. 

Who  were  invited  to  join  a  wedding 
party?  Ten  girls.  What  did  all  the  girls 
carry?  Small  lamps.  What  did  the  wise 
girls  take?  Extra  oil.  What  did  they  hear 
coming?  The  procession.  What  did  the 
wise  girls  do?  Refilled  their  lamps. 
Where  did  the  others  go?  To  buy  more 
oil.  When  they  came  to  the  house,  what 
was  shut?  The   door. 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
his  child  in  a  community  where  there  is 
no  church  or  where  that  child  would  re- 
ceive no  religious  instruction.  But,  what 
are  you  fathers  doing  to  build  up  the 
church  in  your  community?  It  would 
be  a  very  poor,  good-for-nothing  excuse 
of  a  father  who  would  sit  and  do  noth- 
ing while  others  fed  and  clothed  his 
children.  It  would  be  Just  as  bad,  if  not 
worse,  for  an  able-bodied  father  to  ex- 
pect others  to  pay  for  his  children's  edu- 
cation. Is  it  not  worse  for  you  to  ex- 
pect someone  to  bring  up  your  children 
in  the  nurture  and  admonition  of  the 
Lord,  while  you  loaf  on  the  job  of  real 
fatherhood? 

The  welfare  of  children  demands  a 
home.  That  home  should  be  a  Christian 
home.  It  can  not  be  a  Christian  home  if 
both  parents  are  not  Christians.  It  is 
said  that  if  children  from  the  cannibal 
South  Sea  Islands  were  brought  to  a 
Christian  land  and  put  into  Christian 
homes  they  would  grow  up  to  be  Chris- 
tians and  if  children  of  our  land  were 
taken  early  in  life  to  the  South  Sea  Is- 


lands they  would  grow  up  to  be  canni- 
bals. God  so  created  man  and  woman 
that  each  is  the  complement  of  the 
other  and  it  requires  both  to  make  one 
complete  person.  One  supplies  what  the 
other  lacks.  God  did  not  create  woman 
from  the  head  of  man  that  she  should 
rule  over  him,  nor  from  his  foot  that 
he  should  trample  upon  and  degrade 
her,  but  from  his  side  that  she  should 
be  a  helpmeet  to  him.  In  the  rearing  of 
children  the  strength  and  power  of  man- 
hood is  to  be  mingled  with  the  love  and 
tenderness  of  womanhood,  that  the 
child  life  may  be  complete.  If  one  pa- 
rent should  be  taken  by  the  hand  of 
death,  then  the  double  responsibility 
falls  upon  the  other.  The  mother  must 
then,  as  far  as  possible,  supply  the  place 
of  the  father,  or  the  father  the  place  of 
the  mother.  It  is  very  much  harder  for 
the  mother  to  do  this  if  the  father  is 
living.  I  have  seen  fathers  that  were  but 
a  hindrance  in  the  spiritual  development 
of  their  children.  It  would  be  far  better 
for  the  souls  of  some  children  if  their 
father  were  dead.  Is  it  possible  that  this 
is  true  of  you?  May  God  have  mercy 
upon  your  soul  if  it  is. 

The  church  is  the  spiritual  power- 
house where  a  man  becomes  charged 
to  carry  home  the  electric  current  of 
Christlikeness  to  his  children:  It  is  im- 
possible to  convey  spiritual  life  to  your 
children  if  you  have  none  yourself.  No 
lodge,  club  or  fraternal  organization,  I 
care  not  how  good  it  may  be,  can  take 
the  place  of  the  church.  The  church  is 
the  only  institution  that  can  develop 
the  soul.  It  is  the  one  divine  institution 
on  earth.  Whatever  there  is  of  religious 
or  spiritual  value  in  the  lodge  and  its 
ritual  was  borrowed  from  the  church 
and  from  the  Bible.  The  school,  the 
club,  the  lodge — each  has  its  place,  but 
none  of  them  can  take  the  place  of  the 
church  of  God  on  earth.  The  school  de- 
velops the  intellect,  but  the  church  is 
the  only  ordained  institution  to  develop 
the  spiritual  life  of  the  individual.  Which 
is  the  highest  and  most  important? 
Browning  says:  "Earth  changes,  but  thy 
soul  and  God  stand  sure." 

It  is  sad  to  see  men  today  trifling 
with  life's  serious  problems  and  giving 
their  best  thought  and  attention  to  the 
fleeting  things  of  this  world.  They  dis- 
miss their  conscience  with  a  laugh;  they 
kill  their  capacity  for  worship  by  neg- 
lect; they  destroy  their  inheritance  of 
spiritual  life  through  pleasure  and  grat- 
ification of  self;  they  see  nothing  in  re- 
ligion. Why  should  they?  They  never 
put  forth  a  single  effort  to  develop  the 
religious  part  of  their  natures.  The 
landscape  artist,  Turner,  was  once 
painting  a  sunset  from  nature.  A  lout 
of  a  fellow  was  watching  him  as  he 
painted.  As  the  watcher  looked  at  the 
sunset  and  then  at  the  picture  he  said  to 
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the  artist,  "I  do  not  see  anything  so 
wonderful  about  a  sunset."  "No,"  said 
the  artist,  "don't  you  wish  you  could?" 
How  can  one  who  is  dead  in  trespasses 
and  sin  see  anything  in  religion?  To  a 
blind  man  there  is  no  light.  To  a  deaf 
man  there  is  no  sound.  To  a  blasphemer 
there  is  no  God.  To  a  materialist  there 
is  nothing  spiritual.  It  is  more  easy  to 
commit  soul  suicide  than  suicide  of  the 
body.  Use  the  means  for  spiritual  growth 
God  has  given  and  you  will  see  Him. 
Train  your  child  as  you  should  and  he 
will   behold  God   and  His   glory. 

What  can  a  father  expect  of  his  son, 
when  he  himself  spends  the  Lord's  day 
with  his  pipe  and  Sunday  paper?  What 
will  the  son  think  of  soul  values  if  the 
day  of  worship  is  used  only  for  joy  rid- 
ing and  picnics? 

I  wish  I  could  give  a  list  of  the  great 
men  who  have  honored  the  church;  men 
who  have  been  devout  and  faithful  in 
attendance  upon  its  services  and  its 
ordinances.  There  are  such  men  as  Glad- 
stone, who  was  a  lay  leader  to  the  end 
of  life.  Lloyd  George,  who  was  brought 
up  by  a  preaching  elder  uncle.  President 
Harding  who  refused  every  invitation 
to  play  golf  on  the  Lord's  day.  Gar- 
field and  Roosevelt,  who  never  missed 
a  Sunday  service.  Bryan  and  Hughes, 
devout  and  faithful  to  their  religious 
obligations.  Nearly  every  president  our 
country  has  ever  had  was  an  out-and- 
out  churchman.  You  are  not  in  great 
company  when  you  neglect  the  church. 
Do  you  say,  "I  can  be  a  Christian  with- 
out going  to  church"?  I  doubt  it.  An 
artist  must  go  to  a  school  of  art,  a  law- 
yer to  a  school  of  law,  a  doctor  to  a 
school  of  medicine,  and  a  Christian  to 
the  school  of  Christ.  The  church  is  that 
school.  You  can  be  a  better  Christian  by 
attending  church  regularly.  At  least, 
your  influence  does  not  count  on  the 
side  of  Christianity  if  you  do  not  go  to 
church. 

One  of  the  saddest  things  in  the 
world  is  to  hear  a  father  say,  "\Vc  do 
not  go  to  church,"  while  there  is  stand- 
ing at  his  knee  a  boy  who  is  to  soon  go 
out  into  the  world  of  sin  and  temptation 
without  the  help  and  protection  that 
the  church  gives.  I  once  had  a  father 
praise  to  me  the  godly,  faithful,  Chris- 
tian life  of  his  father,  while  he  ad- 
mitted in  the  presence  of  his  own  chil- 
dren that  he  never  attended  church.  He 
had  received  on  his  own  admission  a 
great  blessing  from  his  father,  but  did 
not  seem  to  realize  that:  he  was  giving 
nothing  of  spiritual  value  to  his  own 
children.  What  will  those  children  have 
to  say  of  their  father?  When  William 
E.  Gladstone  died,  the  leader  of  another 
nation  said:  "The  world  has  lost  its 
greatest    citizen;"      and    Morley    says    of 


him:  "He  cared  for  the  church  as  much 
as  the  soul  of  the  state."  The  world's 
greatest  citizen,  the  mightiest  statesman 
of  Britain,  could  not  afford  to  ignore 
the  church.   Neither  can  you  or  I. 

The  three  truly  great  things  in  one's 
life  are  heredity,  environment  and 
will.  Every  father  deals  largely  with  the 
first  two.  Heredity  is  the  unseen  hand 
stretched  from  the  lives  of  our  forefa- 
thers over  our  own  lives.  We  hand  down 
to  our  children  our  tendencies  to  phy- 
sical and  mental  diseases.  Someone  asked 
how  early  to  begin  the  education  of  a 
child.  The  answer  was  "With  his  grand- 
father." I  have  known  children  who 
have  had  to  fight  temptations  and  pas- 
sions all  their  lives  on  account  of  the 
sins  of  their  fathers.  What  is  true  of  the 
physical  is  just  as  true  of  the  moral  and 
spiritual.  Environment  is  the  total  of  the 
surrounding  things  that  influence  our 
lives — things  which  we  touch  and  which 
touch  us  in  the  daily  business  of  living. 

What  kind  of  an  environment  are 
you  endeavoring  to  throw  about  your 
children?  The  will  is  that  power  with- 
in us  which  enables  us  to  make  resolu- 
tions and  keep  them.  Will  power  may 
overcome  heredity  and  environment,  but 
many  fathers  are  making  the  task  a 
hard  one  for  their  children.  It  is  possible 
for  heredity  to  hand  down  a  weak  will, 
and  then  the  case  of  the  child  is  hope- 
less and  the  parent  is  to  blame.  I  fear 
there  are  children  who  will  open  their 
eyes  in  hell  and  blame  their  fathers  for 
an  eternity  of  suffering.  Will  your  chil- 
dren be  among  them?  There  are  fathers 
who  through  all  eternity  will  regret  the 
woe  they  have  brought  upon  their  chil- 
dren. Are  you  to  be  one  of  those  fa- 
thers? God  pity  you,  if  you  are.  My 
friend,  would  it  not  be  the  part  of  wis- 
dom for  you  to  so  link  up  your  life,  and 
the  lives  of  your  loved  ones,  with  the 
church  of  Jesus  Christ  as  to  enable  you 
to  face  eternity  with  calmness  and  as- 
surance? 


Bible  Lesson 

(Continued   from   page    15) 
Praise   the  Lord! 

The  man  who  bridles  and  keeps  under 
control  his  whole  body,  tongue,  and  all, 
so  that  he  offends  not  in  word,  the 
apostle  lists  "a  perfect  man."  It  is  he 
who  has  that  "wisdom  that  is  from 
above."  Like  the  Master  Himself,  it  is 
"pure  ....  peaceable  ....  gentle,  and  easy 
to  be  entreated,  full  of  mercy  and  good 
fruits,  without  partiality,  and  without 
hypocrisy,"    (V.    17).    Amen. 

What  Liquor    Has  Done    and 
Still  Can  Do 

(Continued  from  page  22) 
little    box    and    hung    them    around    my 
neck.  After  the  funeral  I  lay  in  the  hos- 


pital, sick  for  weeks  with  brainfever, 
but  when  I  came  to  myself,  the  box  was 
still  around  my  neck;  here  it  is. 

He  drew  from  his  bosom  a  small  box 
containing   a   few   withered   leaves. 

They  speak  of  sweet  baby  Bessie,  he 
said,  as  he  closed  the  box  and  slipped  it 
back    under    his    shirt    bosom. 

Then  he  looked  Mr.  Morrill  straight 
in  the  eyes  and  said,  Please,  Mister,  don't 
ever  vote  for  whiskey.  It  killed  my  fa- 
ther and  dear  little  baby  Bessie,  and  it 
locked  my  mother  up  in  the  madhouse. 
Please   don't   vote   for   rum. 

Brother,  read  this  pathetic  story  again, 
and  then  remember  that  every  vote  you 
cast  for  a  rumsoaked  politician  is  a  vote 
to  perpetuate — yea,  to  SANCTION  the 
business    which    killed    this   innocent    girl 
and   her  drunken   father,   drove   the  lov-  j 
ing  mother  mad  and  sent  the  brother  in- 
to  the   world   a   homeless   wanderer.   Can  ' 
you    vote    for    the    business,    and    looking 
God    in   the    face,    say   you    are    innocent  j 
of  the  blood  of  these  people? 

Kentucky  Y.  P.  E. 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
glorious   prospect    for   a   great    gain    in   a  i 
few  days. 

Please  let  me  know  if  there  is  any 
advice  which  would  benefit  me  in  win- 
ning  the  national  banner. — L.  S.  Cooper. 

NOTE:    You'd    better    get    busy    with 
your    Lighted    Pathway   circulation.    Per-  | 
haps  you  just  overlooked  this  in  your  re- 
port. — Editor. 

THINKINGYOUTH 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

mains  that  there  are  only  two  courses 
open — not  three.  A  moralist,  no  matter 
how  moral  he  may  be,  is  not  necessarily 
a  Christian  in  the  full  sense  of  the  word.  S 

Let  me  illustrate.  Perhaps  you  have  a 
garden.  Am  I  correct  in  saying  that  j 
there  are  three  possibilities  for  it — to 
fill  it  with  flowers,  or  fill  it  with  weeds,! 
or  leave  it  empty?  As  a  matter  of  fact ! 
wc  all  know  that  if  we  leave  it  empty,  j 
it    soon   becomes    full   of   weeds! 

Some  decisions  are  forced  upon  us. 
Whether  we  like  it  or  not,  a  day  of 
reckoning  is  coming.  "Many  will  say  to  I 
me  in  that  day,  Lord,  Lord,  have  we  not 
prophesied  in  thy  name  ....  and  then 
will  I  profess  unto  them,  I  never  knew 
you,"   Matt.    7:22,   23. 

It  is  a  terrible  thing  to  live  in  a  fool's i 
paradise  and  have  such  an  awakening.! 
How  significant — that  even  the  men: 
who  drove  the  nails  into  the  ark  werCj 
themselves  drowned  in   the  flood. 

Moses    was    right    when    he    challenged! 
the  people   to  choose  life  because  of   the  j  i 
solitary    remaining    alternative. 

THE   GREAT   REFUSAL 

If  anyone  had  a  right  to  speak  thus, 
it   was   Moses.      He   himself   had    known 
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what  it  meant  to  come  to  the  fork  in  the 
road.  In  his  early  days  he  had  chosen 
the  austere  path  of  sacrifice.  According 
to  the  writer  of  the  letter  to  the  He- 
brews "Moses,  when  he  was  come  to 
years,  (i.  e.  grown  up)  refused  to  be 
called  the  son  of  Pharaoh's  daughter; 
Choosing  rather  to  suffer  affliction  with 
the  people  of  God,  than  to  enjoy  the 
pleasures  of  sin  for  a  season;  Esteeming 
the  reproach  of  Christ  greater  riches 
than  the  treasures  in  Egypt.  For  he  had 
respect  unto  the  recompence  of  the  re- 
ward. By  faith  he  forsook  Egypt,  not 
fearing  the  wrath  of  the  king:  for  he 
endured,  as  seeing  him  who  is  invisible," 
Heb.    11:24-27. 

Surely  as  he  presented  to  the  people 
the  alternatives,  he  must  have  had  this 
experience  at  the  back  of  his  mind,  the 
hour  of  his  own  great  choice  away  back 
in  his  youth. 

Moses  never  tried  the  acrobatic  feat 
involved  in  "sitting  on  the  fence."  His 
choice  was  definite,  uncompromising,  ir- 
revocable. In  his  decision  there  was  no 
parleying,  no  hesitation,  no  cowardice. 
Neither  fear  of  man,  nor  fear  of  the 
consequences  kept  him  back.  He  faced 
up  to  the  right  course  of  action  and  took 
it. 

In  this  choice  he  renounced  three 
things — the  prospects  of  earth,  the 
pleasures  of  sin,  and  the  popularity  of 
the  world. 

Youth  is  up  against  the  very  same 
tests  today.  The  choice  is  still  often  the 
clear-cut  issue  between  Christ  and  pros- 
pects, Christ  and  pleasures,  Christ  and 
popularity.  All  these  are  legitimate  up 
to  a  point,  until  they  compete  with 
heavenly  prospects,  spiritual  pleasures, 
and  divine  praise. 

CHRIST'S  FIVE  PROSPECTS 
This  man  Moses  had  turned  his  back 
upon  earthly  gold,  and  had  set  his  heart 
upon  heavenly  treasure.  He  was  deter- 
mined to  seek  for  spiritual  progress 
rather  than  material  success.  As  the  sup- 
posed son  of  Pharaoh's  davighter,  he 
could  have  had  all  the  prosperty  of 
Egypt,  but  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to 
renounce  all  such  worldly  gain,  and 
make  God's  glory  the  sole  aim  of  his 
life.  "He  had  respect,"  says  the  record, 
"unto  the  recompence  of  the  reward." 
"He  endured  as  seeing  him  who  is  in- 
visible." 

With  his  eyes  on  the  ultimate,  this 
young  man  could  afford  to  ignore  the 
immediate.  He  could  let  go  the  tran- 
sient, because  he  looked  onto  the  eternal. 
Holding  to  the  things  that  were  passing, 
he  concentrated  his  ambition  upon  the 
abiding.  Like  Paul  he  "counted  all 
things  but  loss"  for  the  excellency  of 
the  knowledge  of  his  Lord. 

This  man   renounced  no  mean  office. 


He  could  have  become  the  Prime  Min- 
ister, and  the  virtual  Ruler  of  Egypt, 
but   instead — what   did  he  do? 

This  concludes  the  book,  "Thinking 
Youth."  If  you  have  not  kept  up  with 
this,  send  to  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House  and  get  the  book.  It  should  be  in 
your  library. 

God's  Radio 

Ella   J.   Avery 

There's   a    great    receiving   station 
Up    in    heaven    far    away; 
And  it's    taking   every   message, 
All  we  do  and  all  we  say. 
No  mistake  is  ever  made  there, 
Be  the  message  good  or  ill, 
Every    word    is    written   plainly, 
For  it  is  our  Father's  will. 

In    this   day   of    many   wonders 

Let  us  stop  and  think  a  while 

Of   the   radio  that  brings   us 

Voices,    mile    and    mile    and    mile. 

Is  it   then  so  great  a  mystery, 

That  our  Father  up  in  heaven 

Knows  all  our  deeds  and  hears  our  voices, 

When   to   man  such   wisdom's   given? 

Oh,  I  wonder  if  the  angels 
As  they  take  the  message  true, 
Write    with    love   and   pity   blending, 
Knowing  all  we  say  and  do, 
As  they  hear  it  on  God's  radio; 
May   this   teach   us   not    to   sin, 
For  we  know  that  up  in  heaven 
They    are   always    listening   in. 

At   that   great   receiving  station 
Every  sinner  then  shall   face 
All   the   words   and   deeds   recorded   that 
They've  broadcast   from  this  place; 
See    their   sins    with   fear   and    trembling, 
All  so  black  in  God's  great  light, 
When   too  late  to  send  the  message, 
"Jesus,  make  the  record  white." 

Now  while  time  on  earth  is  given, 
Let   us   broadcast   day  by  day, 
Words  and  deeds  of  loving  kindness 
To  that  land  so  far  away, 
Then   when   called   to   that    great   station 
We  will  go  with  glad  acclaim, 
Knowing  that  our  record's  spotless, 
Through  the  blood  in  Jesus'  name. 

This  poem  was  sent  in  by  my  invalid 
sister,  Mrs.  W.  G.  Rankin,  Temple,  Ok- 
lahoma, Rt.  2.  If  you  would  like  to  do 
something  worth  while  and  something 
that  will  please  the  Editor,  send  her  a 
post  card  shower.  She  has  not  walked  for 


nineteen  years.  She  is  one  of  the  most 
patient,  consecrated  Christians  I  have 
even  seen.  A  card  from  every  nook  and 
corner  of  the  earth  would  pass  away 
some  of  her  time.  Send  cards  of  scenery 
from  your  own  town. — Editor. 


Remember 

Any  Y.  P.  E.  desiring  to  put  the 
Lighted  Pathway  into  hospitals,  jails, 
offices,  stations,  or  any  public  place  may 
have  them  at  4c  each  after  you  have 
bought  3  rolls  a  month  at  $1.00  a  roll 
of  14.  Your  order  for  these  extra  papers 
should  be  in  by  the  10th  of  each- month 
so  that  we  can  run  them  off  extra. 

Come  on,  friends,  and  let  us  do  all 
we  can  this  year.  Did  you  know  what 
we  do  must  be  done  quickly? — Editor. 

DON'T  FORGET 

Y.  P.  E's  don't  forget  to  train  on  the 
national  program  for  your  conventions 
and  for  the  Assembly.  Last  month  we 
published  the  national  Y.  P.  E.  song, 
"At  the  Battle's  Front."  Your  scrip- 
ture is  Isa.  6:1-8.  Your  motto,  Phil.  4: 
1 3 .  Please  keep  your  Mother's  Day  is- 
sue at  least  until  your  Y.  P.  E.  learns 
this  song.  Just  think  of  the  great  army 
of  young  people  marching  out  to  battle 
in  this  great  warfare  we  are  in  against 
the   enemy. — Editor. 


Be  Faithful 

If  we  will  be  faithful 
Unto  Jesus  our  dear  Lord, 
Some  day  He'll  take  us  with  Him, 
And  give  us  a  rich  reward. 

Sometimes  our  hearts  are  made  to  ache, 
The  burdens  seem  more  than  we  can  bear; 
But  then  we  hear  our  Savior  whisper, 
"Come,  unload  your  burden  of  care." 

His  yoke  is  always  easy, 
And  He'll  make  our  burdens  light, 
If  we'll  be  obedient  to  Him 
And  live  pleasing  in  His  sight. 

He  has  promised  not  to  leave  us, 
Nor  forsake  us  here  below; 
So  let  us  be  faithful  to  Him 
And   to  our   rich  reward   we'll   go. 

— Flora  Scalf. 


Your    Picture 

Some  are  sending  in  pictures  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  We  are  so  glad  to 
have  them,  if  you  will  send  $2.00  along 
with  them  for  cut.  It  makes  the  paper 
interesting  to  have  these  pictures,  but 
it  is  expensive.  We  know  you  did  not 
understand. — Editor. 
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Reading  Circle  Members 

1.  Ruth  Ayers,  Rock  Hill,  S.  C. 

2.  Mrs.    W.    G.    Sullivan,      Amarillo, 
Texas. 

3.  Mable    Steele,    Chattanooga,    Tenn. 

4.  John   Herbert   Walker,   Jr.,    Cleve- 
land, Tenn. 

5.  Mrs.   Tillie  Burns,   High  Point,  N. 
C. 

6.  Mrs.    Virginia   Taylor,   High   Point, 
N.   C. 

7.  Grace  Riley,  High  Point,  N.  C. 

8.  Mrs.  W.  E.  Brewer,  Stone  Coal,  W. 
Va. 

2.  Miss    Juanita    Brewer,    Stone    Coal, 
W.  Va. 


A  Regret 

We  regret  very  much  to  say  what  we 
are  about  to  say.  There  is  nothing  we 
had  rather  do  than  serve  our  young  peo- 
ple and  would  like  to  do  everything 
they  ask,  but  with  our  already  heavy 
load  to  carry  and  with  very  little 
strength  there  is  a  limit.  When  our  cir- 
culation was  small  we  could  do  so  much 
more  for  the  individual,  but  since  we 
have  almost  8,000  now  to  minister  to, 
it  is  different.  This  is  what  we  regret 
to  say:  We  cannot  help  each  one  indi- 
vidually to  prepare  material  for  addresses 
and  talks  for  conventions,  etc.  We  feel 
highly  honored  and  grateful  to  you  for 
your  confidence  in  us  to  help  you,  but 
when  your  letter  comes  asking  for  help 
that  we  haven't  time  to  give  it  makes 
us  feel  sad,  and  so  we  are  telling  you 
about  it.  Each  month  we  do  our  best  to 
send  the  best  material  we  can  find  for 
your  use  in  your  work,  and  if  you  will 
save  your  papers  you  can  find  material 
on  almost  any  subject. 

It  is  the  same  way  about  personal  let- 
ters. We  cannot  give  a  personal  reply  to 
all  of  the  splendid,  encouraging  letters 
we  receive,  but  oh,  how  we  do  appre- 
ciate them  and  thank  God  for  friends 
like  you. 

May  God  bless  each  one  of  you  and 
help  you  to  solve  all  your  problems. 
— Editor. 


Attention  Please 

Just  three  more  issues  of  the  paper 
now  until  the  Assembly.  In  August  we 
will  make  our  bound  Lighted  Pathways. 
If  you  want  to  be  sure  to  get  one,  send 
us  your  order  now,  as  we  will  have  only 
one  hundred  of  them.  You  should  have 
one  in  your  home  for  your  children,  they 
will  spend  many  hours  reading  this 
choice  material.  Young  man  or  woman, 
Christian  worker,  minister,  or  whoever 
you  may  be,  you  will  appreciate  these 
splendid  helps  for  your  work.  Price 
$1.00.  Order  now  or  you  may  be  too 
late.    Money   must   accompany   order. 

Also  we  have  a  play  written  by 
Brother    E.    E.    Coleman    which    we    can 


highly  recommend  for  use  in  your  Y. 
P.  E.  It  is  one  that  will  make  a  lasting 
impression  for  good  on  your  audience. 
The  title  is  "The  Unbroken  Circle." 
Price,  2  5  c.  Now  this  play  will  be  pub- 
lished in  pamphlet  form  as  soon  as  we 
receive  enough  orders  to  meet  the  ex- 
penses. Let  each  Endeavor  send  quickly 
for  one  of  these.  Then  when  you  need  it, 
you  will  have  it.  We  want  to  publish 
it  right  away.  Your  endeavor  will  not 
miss  this  money  and  it  will  be  a  bless- 
ing  to   many. — Editor. 


IF 

IF  you  are  a  Gideon,  your  order  is 
already  placed  with  the  Publishing  House 
and  please  do  not  order  each  month. 
Some  have  received  two  orders  because 
of   this   and   wondered   why! 

IF,  however,  you  need  other  papers 
besides  the  regular  number  please  order 
them  and  mention  that  it  is  an  extra 
order. 

If  you  desire  your  roll  discontinued, 
please  write  us  by  the  10th  of  each 
month. 

IF  all  Gideons  would  sign  "Gideon" 
when  writing  to  us,  we  would  be  saved 
much  time  here  at  Headquarters. 

IF  possible,  avoid  the  changing  of 
names  and  addresses.  Each  time  you 
change  Gideons  we  must  change  our  rec- 
ords here.  So  let  the  paper  come  in  the 
same  name,  if  possible,  though  someone 
else  sells  the  papers.  Thank  you. — Editor. 

Remember 

Any  Y.  P.  E.  desiring  to  put  the 
Lighted  Pathway  into  hospitals,  jails, 
offices,  stations,  or  any  public  place  may 
have  them  at  4c  each  after  you  have 
bought  three  rolls  a  month  at  $1.00  a 
roll  of  14.  Your  order  for  these  extra 
papers  should  be  in  by  the  10th  of  each 
month  so  that  we  can  run  them  off 
extra. 

Come  on  friends,  and  let  us  do  all  we 
can  this  year.  Did  you  know  what  we  do 
must  be  done  quickly? — Editor. 

New  Gideons 

1.  Edwin   Tull,  Milford,  Del. 

2.  Mrs.    Lilian    Kelley,    Empire,    Ala. 

3.  Mildred  Mitchell,  Carlsbad,  N.  Mex. 

4.  C.  B.  Kidd,  Bonne  Terre,  Mo. 

5.  Mae   McBride,   Cocoa,   Fla. 

6.  Wynona  Giddens,  Webster,  Fla. 

7.  Miss   Gabrella    McKeough,      Chicka- 
saw, Ala. 

,  8.  Mrs.  Dolly  Glover,  North  Tazewell, 
Va. 
9.   George  L.   Cravens,  Sampson,  Ky. 

10.  L.  T.  Balan,   Falkville,  Ala. 

11.  Zana   E.    Wright,      Hot   Springs,    N. 
Mex. 

12.  Danier   G.   Hamner,      Ellwood   City, 
Pa. 

13.  Mrs.    Lelda    J.    Richardson,       Weir, 
Kans. 


14.  Mrs.   Dorothy   Simms,   Red   Dragon, 
W.    Va. 

15.  Rufus  Madden,   La   France,   S.   C. 

16.  Bertha   Edwards,    Grand  view,   Tenn.! 

17.  Mrs.    Jewell   Doss,   Memphis,   Tenn. 

18.  W.   C.   Byrd,   Tampa,  Fla. 

19.  Miss  Esther  Mixon,  Okeechobee,  Fla. 
2  0.  Mrs.   Clara    Campbell,   Whitmire,   S.j 

c. 

21.  Miss    Ruth    Scarbough,       Lacoocheej 
Fla. 

22.  Edna  Hawkins,  Signal  Mt.,  Tenn. 
2  3.   Hazel    Harrison,    Urbana,    111. 

24.  Mrs.   James   D.   Humphrey,   Greene- 

ville,    Tenn. 
2  5.  Marie  Norman,   Graysville,   Tenn. 

26.  Miss  Pansy  Dover,  Smyrna,  S.  C. 

27.  Olen    Land,   Mayo,    Fla. 

2  8.  Miss  Willie  Moore,  Goody,  Ky. 
29.   J.   L.  Dalton,   Norfolk,  Va. 

.  .  I 

5  0.   Harold    Weaverling,    Mount    Union, 
Pa. 

31.  Frances  Rhoden,   Graniteville,   S.   C. 

32.  J.   D.  Underwood,  Frostproof,  Fla. 

33.  Kathryne    Cook,    Hornbeak,    Tenn. 

34.  Mrs.  M.  H.  Lamb,  Thomasville,  NJ 
C. 

3  5.  Peadia  Allen,  Lake  Dale,  N.  C. 

}6.  Miss   Pearl   Hicks,    Ft.    Wayne,    Ind.j 
3  7.  Miss   Ruth   Jeffers,   High   Shoal,   N, 

C. 
3  8.  Mrs.  Irene  Lockard,  Fourmile,  Ky. 

39.  Minnie   Mae  Vaughn,   Dover,   Fla. 

40.  Virginia  Watson,  Chattaroy,  W.  Va. 

41.  Johnie  Burgess,   S.  Lindale,  Ga. 

42.  Mrs.  W.  E.  Brewer,  Stone  Coal,  W. 
Va. 

43.  Mrs.    Elizabeth    Kelley,      Blossburg, 
Ala. 

To  be  a  Gideon  vou  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  £1.00  in  thirty! 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you! 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order] 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one; 
of  the  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year? 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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Ministers  Traveled  Far 

Circuit  riding  was  introduced  into  the 
United  States  about  1771.  Early  minis- 
ters of  this  type  sometimes  covered 
5,000  miles  a  year  and  often  preached 
two  sermons  on  week-days  and  some- 
times more  on  Sunday.  Before  1800  they 
furnished  their  own  horse  and  received 
about   $6  5   a  year. 

In  1927,  the  United  States  contrib- 
uted to  the  work  of  the  Church  $8  33,- 
000,000  and  to  armaments  $680,000,- 
000.  In  1933,  contributions  to  the  work 
of  the  Church  had  dropped  to  $5  50,000,- 
000,  while  the  armaments  bill  had  gone 
up  to  $788,000,000.  Thus  it  will  be 
seen  that  during  the  depression  the  ex- 
penditures for  armaments  increased  by 
more  than  $100,000,000,  while  the  con- 
tributions of  the  Churches  decreased  by 
nearly  $300,000,000.  —  New  Outlook 
(Toronto) . 

In  1775  there  were  only  37  newspa- 
pers in  the  United  States,  with  an  ag- 
gregate issue  that  year  of  1,2  00,000 
copies.  In  1932  there  were  2,248  dailies 
except  Sunday,  with  a  total  circulation 
of  42,947,823. 

In  a  recent  year  the  railroad  trains 
carried  434,847,907  passengers.  The  buses 
carried  1,672,000,000  passengers.  The 
same  year  there  were  upon  the  American 
highways  23,827,290  automobiles,  which 
consumed  15,440,991,000  gallons  of 
gasoline,  valued  at  $2,227,000,000.  Be- 
sides this,  the  United  States  tourist  ex- 
penditures abroad  were  $292,000,000. 
Thus  we  see  the  literal  fulfillment  of 
the  scriptures. 

A  Fence  at  the  Top 

It  takes  $300  of  the  taxpayers'  money 
to  keep  a  boy  in  jail  one  year,  and  $90 
to  keep  him  in  school  one  year,  accord- 
ing to  the  United  Presbyterian. 

Not  all  the  boys  who  go  to  the  pub- 
lic school  keep  out  of  the  jail,  but  the 
idle  boys  and  girls  furnish  most  of  the 
delinquents.  Two-thirds  of  all  arrests  for 
crimes  in  this  country  involve  persons 
between  the  ages  of  16  and  24.  The  age 
of   19  is  the  most  perilous  period. 

The  school  is  cheaper  than  the  jail.  A 
fence  at  the  top  of  the  precipice  is  bet- 
ter than  an  ambulance  at  its  foot. — Ex- 
change. 

With  only  six  per  cent  of  the  world's 
acreage  and  seven  per  cent  of  the 
world's  population,  the  United  States 
harvests  more  than  half  the  world's  food- 
stuffs, has  half  the  world's  communica- 
tion facilities,  possesses  nearly  half  the 
world's   railways   and     electric      energy, 


produces  92  per  cent  of  the  world's  au- 
tomobiles, consumes  half  the  world's  cof- 
fee, half  the  world's  tin,  half  the  world's 
rubber,  three-fourths  of  the  world's 
silk,  one-third  the  world's  coal,  two- 
thirds  the  world's  crude  oil. 

12   Billions,  Arms  Cost,   1937 

The  League  of  Nations  armaments 
year  book,  recently  published,  showed 
the  world's  expenditures  on  armaments 
in  1937  will  total  $11,857,000,000, 
nearly  three  times  as  much  as  in  1913, 
the   year   before   the  World  'War  began. 

Beam  Invented  to  Halt  Planes 

A  Missouri  farm  boy  was  revealed  as 
the  inventor  of  an  electric  beam  which 
will  stop  the  operation  of  an  electric  coil 
up  to  eight  miles  distant,  a  device  sought 
by  top-notch  scientists  for  years  (Kan- 
sas City,  Mo.,  Nov.   27).    (INS.) 

Today  a  regular  army  guard  surrounds 
the  boy's  home  and  no  one  is  permitted 
near  the  building  which  houses  his 
models.  Neither  the  boy's  name  nor  the 
town  in  which  he  lives  were  revealed. 
Taylor  said  he  had  been  pledged  to  se- 
crecy by  the  Government. 

Hal  E.  Taylor,  director  of  the 
Manufacturer's  Research  Institute,  claims 
it  invaluable  in  war  to  destroy  the  ef- 
fectiveness of  invading  airplanes.  (INS.) 
Nov.  27. — The  Latter  Rain  Evangel. 

Religions 

The  authority  of  Whitaker's  Alma- 
nac shows  there  are  a  total  of  692,- 
400,000  persons  in  the  world  classified  as 
Christians  and  1,167,110,000  as  non- 
Christians. 

Christians  are  divided  as  follows:  Rom- 
an Catholics,  331,500,000;  Greek  Ortho- 
dox Catholics,  144,000,000;  Protestant 
Churches  (Methodist,  Baptist,  Episco- 
palians, Lutherans,  etc.),  206,900,000; 
Coptic    Christians,    10,000,000. 

Non-Christians  are  divided  by  this 
authority  as  follows:  Jews,  16,140,000; 
Mohammedans,  209,020,000;  Confu- 
cians and  Taoists  3  5  0,600,000;  Shin- 
toists,  22,000,000;  Animists,  etc.,  13  5,- 
650,000;    unclassified,    60,870,000. 

George  Fox,  the  founder  of  the 
Friends  Church,  in  his  writing  bears 
this  beautiful  testimony  to  the  experi- 
ence of  entire  sanctification:  "I  knew 
Jesus  and  He  was  very  precious  to  my 
soul;  but  I  found  something  in  me  that 
would  not  keep  sweet,  and  patient,  and 
kind.  I  did  what  I  could  to  keep  it 
down,  but  it  was  there.  I  besought  Jesus 
to  do  something  for  me,  and  when  I 
gave  Him  my  will,     He  came     to     my 


heart,  and  took  out  all  that  would  not 
be  sweet,  all  that  would  not  be  kind,  all 
that  would  not  be  patient,  and  then  He 
shut  the  door." 

With    the  World's  Workers 

It  is  estimated  that  there  are  about 
500,000  epileptics  in  the  United  States. 

One  million  of  the  boys  and  girls  who 
are  now  attending  public  schools  in  the 
United  States  will  probably  be  "mental 
cases"  later  on  in  life. 

It  has  been  estimated  that  there  is  one 
rat,  and  perhaps  two,  to  every  person  in 
the  United  States  and  that  each  rat  de- 
stroys at  least  two  dollars  worth  of 
property  annually. 

Operations  for  brain  tumor,  resulting 
in  the  removal  of  as  much  as  one-half 
the  brain,  have  proved  that  possession 
of  a  complete  brain  is  not  necessary  for 
living   well   and   intelligently. 

During  the  last  decade  some  1,800,- 
000  men  in  the  United  States  have  paid 
alimony.  At  present,  according  to  a  re- 
port of  the  Alimony  Reform  League  of 
New  York  City,  $936,000,000  is  being 
paid  annually. 

The  Division  of  Investigation  of  the 
United  States  Department  of  Justice  in 
Washington  reports  4,800,000  sets  of 
criminal  fingerprints  in  its  files.  This 
means  that  some  3,000,000  persons  in 
the  United  States  have  committed  some 
felony  or  serious  misdemeanor,  and  that 
one  in  every  forty-two  persons  is  a  con- 
vict, or  ex-convict,  or  has  a  police  rec- 
ord. 

Religious  News  and  Reviews 

The  British  and  Foreign  Bible  Soci- 
ety issued  10,93  5,203  Bibles  during  the 
year  193  3  and  translated  the  Bible  into 
eleven  additional  languages. 

The  average  American  family  today 
is  twenty-five  per  cent  smaller  than  the 
average   family   in   colonial   days. 

In  this  fair  land  of  ours  12,000  per- 
sons are  murdered  (1,000  a  month), 
100,000  assaulted,  50,000  robbed  and 
3,000    kidnaped   every    year. — War   Cry. 

There  are  93,000  church  attendants 
among  the  3  5  0,000  Indians  in  the  United 
States.  These  Indians  have  about  1,000 
meetings  houses  and  63  0  pastors  and 
missionaries  are  at  work  among  them. 

At  Tampa,  Fla.,  Jesse  Jackson  drove 
a  truck  into  a  crowd  and  killed  two. 
"The  Tampa  Tribune"  protests,  "All 
drunken    drivers    are   potential   killers." 
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I  will  start  my  life  this  morning, 

With  a  high  and  lofty  creed; 
I'll  allow  no  contemplation 

Of  mere  passion's  ruthless  greed; 
I  will  never  hark  inclining 

To  the  Siren's  voice,  the  near; 
I  will  waste  no  moment  pining, 

Then  my  heart  shall  have  no  fear. 

I  will  look  at  all  times  about  me 

For  the  things  that  merit  praise; 
I  will  search  for  hidden  beauties 

That  elude  the  sensuous  maze. 
I  will  find  a  true  contentment 

In  the  paths  that  I  shall  tread; 
I'll  avoid  those  dark  allurements 

By   those  erring  sisters  spread. 

I  will  keep  my  body  sacred 

And  my  mind  washed  clean  of  lust; 
I  will  give  my  wife  clean  manhood 

And  will  not  betray  her  trust. 
I  shall  want  a  home  to  shelter 

This  dear  wife  close  by  my  side, 
I  shall  want  our  little  children 

Linking   hearts   whate'er   betide. 

I  shall  want  them  mutually  welcome 

To  the  home  that  we  have  planned, 
I  shall  want  them  mutually  planned  for 

As  to  come  from  God's  right  hand. 
I   shall   want   my   wife,   their   Mother, 

Ever  queen  of   all  my  heart, 
I  shall  need  to     keep  me  spotless 

To  inherit  such  good  part. 


I  shall  hear  them  call  me  "Daddy" 

With  sweet  accent  full  of  pride; 
I  shall  ever  want  to  trust  them 

Asking  God  to  be  our  guide; 
I  shall  go  together  with  them 

In  their  childish  griefs  and  joys, 
I  shall  be  a  father  to  them 

And  just  one   with   the  blessed   boys. 

I  shall  want  to  be  their  "Father" 

While    their   youthful    days    still    last, 
I  shall  want  to  feel  close  to  them 

When  their  college  days  are  past; 
I  shall  want  to  stand  beside  them 

When  the  wedding  bells  shall  sound, 
I  shall  want  to  rejoice  with  them 

When    their   parenthood   is    crowned. 

I  shall  want  to  be  oft  welcome 

In  our  children's  happy  home, 
I  shall  want  to  love  their  children 

As  tho'  they  were  my  very  own. 
I  shall  want  to  be  their  "Grandpa" 

As  with  childish  glee  they  sing, 
I  shall  want  to  be  full  worthy 

Of  the  praises  that  they  bring. 

I  shall  want  to  know  their  brain  cells 

Came  from  parents  clean   and  true; 
I  shall  want  to  see  their  tissues 

Fed  with  blood  of  purest  hue. 
I   shall   want   to   point   them   onward 

To  the  path  of  God-secure; 
I  shall  want  to  know  their  "Daddy," 

As  their  "Grandad,"  was  kept  pure. 


I  shall  want  them  to  say  "Father" 

When  at  last  my  work  is  done; 
I  shall  want  to  be  remembered, 

As  whose  race  was  fully  run. 
I  shall  want  them  to  be  with  me 

When  the  last  earth-hymn  is  sung, 
Then,  I  shall  meet  and  know  them  yon- 
der 

When  at  last  they  too  reach  Home. 

— By  Elizabeth  Hamilton,  in  The  Light. 
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I  AM  YOUR  FLAG 

A  Message  to  Young  People  for   Dominion   Day 
and  July  Fourth 

By  P.  R.  IIayward 
I  am  Your  Flag. 

You  see  me  everywhere  today  on  this  the  birth- 
day of  your  nation. 

Fluttering  in  the  breeze,  worn  on  coat  lapels,  car- 
ied  tightly  in  the  chubby  hands  of  children  trudg- 
ing in  multitudes  of  parades,  I  am  called  forth  for 
my  annual  summons  to  your  soul. 

I  am  a  symbol  of  a  mighty  past. 

The  hope  and  devotion  of  the  fathers  of  your 
country  are  woven  into  my  strands. 

The  blood  of  their  devotion  has  reddened  me 
forever. 

Whenever  I  am  held  aloft  their  unseen  hands 
each  out  of  the  past  and  help  to  hold  me  high. 

My  fabric  is  the  interweaving  of  the  ideals  of  a 
at  people. 

But  to  that  fabric  each  age  gives  a  new  and  a 
reater  meaning.  Each  generation  I  am  remade  by 
hopes  and  the  inner  purposes  of  the  living. 

?or  the  living  must  always  reshape  the  work 
the  dead. 

hus,  today  your  ideals  wave  in  the  breeze  in 


I  am  Your  Flag. — Sel. 
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"Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a 
light    unto    my    path." 

Psalm    119:105 
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ALDA  B.  HARRISON 
Editor 


Dear   Boys   and    Gills: 

The  secretary  has  just  lnlormed  us 
that,  "The  Editor's  Message"  received 
the  largest  number  of  votes.  "The  Cross- 
roads" was  a  very  close  second.  We  were 
very  much  sur- 
prised for  "The 
Crossroads"  has 
been  a  great  blcss- 
1  ing  and  will  be  to 
I  its  close.  Our  lit- 
I  tie  Stephen  a  n  d 
I  Freckles  c  o  u  1  d 
,  have  ,1  thousand 
I  homes.  My  invalid 
'  sister  in  Okla- 
:  homa  wrote  re- 
|  cently,  "Oh,  how 
J  I'd  like  to  get  my 
arms  around  little 
Stephen."  There 
are  many  little  Stephens  in  the  world  to- 
day, let  us  put  our  arms  of  love  around 
them  and  give  them  shelter  and  love. 
We  may  not  be  able  to  have  them  un- 
der our  own  roof  but  we  can  shelter  them 
with  our  love  and  prayers. 

Now  since  you  have  expressed  your 
appreciation  for  the  Editor's  Message, 
we  feel  like  getting  down  at  the  very- 
foot  of  the  cross  and  thanking  God  for 
the  help  He  has  given  us  in  sending  out 
this  message  to  you.  Were  it  not  for 
His  inspiration  and  help  we  would  be 
a  complete  failure.  We  want  you  to  give 
God  the  glory  for  everything  the 
Lighted  Pathway  means  to  you,  for  I 
am  just  a  little  weak  creature,  too  weak 
for  any  notice  whatsoever  without  Him 
.\\\d  His  help.  I  need  your  prayers  con- 
stantly that  1  may  always  be  a  yielded 
vessel  in  the  Master's  hands  and  now 
this  suggests  the  subject  for  our  mes- 
sage, "A  Vessel  Meet  for  the  Master's 
Use." 

1  lave  you  ever  heard  the  expression  in 
prayer,  "Lord,  help  me  to  get  closer  to 
thee"?  I  have  prayed  that  prayer  many 
times  but  a  short  time  ago  as  1  was  pray- 
ing this  prayer  the  Lord  spoke  to  my 
heart  in  that  still  small  voice,  "Why  I 
am  close  to  you.  1  am  in  you  And  around 
you.  1  am  everywhere."  He  said,  "Whit 
you  want  to  pray  for  is  that  you  will 
yield  to  me.  I  am  here  waiting  for  a  more 
completely  yielded  vessel  that  I  may  use." 
Do  you  know  that  has  been  a  great  com- 
fort to  me.  He  is  never  far  from  us.  He 
follows  us  whithersoever  we  go  seeking 
our  best  for  Him.  Sinner  friend,  Ele  is 
round  about  you  also,  pleading  with  you 
to  give  your  heart  to  Him.  Isn't  that 
wonderful?  .fust  now  Ele  is  knocking  at 
your  heart's  door  begging  for  admit- 
tance. Surrendered  vessels  is  what  He 
needs,  vessels  meet  for  the  Master's  use. 
He   can   use   any   kind      if      it    is      only 


the  dishes.  My  friend,  if  you  are  in  God's 
hands  and  Ele  is  fixing  you  up,  you  must 


yielded    to   Him. 

In  Jeremiah  we  find  these  words, 
"Arise  and  go  down  to  the  potter's 
house."  I  wonder  how  many  oi  you 
have  ever  gone  through  a  pottery.  I 
wish  I  could  take  you  all  through  one 
this  morning  and  talk  to  you  about  it 
instead  of  write.  I  am  sure  you  have 
walked  through  the  great  stores  of  our 
land  and  looked  longingly  at  the  beau- 
tiful pieces  of  pottery.  Elow  did  it  be- 
come beautiful?  By  being  pliable  in  the 
hands  of    the  potter. 

One  time  1  had  the  privilege  of  going 
through  the  pottery  at  Erwin,  Tenn. 
God  spoke  to  my  heart  many  times  as 
I  watched  the  process  which  this  pottery 
passed  through.  Our  guide  took  us  first 
to  the  man  who  held  a  little  lump  of 
clay  in  his  hands.  We  saw  him  roll  it  in 
his  hands  and  place  it  on  a  mould  while 
the  machinery  whirled  it  into  the  shape 
of  a  dish.  It  was  still  clay.  Then  it  wis 
passed  on  to  another  who  gave  it  an- 
other touch  and  on  and  on  until  it  came 
out  a  beautiful  piece  of  China.  Some  of 
these  places  through  which  each  piece 
must  pass  made  a  deep  impression  on  my 
mind.  One  especially  was  the  placing 
of  them  in  the  furnace  and  burning 
them  a  second  time  and  perhaps  a  third 
time.  I  remembered  the  many  times  I 
had  been  in  the  furnace  and  as  you  read 
you  will  remember  too.  Perhaps  you  arc 
there  now.  If  so,  will  you  stay  there  un- 
til the  vessel  is  burned  sufficiently  to 
make  it  meet  for  the  Master's  use?  Or 
will  you  shrink  from  the  burning  and  be 
a  marred  vessel  and  have  to  be  made  all 
over  again?  This  is  the  reason  some  of 
God's  children  never  get  anywhere. 
They  are  not  willing  for  God  to  put 
them  through  the  furnace  and  so  they 
remain  just  crumbling  clay  and  must  go 
back  to  the  moulder  again  and  so  often 
each  time  when  they  come  to  the  fire 
they  shrink  from  the  burning  and  fail 
God.  If  you  have  ever  looked  into  the 
face  of  a  beautiful  Christian,  one  with 
power,  one  who  is  a  soul-winner,  you 
may  be  sure  they  have  passed  through 
this  furnace  by  will  of  the  great  Potter. 
This  is  His  plan  and  no  other  kind  is 
meet  for  the  Master's  use.  Do  you 
want  to  be  one  of  the  beautiful  char- 
acters who  is  making  its  mark  in  the 
great  harvest  field  for  Jesus  Christ  to- 
day? Then  be  willing  to  stay  in  the 
furnace  until  Ele  says  it  is  enough. 

In  this  pottery  there  was  another 
place  which  impressed  me  very  much.  I 
heard  a  rattle  of  dishes,  click,  click, 
ahead  of  me  and  I  looked  to  sec  what 
the  noise  was  about.  It  was  a  number  of 
girls  knocking  off  the  rough  corners, 
little  ugly  knots  that  had  been  left  by 
the  fire.  My,  it  looked  like  they'd  break 


let  Him  knock  off  the  rough  corners 
in  your  life.  Yes,  you  say  as  I  have  said, 
"Oh,  it  seems  like  I  suffered  enough 
when  I  went  through  the  furnace,  why 
do  I  have  so  much  else  to  suffer?  Is 
there  no  end  to  my  suffering?"  It's  up 
to  you,  if  you  want  to  be  a  vessel  meet 
for  the  Master's  use,  then  be  still  while 
one  by  one  they  hammer  on  you,  knock- 
ing off  the  rough  corners  to  make  you 
a  beautiful  Christian,  a  powerful  Chris- 
tian, a  real  soul-winner  for  Jesus.  Who 
does  this  hammering?  Sometimes  those 
who  are  nearest  and  dearest  to  you.  The 
loved  one  at  home,  the  brother  or  sister 
in  the  Church  that  you  had  expected  so 
much  from,  lack  of  appreciation  for 
your  faithful  efforts,  the  waiting  time 
when  you  can  see  no  fruits  for  your 
labors.  He  says,  "Stand  still  and  see  tl.e 
salvation  of  the  Lord."  Are  you  and  1 
standing  still  while  they  knock  off 
these  rough  corners  which  keep  us  from 
being    beautiful? 

Then  we  saw  them  as  they  put  on  the 
coloring  and  then  they  must  be  burned 
again  to  burn  into  them  this  coloring. 
My  friends,  if  you  have  gone  through 
one  fire  after  another,  just  remcir.ber 
it  is  for  a  purpose.  Soon  you  will  come 
out  with  such  a  glow  on  your  face  that 
will  make  those  about  you  know  that 
your  life  is  different;  they  will  hunger 
and  thirst  after  the  Christ  that  you  serve. 

We  noticed  that  all  of  these  vessels 
were  not  made  alike  or  for  the  same 
purpose.  Some  were  cups  to  drink  from, 
some  saucers,  some  vegetable  dishes,  some 
plates,  then  some  were  simply  for  orna- 
ments. They  were  not  useful  but  simply 
to  beautify  the  home.  So  this  is  the 
way  God,  our  great  Potter,  works.  He 
doesn't  mould  us  all  for  the  same  kind 
of  work,  but  there  is  one  thing  God 
doesn't  do,  that  is,  He  doesn't  make 
ornaments.  He  expects  every  individual 
to  be  useful.  We  have  too  many  people 
today  who  have  made  themselves  orna- 
ments and  arc  spending  their  lime  try- 
ing to  be  beautiful  but  not  trying  to 
be  useful  in  the  Master's  vineyard.  The 
beauty  He  desires  is  the  glow  from  your 
face  that  comes  from  the  glow  in  your 
soul  put   there  by  the  indwelling  Christ. 

Now  we  noticed  another  thing  in 
this  pottery  as  we  looked  upon  the  fin- 
ished product.  We  found  quite  a  few 
of  these  dishes  were  set  aside  and  were 
called  "seconds."  They  sold  very  cheap- 
ly. But  others  were  beautiful  indeed  and 
i  he  price  high.  I  wonder  if  many  of 
us  arc  not  seconds.  We  have  not  been 
entirely  still  while  God  worked  on  us 
and  He  could  not  do  His  best  work  for 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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At  the  Crossroads 

MINNIE  E.  LUDWIG 

Used  by  Permission  of  Nazarene  Publishing  House 
(Continued  from   last  issue) 


SYNOPSIS 
In  the  dead  hours  of  night  Charles  Ludlow 
secretly  steals  away  from  the  happy  Christian 
home  of  his  childhood.  He  had  drifted  further 
and  further  into  sin  and  his  sweetheart,  a  beau- 
tiful girl  named  Viana  Harvey,  informed  him 
that  their  close   friendship   must  cease. 

With  the  decision  to  reform  and  lift  the  dis- 
grace he  has  brought  on  those  whom  he  loves 
dearest,  he  boards  the  train  for  Chicago,  where 
he  obtains  work  as  a  grocery  clerk.  He  reforms 
and  saves  his  money  for  a  while,  but  is  soon  back 
in  the  old  whirl  of  sin. 

Charles  meets,  falls  in  love  and  marries  Judith 
Delver,  a  woman  of  the  world.  A  son  is  born 
to  them.  Charles  names  him  Stephen  after  the 
first  martyr  and  his  father.  Judith  refuses  to 
care  for  him  and  puts  him  in  a  day  nursery.  At 
night  Charles  must  go  for  him  and  care  for  him 
while  she  spends   her  time  in  society. 

Suddenly  her  body  is  stricken  and  she  lives 
only  a  short  time.  Thinking  she  will  recover,  she 
refuses  to  make  peace  with  God.  She  realizes  her 
need  too  late,  and  while  dying  whispers,  "All 
is  lost,"  then,  "Oh,  it  is  so  dark,"  as  she  slips 
out  into  eternity,  unprepared. 

Charles  was  saddened,  his  past  life  of  sin 
haunted  him,  and  he  felt  that  had  he  only  known 
God,  Judith  might  have  been  spared  or  saved 
through   his   prayers. 

Six  years  had  passed.  Many  changes  had  taken 
place  in  his  old  home.  His  sister  had  married 
Viana  Harvey's  brother,  Theodore,  and  Viana  had 
married  a  young  minister,  but  Charles  knew 
nothing  of  these  changes,  but  he  knew  his  father 
and  mother  would  welcome  him  home.  He  decided 
to  take  little  Stephen  there.  Stephen  suddenly  be- 
comes ill  and  all  the  savings  are  spent  for  his 
recovery.  In  a  touching  service  one  Sunday  Charles 
is  gloriously  converted.  He  reads  the  Bible  to 
Stephen  and  points  out  the  folly  of  living  a  sin- 
ful   life. 

Once  more  they  begin  preparation  to  go  to 
Charles'  home.  While  walking  down  the  street 
next  evening  Charles  is  struck  by  a  car  and  dies 
almost   instantly,    leaving    Stephen   alone. 

Stephen  vacates  the  oid  home  and  moves  into 
an  alley  shack.  He  is  befriended  by  a  newsboy 
and  begins  selling  papers.  His  good  influence 
leads  Freckles  to  quit  tobacco  and  swearing  and 
they  both   decide   to   begin   attending   church. 

Stephen  was  very  lonely  and  often  hungry.  He 
thought  of  his  father's  plan  of  going  to  his 
grandfather's  house  and  the  words  he  had  spoken 
the  night  before  he  was  killed,  "Grandmother 
will  let  you  call  her  mamma,  and  she  will  love 
you."  Then  he  remembered  his  father  told  him 
to  adopt  the  sweet-faced  lady  in  his  new  book 
for  his  mamma  until  he  went  to  his  grand- 
mother's. It  was  strange  he  had  forgotten  this 
but  he  resolved  to  do  as  his  father  had  told  him. 
By  the  good  instructions  in  this  little  book  he 
is  guided  into  the  right  road  and  improves  his 
manners   and    conduct. 

One  evening  Freckles  comes  to  Stephen's  shack 
and  tells  of  trouble  between  his  father  and  moth- 
er. Afterward  his  mother  repents  and  is  saved. 
Later  she  takes  sick  and  dies.  Freckles'  father 
moves   and   the   two   friends   have   to   part. 

When  walking  to  the  park  and  returning, 
Stephen  usually  passed  a  residence  which  was  the 
home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  and  their  two 
children,  Raymond  and  Mary.  Their  home  was 
but  a   modest   little  cottage  and  the  furniture   not 


expensive;  the  yard  also  was  not  large  but  well 
kept   and   beautiful   flowers   brightened   the   place. 

The  family,  as  Stephen  saw  them  each  evening 
when  passing  their  home,  reminded  him  of  his 
adopted  mother  and  her  family  in  the  book. 

One  evening,  Mrs.  Sylvester  persuaded  Stephen 
to  play  in  the  yard  with  her  children,  but  just 
before  dark  he  bade  them  good-night  as  he  said 
his  mother  desired  him  to  be  home  early.  He 
was  indeed   a  mystery  to  this   family. 

A  week  later  Mrs.  Sylvester  again  detained 
Stephen  at  their  home  and  at  this  time  she  urged 
him  to  bring  his  father  and  mother  over  some 
time. 

He  tells  them  that  his  father  is  dead  and  he 
is   embarrassed   when    asked    to   bring   his   mother. 

Mrs.  Sylvester  was  wise  and  did  not  press  the 
matter  any  further  but  invited  him  to  dinner 
that    following    Sunday. 

On  Sunday  they  learned  that  his  father  and 
mother  were  dead  and  that  he  had  a  book  called 
"Mother"  which  had  taught  him  manners  and 
conduct.  They  accompanied  him  home  and  found 
the    terrible    conditions    under    which    he    lived. 

The  next  day  a  search  was  made  for  some 
relative  but  when  no  trace  was  found  of  his  kin- 
dred the  authoritives  gave  the  Sylvesters  permis- 
sion to  adopt  the  child.  He  was  moved  to  their 
home  and  given  a  room  and  put  on  an  equal  with 
their  children.  On  Sunday  morning  he  accom- 
panies them  to  church  and  there  makes  peace 
with   God. 

While  Stephen  is  being  so  wonderfullv  cared  for 
poor  little  Freckles  is  being  abused  by  a  drunken 
father.  Some  time  after  Stephen  had  moved  to 
his  new  home  he  met  up  with  Freckles  and  tells 
the  story  of  his  new  found  home.  He  gives 
Freckles  his  mother  book  to  guide  him  as  he 
had  been  guided.  After  a  brief  visit  together  they 
part,  one  going  to  a  happy  home  and  the  other 
to  a  cheerless  basement  room  to  be  abused  by  a 
drunken    father. 

Freckles  finds  the  book  Stephen  gave  him  to 
be  a  great  inspiration.  He  becomes  interested  in 
church  and  begins  to  attend.  Soon  he  is  con- 
verted and  becomes  a  fisher  of  men.  The  first 
one  he  thinks  of  is  his  Dad,  and  in  our  last 
issue  Dad  is  almost  persuaded  to  go  to  church 
with    him. 


Freckles  was  almost  beside  himself  for 
joy  when  his  father  did  not  protest  but 
reluctantly  consented  to  go.  He  grabbed 
an  old  basket  and  hastily  put  up  a  lunch, 
taking  all  the  good  things  he  could  find 
in  the  house.  He  feared  that  if  they  did 
not  get  away  soon  some  of  his  father's 
sinful  companions  might  arrive  and  per- 
suade him  to  drink  with  them. 

"I  wonder  if  I  kin  keep  Dad  out  there 
all  afternoon?"  Freckles  thought,  but  he 
had  a  knack  of  being  resourceful  when 
occasion  demanded,  and  suddenly 
grabbed  a  pillow  and  a  blanket,  rolled 
them  tightly  and  tied  a  string  around 
the  bundle,  put  it  under  one  arm  and 
carrying  the  basket  in  the  other,  said, 
"All  right,  Dad,  all's  ready  now." 

"Whatcha    want   with    that   blanket?" 

"I    thought    maybe   yer    would    wanta 


take  a  nap  this  afternoon." 

Soon  they  arrived  at  the  park,  and  for 
some  time  Freckles  kept  his  father 
really  interested  in  looking  at  the  ani- 
mal and  others  interesting  things.  When 
at  last  he  feared  that  his  father  might 
crave  a  drink  of  liquor,  he  unfolded  the 
blanket  and  threw  it  and  the  pillow 
down  on  the  grass  under  a  nice  shade 
tree  saying,  "There,  Dad,  lie  down  en 
take  a  nap  while  I  go  en  look  at  ther 
animals   agin." 

The  father  lay  down  and  was  soon 
sound  asleep.  About  six  o'clock  Freckles 
went  to  a  near-by  lunch  stand  and  pur- 
chased a  quart  of  good,  hot  coffee,  then 
got  the  lunch  out  and  awakened  his  fa- 
ther. At  first  he  was  cross  and  irritable 
declaring  that  he  simply  had  to  have  a 
drink  of  whiskey,  but  Freckles  told  him 
that  he  had  some  good,  hot  coffee,  and 
succeeded  in  getting  him  to  drink  it  and 
to  eat  the  lunch,  after  which  he  felt 
much  better.  While  fixing  up  the  lunch 
basket  Freckles  said,  "Now  it  is  time 
to  go  to  church." 

"I  can't  go  this  way,  my  suit  is  too 
shabby,"  his  father  answered  determin- 
edly. 

"Oh  yes,  Dad,  you  kin,  your  suit 
don't  look  so  worse,"  Freckles  said  plead- 
ingly. "I  brought  some  soap  en  a  towel 
en  a  comb — we'll  fix  up  a  little  en 
we'll  look  all   right." 

Almost  to  Freckles'  surprise,  his  fa- 
ther consented  to  go.  Contrary  to  all  his 
past  actions,  he  seemed  to  follow  out 
Freckles'  every  suggestions. 

"Dad  he  never  acted  like  this  in  all 
his  life,"  Freckles  said  to  himself,  "[ 
just  know  that  God  is  answerin'  my 
prayers,  fer  I  asked  him  this  mornin' 
ter  make  Dad  willin'  ter  go  to  church." 

"This  is  my  dad,  Mr.  Janitor,"  said 
Freckles  when  he  and  his  father  arrived 
at  the  church   that   evening. 

"I  have  been  much  interested  in  your 
son  since  the  first  time  I  met  him,"  said 
the   kind   janitor. 

The  usher  came  to  show  them  a  seat — 
"I've  brought  my  dad  ternight,  en  if 
yer  don't  mind  we  would  like  ter  sit  in 
that  there  nice  front  seat  agin  where  I 
alius  sit." 

"I'll  sit  in  a  back  seat,"  Freckles'  fa- 
ther  said   with   determination. 

"Just  as  you  choose,"  the  usher  said^ 
"but  there  is  a  big  crowd  and  perhaps 
you  would  be  able  to  hear  better  if  you 
were  nearer  to  the  front." 

Freckles  wished  to  go  to  the  front  and 
he  again  won  out.  The  fervent  prayers 
and  the  beautiful  hymns  brought  tears 
to  the  poor  drunkard's  eyes.  He  also 
wept  during  the  sermon  while  the  min- 
ister preached  from  the  text,  "He  was 
not  willing  that  any  should  perish,  but 
that   all   should   come   to  repentance." 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  sermon  the 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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Children's  Bible  Lessons 

We  are  giving  the  children  the  privi- 
lege of  having  two  lessons  on  Bible  char- 
acters this  month.  Our  first  lesson  is  as 
follows: 

BIBLE   CHILDREN 

Cain,    the   first   baby,   Gen.    4:1. 

Moses,  the  adopted  child,  Ex.  2:3-10. 

Samuel,   the   prophet   child,    1    Sam.    1 : 

24-28. 

David,   the  brave  boy,    1    Sam.    17:32- 

5  0. 

Ask  each  child  to  study  about  these 
children  and  then  let  the  different  ones 
tell   the  story  in   the  meeting. 


For  your  next  meeting  study  about 
the  characters  below.  Appoint  four  chil- 
dren to  tell  the  stories  to  the  other  chil- 
dren. 

The  missionary   maiden,   2    Kings    5:1- 

4. 

Daniel,    the    temperance    boy,    Dan.    6: 

6-16. 

Timothy,   the  Bible  student,  Acts    16: 

1;   2   Tim.    1:5. 

Jesus,    the    Savior   Child,    Matt.    2:1-6. 

Obeying  God  Always 

Memory  work:  John  14:15-23;  Matt. 
7:21;  Dcut.  27:10;  John  8:29;  Titus  3: 
1. 

Very  often  as  we  work  and  play  and 
rest,  some  of  our  friends  or  just  some 
little  voice  in  our  heart,  asks  us  to  do 
things  or  say  things  or  think  things  that 
we  know  are  wrong.  This  is  what  we 
mean  when  we  say  we  are  tempted.  If  we 
say  "Yes"  and  go  ahead  and  do  what  is 
wrong,  then  we  are  yielding  to  tempta- 
tion. If  we  are  strong  and  brave  and 
say,  "No,  I  will  not  do  wrong,"  then  we 


are  not  yielding.  Every  time  we  yield  to 
temptation  it  is  easier  for  us  to  do  wrong 
and  every  time  we  refuse  then  we  be- 
come stronger  and  it  is  easier  to  do  right. 
It  is  not  wrong  to  be  tempted  for  Jesus 
Himself  was  asked  to  do  wrong,  but  He 
said,  "No,"  to  Satan.  He  knew  we  would 
be  tempted  too  but  He  has  promised  to 
help  us  to  always  obey  the  Bible  and  do 
what  is  right.  We  can  remember  the 
many  promises  of  Jesus  and  the  Heaven- 
enly  Father  and  obey  Him  all   the  time. 

Jesus  in  the  Garden 

One  night  Jesus  walked  with  His 
friends  in  the  moonlight.  He  took  them 
to  a  garden  where  He  often  went  to  pray. 
As  they  were  walking  along,  He  talked 
with  them  about  something  sad  that  was 
going  to  happen  to  Him.  He  said,  "All 
of  you  will  leave  me  and  run  away." 
Peter  said,  "Though  all  men  leave  you, 
I  will  never  go  away  from  you."  Jesus 
said,  "This  very  night  you  will  say  that 
you  never  knew  me."  Peter  and  all  the 
rest  of  the  men  declared  that  they  would 
never  leave  Jesus.  When  they  came  to  the 
garden,  Jesus  told  eight  of  Flis  friends  to 
wait  near  the  gate.  He  took  Peter,  James, 
and  John  farther  into  the  garden.  Jesus 
told  these  three  friends  that  He  felt 
very  sorrowful  and  wanted  them  to  be 
near  Him  and  watch  with  Him.  Jesus 
then  went  a  little  way  off  and  had  a 
talk  with  His  Father  in  heaA'en. 

After  Jesus  had  prayed,  He  came  to 
speak  to  His  friends  and  found  them 
sleeping  again  instead  of  watching,  for 
they  were  very  tired.  Again  He  left 
them  and  prayed  to  God.  Then  God  the 
Father  sent  a  beautiful  angel  to  comfort 
Jesus,  so  that  He  was  no  longer  sorrow- 
ful, but  brave  and  happy  and  full  of 
love  for  His  friends.  "We  love  him,  be- 
cause he   first   loved  us." 

Where  did  Jesus  go  one  night?  Into  a 
garden.  What  did  He  ask  three  friends 
to  do?  Watch  with  Him.  How  did  He 
feel  that  night?  Sad  and  lonely.  What 
did  His  friends  do?  They  went  to  sleep. 
To  whom  did  Jesus  talk?  To  His  heav- 
enly Father.  Who  came  to  comfort  Je- 
sus? An  angel. 

THE   ANSWERED   PRAYER 

There  was  once  a  dear  little  girl  who 
lived  in  the  country  on  a  farm,  six  miles 
from  town.  Her  grandparents  were  her 
nearest  neighbors.  Their  house  was  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  away  by  the  road,  but 
only  a  few  moments'  walk  for  those  who 
could  climb  fences  and  cross  a  big  pas- 
ture. Nina  could  climb  fences  and  ex- 
cept when  she  was  carrying  something 
that    might   get   spilled   she   always   went 


the  short  way  to  Grandma's. 

The  little  girl  was  not  afraid  of  any- 
thing or  anybody  on  the  farm  except 
the  cross  cow.  Once  the  old  red  cow 
shook  her  head  at  the  minister's  wife 
when  she  and  the  minister  drove  out  in 
the  country  to  call  on  their  church  folks. 
That  was  the  way  the  cow  got  her  bad 
name.  From  that  day,  all  the  children 
who  went  to  the  country  school  called 
her  the  "Cross  Cow." 

Nina's  father  only  laughed  about  it, 
he  believed  she  was  a  gentle  cow  and 
gave  the  best  milk  of  any  cow  on  the 
farm.  When  Nina's  father  talked  about 
what  a  gentle  cow  she  was,  he  used  to  pat 
her  head  and  say,  "So  boss,  so  boss,  so 
boss,"  and  she  never  shook  her  horns  at 
him. 

One  day  when  Nina  went  to  stay  all 
the  afternoon  with  Grandma,  she  walked 
the  long  way  by  the  road,  because 
mother  had  churned  that  morning  and 
wished  to  send  a  little  pail  of  fresh 
buttermilk  to  Grandma.  Nina  didn't 
think  it  would  be  safe  to  climb  fences 
with  a  pail  of  buttermilk,  and  that  was 
the  reason  she  walked  the  long  way  by 
the  road.  Besides,  she  wore  her  new  red 
cape  to  show  Grandma;  it  was  a  regular 
Red  Riding  Hood  cape,  hood  and  all. 
Aunt  Nancy  bought  it  in  Philadelphia 
and  it  came  by  parcel  post.  Mother  said 
it  wouldn't  do  to  spill  buttermilk  on 
that  beautiful  red  cape. 

Nothing  unusual  happened  on  the 
way  to  Grandma's.  Grandma  thought 
the  cape  was  beautiful  and  she  said  she 
believed  it  would  wear  well  and  could  be 
given  to  some  other  little  girl  when  Nina 
was  too  big  for  it.  Grandma  was  glad  to 
get  the  fresh  buttermilk  and  thanked 
Nina  for  bringing  it  to  her.  At  last 
Grandma  washed  the  little  pail  and  Nina 
started  toward  home  the  shortest  way. 

She  went  out  of  the  kitchen  door 
down  the  garden  path,  climbed  the  pas- 
ture fence  and  was  walking  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  big  field,  singing,  and  swing- 
ing her  shining  little  pail,  when  she  saw 
the  Cross  Cow  in  a  far  corner.  She  not- 
only  saw  the  Cross  Cow,  but  the  Cross 
Cow  saw  her. 

Nina  began  to  run.  Her  Red  Riding 
Hood  cape  flew  out  behind  like  a  wav- 
ing banner  as  she  flew,  and  the  bright 
little  pail  made  flashes  of  light.  On  and 
on  Nina  ran,  as  fast  as  she  could  go,  to- 
ward the  home  fence.  Once  she  looked 
around  and  sure  enough,  the  cow  was 
coming. 

After  that  Nina  didn't  need  to  look 
behind  to  know  that  the  cow  was  com- 
ing, because  the  old  cow  began  to  bel- 
low loud,  something  like  this:  "R-rer-err 
— ooh — ooh — rooh ! " 

The  cow  had  four  feet  and  Nina  had 
only   two;   but   Nina   had   been   to   Sun- 
day School  and  the  cow  had  not.  Nina's 
mother   had    taught      her      to      say      her 
(Continued  on  page  25) 


July,  193  8 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


Page  5 


THINKING    YOUTH 

By   Frederick   P.   Wood 

(Used    by     permission    of     the    TLonder- 

van  Publishing  House) 

(Continued) 


(NOTE:  We  stated  last  month  that 
this  book  was  concluded  in  that  issue. 
We  are  glad  we  were  mistaken  for  here  is 
aonther  splendid  article  from  this  good 
book.  If  you  have  not  read  it  through 
the  pages  of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  send 
for  it  from  the  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lishing House,  Cleveland,  Tenn.  and  read 
it.  This  book  should  be  in  your  library. 
— Editor. ) 


CHRIST  VS.  PROSPECTS 

To  what  extent  are  we  willing  to  re- 
nounce the  prospects  of  earth  for  the 
sake  of  Christ?  The  greater  our  ambi- 
tion for  earthly  success,  the  more  we 
have  to  bring  to  the  feet  of  our  Lord. 

You  have  your  dream,  your  vision, 
your  life  plan.  Surrender  to  Christ  in- 
volves submission  of  that  to  His  con- 
trol. If  your  desire  is  in  accordance 
with  His  divine  plan — well  and  good. 
But  suppose  not!  Are  you  willing  to  let 
go  your  own  ambition  for  your  career? 
Are  you  willing  for  His  plan?  Possibly 
it  may  be  something  entirely  different 
from  your  own,  but  it  will  be  best,  for 
His  will  is  "good,  acceptable  and  per- 
fect." 

It  may  mean  poverty  instead  of  plen- 
ty, adversity  not  prosperity,  toil  and 
labour  in  the  place  of  ease  and  luxury, 
hazard  and  hardship  instead  of  that 
"cushy"   job. 

"What  is  the  matter  with  our  Chris- 
tianity?" asked  some  students  at  a  re- 
cent world  conference.  The  answer  was 
"It  is  too  soft,  and  too  selfish." 

"He  who  would  follow  Me  must  give 
and  hazard  all  he  hath." 

Dr.  Howard  Guinness  tells  of  the 
young  business  man  who  attended  the 
great  missionary  meeting  at  Keswick, 
and  heard  the  chorus — 
"Our  conquering  Christ  goes  forth  to 
free 

This  captive  race  of  men. 
I  at  His  wounded  side  would  be, 

To  share  His  cross  and  poverty. 
To  bring  the  lost  ones  home  again. 

He   must   triumph! 

He  must  reign!" 

Alone  on  the  hillside  later  in  the  day, 
he  faced  the  crisis  of  his  life.  He 
couldn't  get  away  from  that  word 
"poverty."    His    present    job    was    worth 


F  400  a  year.  But  now  he  had  heard  of 
800,000,000  who  had  never  so  much 
as  heard  of  Christ.  Was  Christ  calling 
him  to  throw  up  his  job  and  go?  Could 
he  renounce  his  prospects  for  their 
sakes,  and  His  sake? 

At  last,  after  a  great  spiritual  con- 
flict, he  realized  that  for  himself,  at 
any  rate,  the  only  answer  was  in  the  af- 
firmative. So  the  choice  was  made!  he 
resigned  his  job,  and  entered  upon  a  life 
of  literal  poverty,  but  wondrous  fel- 
lowship with   God  in   missionary  service. 

What   he   did   brought   him  into   com- 
pany  with  such  men  as  Moses,   and  in- 
deed  it    is   an    "honourable   company." 
CHRIST   VS.   PLEASURES 

All  pleasure  is  not  sinful;  not  by  any 
means.  Having  given  us  the  power  to. 
laugh,  God  means  us  to  laugh.  The 
Bible  refers  several  times  to  the  laugh- 
ter of  God.  Humor  is  one  of  the  Di- 
vine gifts,  but  as  with  so  many  other 
things  it  can  be  used  amiss.  There  are 
pleasures,  of  course,  in  which  there  is 
nothing  inherently  evil;  habits,  friend- 
ships, books,  things  you  do  which  can- 
not be  said  to  be  wrong  in  themselves, 
but  under  some  circumstances  can  un- 
doubtedly hinder  us  being  our  best  for 
God. 

If  that  be  so,  then  they  become 
"pleasures  of  sin."  Should  anything  re- 
tart  your  progress,  take  the  keen  edge 
off  your  spirituality,  and  blunt  your  en- 
thusiasm in  the  service  of  Christ,  then 
however  innocent  in  itself  it  may  be,  it 
has  become  to  you  one  of  the  "pleasures 
of   sin." 

If  you  honestly  want  to  test  your  life 
on  its  amusement  side,  do  not  be  content 
merely  to  ask  "Is  this  thing  wrong?" 
Put  the  still  more  searching  question, 
"Is  it  best?"  If  I  were  to  renounce  it, 
should  I  be  a  keener,  brighter,  more 
powerful  Christian,  and  could  God  use 
me  more  in  His  service?  Is  it  robbing 
me  of  my  appetite  for  holy  things?  Does 
it  occupy  and  absorb  time  and  talents 
which  really  should  be  kept  for  Christ? 

Perhaps  some  such  questions  as  these 
might  reveal  some  weak  places  in  our 
consecration! 

Of  course  there  are  other  pleasures 
which  are  obviously  "the  pleasures  of 
sin,"  anything  which  Satan  likes,  cher- 
ishes and  fosters,  and  which  has  upon  it 
his  stamp  of  approval.  The  pleasures 
which  are  the  delight  of  the  "cocktail," 
betting,  fast  set,  and  all  whose  ideals  are 
loose  and  dissolute;  the  pleasures  which 
are  causing  the  sapping  of  morals,  the 
gratification    of    lust,    the    blighting    of 


hopes,  the  breaking  of  hearts,  the  blast- 
ing of  lives,  of  course,  these  are  "the 
pleasures  of   sin." 

If  we  would  be  our  very  best  for 
Christ,  we  must  be  willing  to  let  go 
anything  upon  which  He  puts  His  fin- 
ger. He  often  asks  for  such  a  renuncia- 
tion, not  because  the  thing  is  necessarily 
wrong  in  itself,  or  is  harming  us  in  any 
way,  but  because  He  sees  that  without 
it  our  lives  would  be  of  infinitely  more 
value   to   Him. 

In  a  Continental  hotel  a  Christian 
gentleman  walked  down  the  corridor 
one  morning  rather  late.  A  girl  passed 
him  going  in  to  breakfast.  "You  are  a 
bit  late,"  was  the  remark.  "Yes,"  she 
said,  "I  am.  I  went  to  a  dance  last  night, 
and  I  blistered  my  feet.  I  was  so  tired, 
that  I  could  not  get  up  this  morning." 
Quick  as  thought  he  said,  "Excuse  me, 
but  have  you  ever  blistered  your  feet 
in  the  service  of  Christ?"  Whooo!  That 
was  a  "stunner!"  and  she  turned  on 
her  heel  and  hurried  down  to  the  break- 
fast room,  too  annoyed  to  say  anything. 
But  that  question  rang  in  her  ears  for 
the  whole  week,  and  she  could  not  for- 
get it,  "Have  I  ever  blistered  my  feet 
in  the  service  of  Christ?"  As  she  thought 
of  it,  she  realized  what  an  utterly  self- 
ish, useless,  aimless  life,  she  was  living. 
At  last  she  could  bear  it  no  longer,  and 
she  went  to  the  gentleman  who  was 
still  there  in  the  hotel.  "Please  will  you 
tell  me  how  I  can  become  a  Christian? 
I  am  so  ashamed  of  myself.  You  asked 
me  that  question,  and  I  want  to  know 
how  I  can  blister  my  feet  in  the  serv- 
ice of  Christ." 

CHRIST  VS.  POPULARITY 
Perhaps  this  cuts  deeper  than  any- 
thing else.  For  many  it  is  certainly  the 
biggest  test.  Moses  faced  up  to  it.  Fie 
could  have  been  a  popular  favorite  in 
the  "society"  of  Egypt,  but  instead  he 
esteemed  the  reproach  of  Christ  of 
greater   worth. 

But  we  hate  to  be  in  the  minority.  To 
go  with  the  crowd  is  so  much  more  at- 
tractive. We  like  to  be  in  the  fashion, 
in  the  vogue,  in  the  swim.  And  yet  after 
all — it  is  the  live  fish  which  goes  against 
the  stream!  The  followers  of  Christ  have 
always  been  the  subject  of  ridicule.  Was 
it  not  said  of  Paul — "Much  learning 
hath  made  thee  mad!"  The  taunt  hurled 
at  the  early  Christians  was  that  they 
were  "full  of  new  wine!"  and  of  our 
Lord  Himself  it  was  said,  "He  is  be- 
side Himself."  All  who  follow  in  their 
train  belong  to  the  "Honourable  Com- 
pany   of    the    Ridiculed." 

"Old-fashioned,"  "straight-1  ace  d," 
"narrow-minded,"  "prudish,"  "puritan- 
ical," "early  Victorian,"  and  "extrem- 
ists!" Such  are  the  complimentary  epi- 
thets which  are  piled  upon  those,  who 
for  Christ's  sake,  choose  the  way  of 
the  Cross  and  refuse  the  world's  way — 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Our  Dwelling  Place 

"Lord,    Thou    hast    been    our    dwelling 
place." 
Life's   storms   may      fiercely      rage,      the 
lightnings  flash; 
The  daily  path   be  steep   and   drear, 
And    circumstances    like    great       billows 
dash 
Against  my  soul.  I  stand  secure. 
I  dwell  in  God. 

"Lord,    Thou    hast    been    our    dwelling 
place." 
The  things  of  earth,  in   crisis  hour,   may 
fail; 
Its  riches  fade  and  blow  away; 
Dear   friends    misunderstand;    fierce    foes 
assail; 
Yet   having   Christ,   I   still   have   all. 
I  dwell  in  God. 

"Lord,    Thou    hast    been    our    dwelling 
place." 
When   problems    vast    confront    at   every 
turn; 
When   obstacles   lie   'thwart    my   path; 
When    wisdom    fails,    and    controversies 
burn, 
And   mar,   and   scar,   Lord,      make  me 
know 

I  dwell  in  God. 

"Lord,    Thou   hast    been    our   dwelling 
place." 
O  glorious   privilege!    O   wondrous   bliss! 

To  dwell  in  Love  Divine  and  know 
Peace,    safety,    rest,     and    joy     in   Christ! 
Ah  this 
Is  better  far  than  earth  can  give. 
I  dwell  in  God. 


"Lord,    Thou    hast    been    our   dwelling 
place." 
How  can  it  be  that  sinful  men  can     live 

In  holy  God?  O  mystery 
Of    Love    Divine!    Through   grace   Thou 
dost   forgive 
E'en  sinful  man  and  make  him  whole, 
To  dwell  in  God. 

— A.  C.  Snead. 

Don't  You  Remember? 

Edna  R.  Brown 

Won't  you  come  with  me  thru  an  all- 
too-common  Christian  experience?  (And 
possibly  you  might  be  able  to  show  me 
through  similar  ones,  for  none  of  us  are 
immune   from   things  of  this  nature.) 

Recently  it  was  my  lot  to  pass  through 
a  seemingly  endless  trial.  Strangely 
enough,  at  the  very  outset  of  my  Chris- 
tian life  my  faith  had  been  wonderfully 
stimulated  and  vitalized  by  answered 
prayer  under  almost  identical  circum- 
stances. At  that  time  I  first  realized 
that  God  is  "able  to  do  exceeding  abun- 
dantly above  all  that  we  ask  or  think, 
according  to  the  power  that  worketh  in 
us" — and  the  fact  that  this  God  was  my 
God — my  heavenly  Father — became  a 
glorious    reality. 

Life  took  on  new  meaning.  Prayer  took 
on  new  meaning.  Many  little  prayers, 
many  big  prayers  were  answered.  As  I 
went  on  stumblingly  enough — I  yearned 
to  place  Christ  first  in  my  life  and  to 
live  for  His  glory.  Battling  along,  I  en- 
countered Satan's  wiles  and  the  little  ev- 
eryday temptations  that  beset  and  upset 
me,  but  found  joy  in  it  all.  I  was  living 


in   the   sunshine. 

And  then — with  staggering  sudden- 
ness— the  second  great  blow  came, 
smashing  all  my  plans  and  dreams  and 
hopes  (legitimate  and  Christian  though 
they  were).  Instinctively  my  heart 
reached  out  toward  God.  He  was  my 
help.  He  would  save  me.  He  would  find 
a  way  out.  What  though  the  boisterous 
waves  well-nigh  overwhelmed  me?  Was 
He  not  able?  Had  Lie  not  promised  to 
deliver? 

The  dark  days  dragged  by  but  there 
was  no  deliverance.  Though  I  tried  des- 
perately hard  to  cling  to  the  promises, 
prayer  remained  unanswered.  I  would 
get  up  from  my  knees  to  have  the  cold, 
stark  facts  before  me — and  in  spite  of 
myself  began  to  ask  the  time-old  ques- 
tion: "Why  did  this  have  to  happen?" 
(I  still  don't  know  why,  but  1  shall 
leave  that  with  God.)  Then,  in  near  des- 
pair, I  took  up  the  cry,  "How  long, 
Lord?" 

It  was  hard  to  understand  why  God 
should  permit  such  obvious  injustice. 
Would  He  not  have  mercy? 

To  my  own  bitter  disappointment 
(and  surely  to  God's)  I  felt  faith  grow- 
ing faint!  At  intervals  Satan  severely 
tempted  me  to  give  up.  But  I  must  not! 

Then  came  the  crisis!  But  the  turning 
point  was  not  reached  until  I  took  my 
eyes  off  my  shaken  faith  and  kept  them 
upon  God's  faithfulness  to  His  chil- 
dren— and   to   me   especially. 

I  had  but  to  remember  all  the  former 
blessings  and  deliverances  that  I  had  re- 
ceived from  God.  I  remembered  that  He 
had  always  heretofore  proved  faithful — 
that  everything  had  worked  out  for  my 
good. 

And  then  1  read  Christ's  own  words 
to  doubters  of  His  day — "O  ye  of  little 
faith,  why  reason  ye  among  yourselves, 
because  ye  have  brought  no  bread?  Do 
ye  not  yet  understand,  neither  remem- 
ber the  five  loaves  of  the  five  thousand, 
and  how  many  baskets  ye  took  up? 
Neither  the  seven  loaves  of  the  four 
thousand,  and  how  many  baskets  ye 
took  up?" 

Isn't  it  easy — and  humanlike — to  for- 
get to  remember?  Isn't  remembrance  of 
Divine  succor  sure  to  bolster  our  faith, 
which  is  prone  to  waver? 

And  so,  as  we  prepare  for  future  at- 
tacks upon  our  faith  (and  they  will 
come)  let  us  remember  to  bring  to  mind 
the  times  when  God  has  delivered  us 
out  of  our  wilderness  experiences — try- 
ing and  long  as  they  may  have  been 
or  yet  will  be.  No  doubt  there  will  still 
be  critical  times  when  you  and  I  will 
need   to   be   reminded   to   remember. 


The  person  who  claims  to  be  a  Chris- 
tian without  having  a  missionary  zeal 
and  spirit  had  just  as  well  claim  to  be 
a  Christian  without  having  accepted 
Christ. 
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all  of  us  depend  in  order  to  be  here  to- 
day. I  earnestly  commend  the  medical 
profession  to  let  the  patient  know  of 
this  great  force  that  is  working  within 
him,  working  on  the  patient's  side,  on 
the  doctor's  side.  It  adds  to  the  pa- 
tient's confidence  in  his  own  life,  in  the 
doctor,  the  drugs,  and  therapeutics.  It 
does  the  medical  profession  no  good  to 
avoid  the  word  'God.'  Why  not  teach 
the  people  the  truth?" — Sel. 

A  lady  and  her  little  daughter  were 
in  a  service  in  which  the  preacher  spoke 
about  how  obedience  toward  God  is  re- 
vealed in  the  manner  in  which  one  attends 
to  the  small  duties  of  everyday  life.  He 
described  how  many  parents  neglect 
their  spiritual  duties  in  the  home,  how 
they  retire  night  after  night  without 
praying  for  God's  watch  care,  and  how 
in  the  morning  they  fail  to  thank  Him 
for  rest,  protection,  and  the  new  bless- 
ings of  the  new  day.  The  little  girl  lis- 
tened attentively.  Then,  turning  to  her 
mother,  she  whispered:  "Mamma,  is  the 
minister    talking    about    you?" 

The  simple  question  pierced  the 
mother's  heart.  She  said  nothing,  but 
that  night  she  knelt  beside  her  bed,  con- 
fessed her  sin,  and  asked  God's  help  in 
carrying    out    her    duties. — Webb. 

Let  Your  Light  Shine 

A  boy  said  to  his  mother,  "When  1 
grow  up  I  am  going  to  be  a  Christian 
like  father.  Nobody  knows  whether  he 
is  a  Christian  or  not."  That  man  was 
like  the  clock  in  a  certain  courthouse 
tower  we  used  to  see.  It  had  no  hands. 
It  may  have  been  working  inside,  but 
how  were  we  to  know  it? — From  The 
Presbyterian. 

When  Gypsy  Smith  Was  a  Boy 

When  Gypsy  Smith,  the  well-known 
evangelist,  was  a  little  boy  he  was  left 
alone  with  his  younger  sister  for  six 
weeks.  His  mother  had  been  called  to 
her  heavenly  home,  and  when  daddy 
was  away  they  felt  lonely  indeed.  When 
father  returned  a  big  welcome  awaited 
him  from  the  children.  Among  the 
gypsies  the  youngest  of  the  family  is 
always  the  first  to  receive  a  welcome, 
so,  according  to  custom,  the  father  took 
the  sister  on  his  knee,  and  smothered 
her  with  sweet  warm  kisses.  Young  Rod- 
ney waited  his  turn,  but  it  was  so  long 
coming  that  he  got  impatient,  and 
speaking  loudly  to  his  little  sister  he 
said,  "Come  away!  it's  my  turn  now." 
The    little    black-eyed    sister,      unwilling 


Won't  You  Recant? 

A.  B.  Simpson 
When  I  was  in  Scotland  I  went  a 
long  out  of  my  path  to  visit  the  city  of 
Sterling.  Having  only  a  short  time  to 
stay,  I  went  at  once  to  the  spot  I  sought 
— the  old  cemetery — and  I  gazed  upon 
that  monument.  Looking  back  through 
the  mist  of  years,  it  brought  to  my  mind 
the  story  of  the  Covenanters.  It  was 
the  monument  of  Margaret  Wilson.  It 
told  how  that  dear  young  saint,  that 
girl  in  her  teens,  held  so  to  her  love  of 
Jesus  that  the  pleadings  of  father  and 
mother  and  friends  kept  her  not  back 
from  death.  "Only  one  little  word, 
Margaret,  one  little  word,  and  your  life 
will  be  spared,"  they  said.  "I  cannot 
speak  the  word  that  shall  dishonor  Je- 
sus," she  replied.  "Remember  your  fa- 
ther's grief,"  he  begged,  the  night  be- 
fore she  died.  She  stroked  his  gray  hairs, 
and  said,  "I  cannot  speak  the  words  you 
bid  me  speak."  And  then  the  next  morn- 
ing they  took  her  out — those  rude  men, 
and  tied  her  to  the  stake  and  put  it  into 
the  sea.  And  they  tied  another  to  the 
stake,  a  gray-haired  old  saint,  and  they 
put  her  a  little  farther  out  into  the 
wild  sea,  so  that  Margaret  could  first 
see  her  die.  And  they  said,  "Margaret 
Wilson,  if  you  speak  that  word  you 
shall  be  free."  And  then  they  left  her 
to  the  billows  of  the  rising  sea.  Nearer 
and  nearer  they  came  to  the  aged  mar- 
tyr; they  reached  her  waist,  they 
reached  her  shoulders,  they  swept  her 
face,  but  she  stood  there  with  her 
countenance  lifted  to  heaven.  And  they 
said,  "Margaret  Wilson,  don't  you  see 
her?  Won't  you  still  recant?"  And  she 
said,  "No,  I  do  not  see  her:  I  only  see 
Jesus  Christ  in  His  suffering  servant 
wrestling  there;"  and  as  she  lifted  her 
eyes  the  chariot  of  the  Lord  was  wait- 
ing to  bear  the  martyr  home. — Christ 
Life. 

God's  Healing  Power 

On  the  eve  of  the  annual  meeting  of 
the  American  Medical  Association,  Dr. 
Richard  C.  Cabot,  distinguished  Boston 
physician,  told  the  Massachusetts  Medi- 
cal Society  that  the  doctor  is  accounta- 
ble for  only  ten  per  cent  of  the  healing 
process.  "The  body  simply  has  a  super- 
wisdom  which  is  biased  in  favor  of  life 
rather  than  death,"  he  said.  "And  it  is 
a  force  that  does  not  make  as  many 
wrong  diagnoses  as  I  did  when  I  was  in 
practice.  What  is  this  powerful  force? 
It  is  God — the  healing   power  on  which 


to  take  a  back  seat,  said,  "You  get  me 
out  of  my  father's  arms  if  you  can!" 
Then  Rodney  said,  "There's  room  for 
us  both,"  and  crept  in  under  daddy's 
arms,  and  was  ever  so  happy.  Is  that  not 
just  like  our  position  in  connection  with 
our  heavenly  Father?  We  may  ALL  take 
shelter  under  His  arms,  and  as  the  say- 
ing goes,  "Be  as  happy  as  the  day  is 
long." 

Family  Mistake 

There  is  no  place  where  a  man's  re- 
ligion is  so  valuable  as  in  his  own  home. 
Many  a  man  appears  very  religious  on 
Sunday,  but  if  you  could  see  him  at 
home  with  his  family,  at  the  table,  or 
when  he  loses  his  temper  over  some 
trivial  thing,  you  would  not  wonder 
when  he  says  he  cannot  do  personal 
work.  And  it  would  not  do  any  good 
for  him  to  speak  to  his  own  children 
about  becoming  Christians.  A  man  in 
Iowa  had  been  storming  at  his  family, 
especially  at  his  poor  wife,  one  day,  un- 
til he  had  spoiled  the  pleasure  of  ev- 
erything in  the  home  for  that  day  at 
least.  Then  he  went  out,  slamming  the 
door  behind  him.  His  little  boy  stood  off 
at  one  side,  listening  to  it  all.  He  looked 
into  his  mother's  face  and  tearful  eyes, 
and  coming  across  the  room,  took  her 
hands  in  his  own  and  exclaimed: 
"Mother,  we  made  an  awful  mistake 
when  we  married  father,  didn't  we?" — 
R.  A.  Torrey. 

A  manufacturer  makes  a  statement 
in  the  American  Magazine:  "It  takes  a 
girl  in  our  factory  about  two  days  to 
learn  to  put  the  seventeen  parts  of  a 
meat  chopper  together.  It  may  be  that 
these  millions  of  worlds,  all  balanced  so 
wonderfully  in  space — it  may  be  that 
they  just  happened;  it  may  be  by  a  bil- 
lion years  of  tumbling  about  they  fin- 
ally arranged  themselves.  I  don't  know. 
I  am  merely  a  plain  manufacturer  of 
cutlery.  But  this  I  do  know:  that  you 
can  shake  the  seventeen  parts  of  a  meat 
chopper  around  in  a  ivashtub  for  the 
next  seventeen  billion  years  and  you'll 
never   make   a    meat    chopper! 

Men  are  inventing  many  foolish  no- 
tions in  their  futile  attempts  to  refute 
the  simple  truth:  "In  the  beginning  God 
created  the  heaven  and  the  earth." — 
Anon. 

"Not"  Yet" 

"Not  yet,"  said  a  little  boy.  "When  I 
grow  older  I  will  think  about  my  soul." 

"Not  yet,"  said  the  young  man.  "I  am 
now  about  to  enter  into  trade.  When  I 
see  my  business  prosper,  then  I  shall  have 
more  time  than  now."  Business  did  pros- 
per. 

"Not  yet,"  said  the  man  of  business. 
"My  children  must  have  my  care.  When 
they  are  all  settled  in  life  I  shall  be  bet- 
( Continued  on  page  25) 
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"Paper,  sir?"  Terry  asked  as  he  hob- 
bled across  the  hot  sidewalk,  and  of- 
fered his  wares  in  clumsy  fingers.  "In- 
dependence edition.  Thank  you,  sir,  five 
cents." 

Terry  pocketed  the  coin  and  scrambled 
back  into  the  shade  of  the  building 
where  the  sidewalk  was  not  so  hot  to  his 
almost  bare  feet.  Nineteen  was  too  old 
to  go  without  shoes  entirely  and  yet  the 
leather  uppers  on  his  feet  did  little  but 
bow  to  the  conventions.  It  was  a  blis- 
tering hot  Fourth  of  July. 

"I  beat  you  that  time,  Peanuts,"  he 
gloated  to  a  smaller  boy  standing  in  the 
shade  who  also  had  a  bundle  of  papers 
under  his  arm. 

"Yeah,  I  didn't  see  that  guy.  If  I'd 
seen  him  first  yu'd  never  got  him." 
Raising  his  voice  he  yelled,  "Paper,  Inde- 
pendence  edition — paper." 

Terry  looked  ruefully  at  his  pile  of 
papers  and  then  at  the  boy's  smaller  one 
and  nodded.  "Guess  you're  right,  Pea- 
nuts. I  don't  care  unless  Hutch  comes 
along  and  catches  you  getting  the  busi- 
ness away  from  me." 

A  man  came  down  the  street  holding 
out  some  change  toward  them.  Both 
made  a  dash  for  him,  papers  extended. 
Terry's  feet  became  tangled  up  with  his 
crutch  and  the  smaller  boy  made  the 
sale. 

Peanuts  came  back  to  the  cool  snot 
grinning  sheepishly.  "I  hadn't  ought  to 
take  all  that  business  away  from  you, 
Terry.  Here,"  he  extended  his  hand  with 
two  cents  in  it,  "I'll  split  with  you.  Ev- 
ery other  sale  I  grab  from  you,  I'll  give 
you   the   profit." 

Terry  shook  his  head  until  the  too- 
long  brown  hair  fell  down  into  his  eyes. 
"Forget  it,  Peanuts!  I  ain't  got  nobody 
but  myself  to  keep  and  you  got  your 
Ma.  I  don't  want  your  money."  His  face 
flushed   with   ill-concealed   emotion. 

"All  right,  Terry,  you're  a  good  egg! 
I'll  remember  you  when  I  get  my  mil- 
lion." 

"Paper,  sir?"  Terry  exclaimed  seeing 
a  likely  prospect.  The  man  ignored  him 
and  the  cripple  came  back  out  of  the  in- 
tense heat.  "How's  your  Ma?"  he  panted, 
to  get  the  interest  away  from  himself. 
"Any  better  lately?" 

"No,  not  so  you'd  notice.  Awful 
weak."  The  little  fellow's  face  shaded 
over.  You  could  tell  it  through  the  dirt. 
"She  still  messes  around  the  house — but 
she  hadn't  orter.  I'm  makin'  pretty  good 
money,  though."  He  came  closer  and 
whispered,  "I  got  enough  saved  up  so's 
I'm  goin'  ter  get  a  doctor  out  there  one 
o'  these  days." 

"Great,"    Terry    beamed.       Then       he 


thoughtfully  added,  "Do  you  suppose, 
Peanuts,  a  doctor'd  do  anything  for 
me?"* 

"Don't  reckon.  That  infant  pa'lisis 
is  pretty  bad.  My  little  sis  died  of  it, 
you  know.  We  had  a  doc  then  and  he 
said  if  she  ever  got  over  it  she'd  be  all 
twisted  up  like  yovi  are  and  there 
wouldn't  be  nothing  to  do  fer  it." 

Terry's  voice  was  heavy.  "Suppose 
not.  It  hurts  every  time  I  hand  a  cus- 
tomer a  paper.  I've  been  wondering  if  I 
keep  making  it  hurt  will  it  get  worse  or 
will  it  some  time  stop." 

"Yer  couldn't  prove  it  by  me.  Listen, 
Terry,  th'  band  is  startin'  up.  Ain't  it 
swell?" 

From  across  the  city  the  notes  of  the 
"Star  Spangled  Banner"  drifted  to  them. 
Terry  tried  to  straighten  his  poor, 
twisted  body,  and  tap  the  sidewalk  with 
one  toe.  Fie  did  not  succeed  very  well 
but  his  face  lighted  up. 

"That's  great,  Peanuts!  It's  the  'Star 
Spangled  Banner.'  1  used  to  know  it 
when  I  went  to  school." 

"Augh,  you  never  did  go — what  yer 
feedin'   us?" 

"Sure  I  did!  I  went  to  that  big  school 
on  the  south  side  of  town.  Of  course," 
he  added  darkly,  "that  was  before  Ma 
died,  and  before  I  got  all  crippled  up. 
I'd  been  in  college  by  now  I  suppose. 
Suddenly  he  seized  the  boy  by  the  arm. 
"Look  there,  Peanuts!" 

"Where — what?  I  don't  see  nothing'." 

"That  fellow  coming  down  the  side- 
walk— about   my  age." 

"With  th'  ice-cream  pants  on?  Yeah 
— -why?" 

"That's  him — well,  I  used  to  go  to 
school  with  him.  He's  going  to  the  uni- 
versity. I  might  of  looked  like  he  does. 
Flere,  you  sell  him.  I  don't  want  him  to 
see  me." 

Terry  turned  to  a  shop  window  and 
the  smaller  lad  rushed  forward  with  a 
paper  and  made  a  sale.  When  he  came 
back  he  said,  "Would  be  great  to  dress 
that  way- — wouldn't  it?  Say,  Terry,  you 
can't  hardly  walk  none,  why  don't  yer 
go  to  school?" 

Terry  looked  up  quickly,  his  eyes  full 
of  pain.  "Don't  be  silly,  kid,  takes  mon- 
ey and  other  things   to  do  that." 

A  harsh  voice  broke  in  upon  their 
dreams.  "Hay,  you,  Crip,  what  you  doin' 
there?  Thought  I  put  you  on  this  corner 
to  sell  papers." 

It  was  the  voice  belonging  to  Hutch, 
Terry's  employer.  He  was  a  harsh,  burly 
looking  lad  about  Terry's  age  who  fi- 
nanced a  string  of  underprivileged  boys 
and  old  men  selling  papers  for  a  cut, 
which  wasn't  always  honest. 


Peanuts  tried  to  get  away,  but  the 
bully  had  him  before  he  could  make 
good  his  escape.  "Here  you  Peanuts," 
he  shouted  with  a  terrible  oath,  "I've 
told  you  plenty  times  to  stay  away  from 
my  corners.  Crip's  supposed  to  sell  here." 
He  gave  the  small  boy  a  cuff  on  the 
side  of  the  head  which  made  him  yell. 

Peanuts  was  not  to  be  easily  defeated. 
"Leave  me  be,  Hutch!"  he  screamed. 
"I'll  call  a  cop!  I  kin  sell  anywhere  I 
want.  You  ain't  no  right  to  stop  me; 
you  don't  own  the  sidewalks." 

Hutch  loosened  his  hold,  apparently 
to  lessen  the  racket.  "Oh,  can  you?  Lis- 
ten, rat — go  ahead  and  sell  on  my  cor- 
ners and  see  what  happens.  You  have  to 
go  home  nights — don't  you?  Well,  if  you 
keep  selling  on  my  corners  you'll  have  to 
get  the  cops  to  take  you  home.  Suppose 
they  will?"  He  laughed  cruelly  and  then 
the  sound  died  on  his  lips.  "Now 
scram!"  he  bit  the  words  off. 

The  frightened  boy  disappeared  around 
a  corner  at  double  quick.  Hutch,  his 
face  black  with  anger,  turned  to  Terry. 
"What's  the  idea,  Crip?  I  was  down  the 
street  and  saw  that  kid  beat  you  to  a 
customer  twice.  Once  it  looked  like  you 
never  stirred  out  of  the  shade.  What  do 
you  think  you're  paid  for  anyway?" 

Terry  cringed  in  fear.  "I  can't  get 
ahead  of  him,  Hutch.  With  this  leg  like 
it  is,  having  to  use  this  old  crutch,  I 
can't  get  around  very  fast.  If  I  try  to 
hurry  sometimes  I  fall  down  and  then 
it  hurts  like  everything.  Give  me  a 
chance — won't  you?"  < 

"Yeah,  I'll  give  you  a  chance,  just 
about  once  more.  You  could  trip  him 
up  sometimes,  couldn't  you?  Always 
plenty  of  ways  if  you're  smart.  If  he'd 
get  a  good  fall — he'd  leave  you  alone. 
It's  up  to  you  to  do  something.  I've  a 
notion  to  run  him  out  of  town!" 

"Oh,  Hutch,"  Terry  pleaded,  "he's 
got  a  sick  mother  to  keep.  Don't  be  so 
cruel." 

Hutch  turned  fiercely  upon  the  crip- 
ple. "Horn  out  of  my  business — will 
you?  Better  sell  more  papers  today  than 
you  did  yesterday,  or  you'll  have  all  the 
trouble  you  can  take  care  of  without 
worrying    about    Peanuts' — get    me?" 

Terry  swallowed  hard,  looked  down 
and  nodded.  "I  didn't  mean  no  hurt, 
Hutch!" 

"All    right — keep   off!" 

Hutch  turned  to  leave  with  that  part- 
ing shot,  but  Terry,  with  a  great  effort, 
which  showed  in  his  face,  called  him 
back. 

"Oh,  Hutch,  I  didn't  get  that  quite 
straight  when  we  figured  up  last  night. 
I  can't  get  it  out  of  my  head  that  you 
owe  me  more  than  you  figured.  Looks  to 
me  that  you  made  a  mistake.  Tell  it 
over  again  to  me — will  you?" 

The  bully  turned  with  a  word  and  ad- 
vanced toward  his  employee.  His  large, 
ugly  face  was   black   with   rage,   and   his 
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hands  were  spread — ready  to  seize.  He 
stared    straight    into    Terry's    face. 

Terry,  his  eyes  wide  with  fear,  pushed 
himself  clumsily  back  against  the  bricks 
of  the  building.  Like  a  hypnotized  snake 
he  stared  back  into  Hutch's  evil  eyes. 
"Leave  me  alone,  Hutch,"  he  said  in  a 
tense  whisper.   "I  didn't  mean  nothing!" 

Hutch  continued  to  advance  until  his 
face  was  within  six  inches  of  Terry's. 
"Listen,  Crip,"  he  hissed,  "I  gave  you 
all  that  was  comin'  to  you — see?  And 
if  you  say  I  didn't  I'll  beat  you  within 
an  inch  of  your  life.  That's  what  I  get 
for  lookin'  after  you,  lettin'  you  sleep  on 
tiie  porch  and  all  that.  You  can  get 
high  and  mighty  now  in  the  summer 
time  when  you  can  sleep  'most  any 
place,  but  didn't  I  give  you  a  blanket 
last   winter?" 

Terry  remembered  an  old  piece  of 
*jiiilt  that  had  been  his.  It  had  been  bet- 
ter than  nothing.  He  nodded  dumbly. 

"All  right — now  listen.  If  you  don't 
like  the  way  I  treat  you  and  think  I'm 
cheating,  just  go  starve  for  all  I  care. 
I  won't  get  you  any  more  papers  to  sell." 

Terry  was  trembling.  "I  didn't  mean 
nothing — honest,  Hutch.  I  just  didn't 
understand." 

Hutch  straightened  up,  and  backed 
off  a  little,  apparently  satisfied.  "Well, 
all  right;  don't  say  that   again!" 

He  turned  away  and  Terry  watched 
him  go  down  the  street  with  relief 
swelling  up  in  his  heart.  He  hadn't  in- 
tended making  the  fellow  so  angry.  That 
was  what  came  from  dreaming  about 
college   and   such   things! 

Taking  himself  in  hand  he  shook  off 
the  effects  of  the  scare  and  began  to  sell 
papers.   After  a  time  Peanuts  returned. 

"My,  Terry,"  he  said,  coming  up  to 
the  cripple,  "I  didn't  know  I  was  goin' 
to  get  you  in  bad.  I'll  work  down 
a  ways.  You  better  watch  that  guy, 
Hutch.  You  can't  run  like  I  kin." 

Two  men  came  down  the  sidewalk 
and  Terry  recognized  one  of  them  as  the 
boys'  worker  at  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  He  of- 
fered the  men  a  paper  and  then  said  to 
the  one  he  knew,  "Hello,  Mister  Jordan!" 

The  man  looked  up  and  recognized  the 
newsy.  "Oh,  hello  there,  Terry.  Sure  I 
want  a  paper.  I  didn't  notice  who  it  was. 
Having  a  glorious  Fourth?  How's  busi- 
ness?" 

Terry  nodded,  pocketing  the  change. 
"Pretty  good  today.  I'm  going  to  get  rich 
soon." 

"By  the  way,  Terry,  why  haven't  you 
been  over  to  the  class  lately?  I  believe  you 
came  only  once." 

Terry  hung  his  head.  "Yeah,  I  know, 
I'm  sorry.  But  Hutch,  that's  the  fellow 
I  work  for,  was  pretty  mad  because  I 
went  that  day.  He  likes  to  get  vis  together 
and  tell  us  what's  what  for  the  next 
week,  on  Sunday  afternoon,  then  we  usu- 
ally play  some." 

Mister    Jordan    nodded      significantly, 


"Yes,  I've  heard  of  Hutch.  He's  no  kind 
of  a  person  to  be  working  for.  I'll  ven- 
ture you  lose  most  of  your  money  on 
Sunday  afternoons,  don't  you?" 

The  lad  looked  away.  "Sometimes," 
he  admitted,  "but  I  can't  do  much  with- 
out  Hutch.   I  couldn't  buy  my  papers." 

The  man  placed  a  hand  on  Terry's 
withered  shoulder.  "Listen,  son,  I'd  like 
to  see  you  get  up  spunk  enough  to  quit 
working  for  that  bully.  He's  just  taking 
every  cent  away  from  you." 

"Yeah,"  Terry  agreed  with  concern 
showing  in  his  face,  "but  what  can  a 
cripple  do?  It's  well  enough  to  talk  like 
that  but  you  haven't  had  infant  paraly- 
sis, or  whatever  it  is.  I  can't  walk  good 
or  anything.  Saw  a  boy  I  used  to  know 
today.  He's  going  to  college.  I'd  like  to 
do  that  kind  of  things  sometimes  but 
guess  there's  nothing  to  do  but  work  for 
Hutch." 

"Buck  up  a  little,  old  man.  You've 
got  as  good  a  mind  as  you  ever  had. 
Why,  the  President,  Mr.  Roosevelt,  had 
infantile  paralysis  at  one  time  but  he 
didn't  let  it  stop  him." 

Terry  stared,  interested.  "Go  on! 
How'd  he  get  over  it?" 

"He  didn't  completely.  Still  wears 
braces.  But  he's  much  better  than  they 
thought  he'd  ever  be.  He  exercised — 
swimming — until  after  a  long  time  he 
could  use  himself  pretty  good.  Why  you 
can  get  around  better  than  he  could  at 
first." 

"There  you  are  again,"  Terry  said, 
but  his  face  was  lighter,  "he  had  a  place 
to  swim,  and  I  haven't." 

His  friend  reached  into  his  pocket, 
pulled  out  a  card  and  a  pen, wrote  some- 
thing on  the  card  and  handed  it  to 
Terry. 

"Bring  that  over  to  the  Y.  any  time 
and  you  can  use  the  pool.  Of  course," 
he  added  thoughtfully,  "I'd  prefer  that 
you  break  with  this  fellow  Hutch,  who 
is  ruining  your  life,  before  you  come. 
Have  a  bad  effect  on  the  other  boys — 
see?" 

Terry  swallowed  hard  and  fingered 
the  card  while  Jordan  watched  him  nar- 
rowly. "I  don't  know,  Mister  Jordan, 
whether  I'll  be  over  very  soon  or  not. 
Hutch'd  be  pretty  mad." 

"I  suspect  he  would,  but  remember, 
Terry,  Hutch  isn't  the  only  friend  you 
might  have.  You  see  me  if  you  decide  to 
throw  him  over.  Maybe  something  can 
be  done.  Who  knows?  What  day  is 
this?" 

"The  Fourth." 

"Oh,  yes!  And  why  do  we  celebrate 
today,    Terry?" 

The  lad  hesitated.  "Well,  don't  know 
that  I  can  say  just  right.  It's  the  birth- 
day of  our  country — ain't  it?" 

"Yes — but   what   else?" 

The  newsy  shook  his  head.  "I  don't 
know  what  you  mean." 

"No,    I    suppose    not.    Don't    you    call 


that  paper,"  he  pointed  to  the  one  in 
Terry's  hand,  "the  Independence  edi- 
tion?" 

"Yes." 

"Then  what  else  is  this  beside  the 
Fourth  of  July?" 

"Oh!"  Terry  said  hesitantly,  but  there 
was  a  light  behind  his  eyes,  "you  mean 
Independence   Day?" 

"Exactly!  This  is  the  day  that  our 
fathers,  though  they  were  poor  and 
ragged,  many  of  them,  declared  that 
they  were,  under  God,  independent  of 
the  tyrant  in  England  who  would  not 
let  them  have  a  life  of  their  own." 

Terry  stood  a  little  more  erect,  and 
his  face  lighted  up.  "Yes,  I  remember 
reading  about  that  when  I  went  to 
school.  They  were  brave- — weren't  they? 
Didn't  one  of  them  say  something  abour 
wanting   freedom  or  death?" 

"Yes,  the  words  were,  'Give  me  lib- 
erty, or  give  me  death.'  They  were 
spoken  by  Patrick  Henry.  Those  men 
would  rather  die  than  compromise  with 
their  principles." 

"Yes,"  Terry  breathed,  his  eyes  gleam- 
ing. "Great  to  have  been  alive  then, 
wouldn't  it?" 

The  man  nodded,  and  again  placed 
a  friendly  hand  on  Terry's  withered 
shoulder.  "Yes,  old  man,  and  isn't  it  our 
duty  to  declare  our  independence  of 
evil  companions!  Think  it  over,  Terry 
— see  me  when  you  decide." 

Terry  was  left  staring  down  the  street 
at  the  backs  of  the  two  men.  As  he 
stood  there  it  seemed  that  life  burst  in 
upon  him  and  he  felt  that  he  could  run 
— away  from  Hutch.  But  when  he 
moved  he  was  again  conscious  of  his 
crippled  body.  Discouragement  swept 
over  him.  Such  hopes  were  not  for  his 
kind! 

Down  the  street,  Mister  Jordan's 
friend  was  asking  about  the  lad.  After 
he  heard  all  the  details  that  his  com- 
panion could  furnish,  he  said  thought- 
fully, "You  know,  Jordan,  I  believe 
that  crippled  fellow  has  stuff  in  him 
that's  going  to  come  out.  If  he  revolts 
against  that  other  fellow  it  will  indi- 
cate  the   fact." 

"I  hope  so.  Don't  just  know  what 
we'll  do  with  him  but  of  course  we'll 
have  to  take  care  of  him  at  the  Y.  some 
way.  That  is,  of  course,  if  he  does  de- 
velop courage  enough  to  go  on  his  own." 

"You  never  knew  this,  Jordan,  but  I 
had  a  son  who  died  of  infantile  paralysis. 
If  this  boy  has  the  stuff  in  him  that  I 
think  he  has  I'll  take  him  right  into  my 
home  and  give  him  a   chance." 

Jordan  stopped  walking,  and  beamed. 
"Great!  We  need  a  lot  more  like  you. 
Shall  we  go  back  and  tell  him?" 

"No!    Let   him    fight   it    out    alone.    I 

want  to  be  sure.  If  he  breaks  with  this 

fellow,    Hutch,      it    will    prove    he's    the 

kind  I  want.  Give  me  a  ring  if  he  does, 

(Continued  on  page   24) 
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Bible  Training  School 

GEORGE    POTEAT.    Editor 


The  above  picture  is  our  new  Bible  School  home  at  Sevierville,  Term. 
HURRAH  FOR  OUR  BIBLE  SCHOOL! 

Now  our  heading  doesn't  sound  just  right,  does  it?  Somehow  it  sounds  just  a 
little  like  a  ball  game  or  a  political  meeting  when  folks  wave  their  hats  in  the  air 
and  shout,  Hurrah  for  our  side!  I  believe  I  will  change  this  heading  and  say,  Praise 
the  Lord  for  our  Bible  School.  Now  if  we  were  all  together  we  would  perhaps  take 
our  handkerchiefs  and  wave  them  together  in  thanksgiving  to  God  for  the  wonderful 
victory  He  has  helped  us  to  win.  While  we  can't  do  that  I  am  sure  we  can  all  lift 
our  hearts  together.  He  has  been  good  to  us,  hasn't  He? 

Well,  there  is  no  rose  without  its  thorns  and  we  must  accept  them  together.  We 
are  thinking  now  of  what  Cleveland  will  do  without  our  bright-faced  boys  and 
girls  we  have  had  so  long.  We  see  them  now  with  us  in  the  church  and  hear  their 
wonderful  testimonies.  What  is  our  loss  will  be  Sevierville's  gain.  We  must  bow  in 
humble  submission  to  the  will  of  God. 

We  are  expecting  great  progress  now  since  you  will  have  good,  comfortable 
dormitories  and  every  other  convenience.  So  get  ready,  boys  and  girls,  to  come  to 
school  this  fall. 

The  information  below  is  taken  from  the  Church  of  God  Evangel  and  is  a 
clipping  from  the  Sevier  County  Republican. 

"THE   CHURCH   OF   GOD   PEOPLE  AGAIN    PURCHASERS  OF   M.   C.    I. 
"Final   Bids  on   Property  Received  at  Courthouse,  Saturday,  May  7. 

"The  Murphy  College  property  which  has  been  under  hammer  for  some  time 
was  finally  bid  in  by  the  Church  of  God  officials  last  Saturday  for  $29,990.00,    and 

the  sale  was  confirmed  by  Chancellor  McCanless Competitive  bids   went 

forward  by   $5.00,    $10.00   and    $2  0.00  bids.      It   was      finally  knocked      off   to   the 
Church  of  God. 

"At  the  close  of  the  sale  the  large  crowd  present  formed  themselves  into  a  mass 
convention  with  J.  B.  Waters  as  chairman  and  proceeded  to  extend  greetings  and  a 
hearty  welcome  to  the  Church  of  God  people  on  coming  to  Sevierville.  A  number 
of  welcoming  speeches  were  made  by  those  present,  and  a  committee  composed  of 
A.  M.  Paine,  I.  A.  Watson  and  Cleo  Burchfield  was  appointed  to  draw  up  suitable 
resolutions. 

"The  committee  reported   the  following  resolutions   which  were  adopted: 

"RESOLUTION 

"WHEREAS,  the  Church  of  God  has  purchased  the  Murphy  College  property 
at  Sevierville,  for  Church  and  school  purposes,  and 

"WHERAS,  it  has  been  announced  by  the  purchasers  that  it  proposes  to  open 
and  operate  a  school  on  said  property; 

"THEREFORE  BE  IT  RESOLVED  by  the  citizens  of  Sevierville  in  mass  con- 
vention assembled  in  the  Courthouse,  in  Sevierville: 

"That  we  greet  and  welcome  said  Church  of  God  and  School  to  our  community 
and  town  and  bespeak  for  them  an  abundant  success. 

"This  May  7,  1938 

"J.  B.  Waters,  Chairman  of  convention 

"Committee:  A.  M.  Paine,  Cleo  Burchfield,  I.  A.  Watson." — Ed. 


FAITH  IN  OBEDIENCE 

Heb.   11:8 

"By  faith  Abraham,  when  he  was 
called  to  go  out  into  a  place  which  he 
should  aftcrtvards  receive  for  an  inherit- 
ance obeyed;  and  went  out,  not  knowing 
whither  he  went." 

I'm  sure  that  if  all  young  ministers 
of  the  Church  of  God  would  do  as  Ab- 
raham did,  when  God  calls  us  to  the 
field  of  labor  to  work  for  Him  and  if 
we  will  be  obedient  to  the  heavenly 
vision,  God's  program  would  go  over 
the  top  with  great  success. 

Young  comrades,  we  are  promised  ev- 
erything if  we  are  obedient  to  the  call  of 
God  and  hit  the  field  with  all  our 
might;  not  looking  at  the  hardships,  but 
keeping  our  soul  aflame  with  God's  love 
and  our  eyes  on  our  reward  and  shining 
goal  to  come,  for  we  find  that  not  one 
of  God's  promises  has  ever  failed.  Paul 
tells  us  in  1  Cor.  15:58  to  be  "steadfast, 
unmoveable,  always  abounding  in  the 
work  of  the  Lord,  forasmuch  as  ye  know 
that  your  labour  is  not  in  vain  in  the 
Lord."   Thank   God   for   that   promise. 

God  has  also  told  us  that  His  Word 
would   not    return    unto    Him   void. 

Let  us  now  turn  to  the  other  point  in 
our  subject,  which  is  faith.  After  we 
are  obedient  and  get  to  our  post  where 
God  has  put  us,  oftentimes  it  is  rough 
and  rugged  and  hard  to  pull  through. 
Why  not  just  exercise  some  good,  old- 
time  faith  and  believe  that  God  will 
give  you  a  revival  and  He  will?  He  is 
not   slack   concerning   His   promises. 

Remember,  we  are  not  going  to  be 
rewarded  according  to  how  much  favor 
we  get  or  how  much  cash  goes  into  our 
pocket;  but  we  are  going  to  be  rewarded 
according  to  our  faithfulness  to  Him 
and  the  souls  we  win  for  God. 

So  young  brothers  and  sisters,  if  you 
feel  God  calling  you  to  a  place  and  you 
know  there  is  no  finance  there,  beloved, 
you  go.  If  you  have  enough  of  the 
Spirit  of  God  in  you  and  you  get  your 
knees  working  good  until  they  have  corns 
on  them,  God  can  make  that  place  a 
prosperous  little  church  through  youri 
faithful   efforts. 

I    read    a    piece   in    the    Lighted    Path-  ! 
way   on   the   Glints   of   Knowledge   Page 
where    the    German   children      said    they 
were  born  to  die  for  Germany.  Come  onj 
students  and  other  young  workers  in  the 
Church  of  God,  we  are  born  to  die  for 
God  and  His  Church.  Let  us  be  stickers 
and  die  fighting  the  good  fight  of  faith,  i 
— Joel  D.  Brown,  B.  T.  S.  student. 

NOTE:  We  happen  to  know  thai\ 
this  young  matt  knows  how  to  suffer  for  | 
the    cause   of   Christ. — Editor. 
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My  Savior 

I  have  found  a  blessed  Savior, 
I  am  free  from  sin  and  shame, 

And  my  heart  is  filled  with  gladness, 
Hallelujah!    Praise  His   name. 

I  have  read  the  wondrous  story, 
And  I  know  that  it  is  true, 

For  it's  done  so  much  to  help  me, 
It  will  do  the  same  for  you. 

If  you'll  only  love  and   trust   Him 
Let  Him  wash  your  sins  away, 

can't  you  hear  His  voice  now  pleading, 
Sinner  come,   be   saved   to-day? 

Won't  you  give   yourself  to  Jesus 
Let   Him  cleanse  you  of  your  sins? 

At  your  heart  He's  ever  knocking, 
Won't  you  let  the  Savior  in? 

If  you're  weak  and  heavy  laden, 
Come,   and   He   will   give  you   rest, 

All  of  this  to  you,  He's  promised, 
Won't  you  put  Him  to  the  test? 

He  will  gladly  bear  your  burdens, 
He  will  all  your  sorrows  share, 

And  you'll  find  the  load  much  lighter, 
If  you'll  talk  to  God  in  prayer. 

—Mrs.  C.  K.  Belles. 

THE  WIDOW  AND  THE 
JUDGE 

Sometime  about  the  commencement 
of  the  year  1871,  a  train  was  passing 
over  the  Northwestern  railroad  between 
Oshkosh  and  Madison.  In  two  of  the 
seats  facing  each  other  sat  three  lawyers 
engaged  at  cards.  Their  fourth  player 
had  just  left  the  car  and  they  needed  an- 
other to  take  his  place.  "Come  Judge, 
take  a  hand,"  they  said  to  a  grave  mag- 
istrate who  sat  looking  on,  but  whose 
face  indicated  no  approval  of  their  play. 
He  shook  his  head,  but  after  repeated 
urgings,  finally,  with  a  flushed  counte- 
nance, took  a  seat  with  them,  and  the 
play  went  on. 

A  venerable  woman,  gray  and  bent 
with  years,  sat  and  watched  the  judge 
from  her  seat  near  the  end  of  the  rail- 
way  car. 

After  the  game  had  progressed  awhile, 
she  arose  and,  with  trembling  frame  and 
almost  overcome  with  emotion,  ap- 
proached the  group.  Fixing  her  eyes  in- 
tently upon  the  judge,  she  said  in  a 
tremulous  voice,  "Do  you  know  me, 
Judge—?" 

"No,  mother,  I  do  not  remember 
you,"  said  the  judge,  pleasantly.  "Where 
have   we  met?" 

"My  name  is  Smith,"  said  she.  "I  was 


with  my  poor  boy  three  days,  off  and 
on,  in  the  courtroom  at  Oshkosh,  when 
he  was  tried  for — robbing  some  bank, 
and  you  are  the  same  man  that  sent  him 
to  prison  for  ten  years,  and  he  died  there 
last  June." 

All  faces  were  now  sober,  and  the  pas- 
sengers began  to  gather  around  and  stand 
up  all  over  the  car  to  listen  to  and  see 
what  was  going  on.  She  did  not  give  the 
judge  time  to  answer,  but,  becoming 
more  and  more  excited,  she  went  on: 

"He  was  a  good  boy,  if  you  did  send 
him  to  jail.  He  helped  us  clear  the  farm, 
and  when  father  was  taken  sick  and  died, 
he  done  all  the  work,  and  we  were  get- 
ting along  right  smart.  He  was  a  stiddy 
boy  till  he  got  to  keard  playin'  an' 
drinkin',  and  then,  somehow,  he  didn't 
like  to  work  after  that,  but  used  to  stay 
out  often  till  mornin'  and  he'd  sleep  so 
late,  and  I  couldn't  wake  him  when  I 
knew  he'd  bin  out  so  late  the  night  be- 
fore. And  then  the  farm  kinder  run 
down,  and  then  he  lost  the  team;  one 
of  them  got  killed  when  he'd  bin  to 
town  one  awful  cold  night.  He  stayed 
late,  and  I  suppose  they  got  cold  standin' 
out  and  got  skeered  and  broke  loose,  and 
run  'most  home,  but  run  ag'in'  a  fence, 
and  a  stake  run  into  one  of  'em,  and 
when  we  found  it  next  mornin'  it  was 
dead,  and  the  other  was  standin'  under 
the   shed. 

"And  so  after  awhile  he  coaxed  me  to 
let  him  sell  the  farm  and  buy  a  house 
and  lot  in  the  village,  and  he'd  work  at 
carpenter  work.  And  so  I  did,  as  we 
couldn't  do  nothin'  on  the  farm.  But 
he  grew  worse  than  ever,  and  after 
awhile  he  couldn't  get  work,  and 
wouldn't  do  anything  but  gamble  and 
drink  all  the  time.  I  used  to  do  every- 
thing I  could  to  get  him  to  quit  and  be 
a  good  industrious  boy  again;  but  he 
used  to  get  mad  after  awhile,  and  once 
he  struck  me,  and  then  in  the  morning 
I  found  he  had  taken  what  little  money 
there  was  left  of  the  farm  and  had  run 
off. 

"After  that  time  I  got  along  as  well  as 
I  could,  cleanin'  house  for  folks  and 
washin'.  I  didn't  hear  nothin'  of  him  for 
four  or  five  years;  but  when  he  got  ar- 
rested and  was  took  to  Oshkosh  for 
trial,  he  wrote  to  me." 

By  this  time  there  was  not  a  dry  eye 
in  the  car,  and  the  cards  had  disap- 
peared. 

"Judge — sent  him  to  prison  for  ten 
years;  'spose  it  was  right,  for  the  poor 
boy  told  me  that  he  really  did  rob  the 
bank,  but  he  must  have  been  drunk,  for 


they  had  all  been  playin'  keards  most  all 
the  night  an'  drinkin.'  But,  oh,  dear!  it 
seems  to  me  kinder  as  though  if  he 
hadn't  got  to  playin'  keards  he  might 
'a  been  alive  yet.  But  when  I  used  to  tell 
him  it  was  wrong  and  bad  to  play,  he 
would  say,  'Why,  mother,  everybody 
plays  now.  I  never  bet  only  for  candy  or 
something  like  that.' 

"And  when  we  heard  that  the  young 
folks  played  keards  down  to  Mr.  Cul- 
ver's donation  party,  and  that  Squire 
Ring  was  going  to  get  a  billiard  table 
for  his  young  folks  to  play  on  at  home, 
I  couldn't  do  nothin'  with  him.  We 
used  to  think  it  awful  to  do  that  way, 
when  I  was  young,  but  it  just  seems  to 
me  as  if  everybody  nowadays  was  goin' 
wrong  into  something  or  other. 

"But  maybe  it  isn't  right  for  me  to 
talk  to  you,  Judge,  in  this  way,  but  it 
jist  seems  to  me  as  if  the  very  sight  of 
them  keards  would  kill  me,  judge.  I 
thought  if  you  knew  how  I  felt  you 
would  not  play  on  so;  and  then  to  think, 
right  here  before  all  these  folks!  Maybe, 
Judge,  you  don't  know  how  young 
folks,  especially  boys,  look  up  to  such 
as  you,  and  then  I  can't  help  thinking 
that." 

The  old  lady  herself  was  weeping  si- 
lently and  speaking  betimes.  But  recov- 
ering  herself,   she  went   on. 

"But  what  could  I  do?  I  sold  the 
house  and  lot  to  get  money  to  hire  a  law- 
yer, and  I  believe  he  is  here  somewhere," 
looking    around.    "Oh,    yes,    there    he    is, 

Mr. ,"  pointing  to  Lawyer ,  who 

had  not  taken  part  in  the  play.  "And 
this  is  the  man,  I  am  sure,  who  argued 

ag'in'    him,"      pointing    to   Mr. ,    the 

district  attorney.  "And  you,  maybe  if 
them  that  ought  to  know  better  than  to 
do  so,  and  them  as  are  higher  learned  and 
all  that,  wouldn't  set  sich  examples,  my 
poor  Tom  would  be  alive  and  caring  for 
his  old  mother;  but  now  there  ain't  any 
of  my  family  left  but  me  and  my  poor 
gran'chile,  my  darter's  little  girl,  and 
we  are  going  to  stop  with  my  brother  in 
Illinoy." 

A  more  eloquent  sermon  is  seldom 
preached  than  was  heard  from  that 
gray,  withered  old  lady,  trembling  with 
age,  excitement  and  fear  that  she  was 
doing  wrong.  I  can't  recall  half  she 
said,  as  she,  a  poor,  lone,  beggar  widow, 
stood  before  those  noble  looking  men 
and  pleaded  the  cause  of  the  rising  gen- 
eration. 

The  look  they  bore  as  she  poured 
forth  her  sorrowful  tale  was  indescrib- 
able. To  say  that  they  looked  like  crimi- 
nals at  the  bar  would  be  a  faint  descrip- 
tion. I  can  imagine  how  they  felt.  The 
old  lady  tottered  to  her  seat,  and,  taking 
her  little  grandchild  in  her  lap,  hid  her 
face  on  her  neck.  The  little  one  stroked 
her  gray  hair  and  said:  "Don't  cry  gran'- 
ma;  don't  cry  gran'ma."  Eyes  unused  to 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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The  Marred  Vesse.. 


Cora  M.  Baer 


The  balmy  breezes  of  spring  were 
stealing  through  Myra's  open  window, 
gently  swaying  the  curtains  and  playing 
hide  and  seek  in  her  curly  hair.  The  sun 
had  set,  leaving  a  faint  streak  of  light  in 
its  wake,  and  as  the  twilight  gave  way 
to  night,  the  dark  blue  heavens  were  be- 
ing studded  with  points  of  light. 

Myra  seemed  unconscious  of  her 
peaceful  surroundings,  for  in  her  breast 
a  battle  was  raging  and  she  again  picked 
up  the  letter  that  lay   before  her — 

"Five  dollars  a  night,"  she  exclaimed 
— -"That  is  too  good  a  chance  to  turn 
down." 

And  she  read  the  letter  aloud: 

"My   Dear    Miss    Wilcox, 

"Through  the  recommendation  of 
your  music  teacher  and  my  own  obser- 
vation I  have  decided  to  offer  you  a 
unique  position.  I  am  in  need  of  a  young 
lady  of  just  your  ability  to  help  with 
some  night  entertainment  at  the  Ritz. 
Your  voice  and  beauty  will  bring  you  a 
fortune.  I  will  pay  you  five  dollars  a 
night,  and  will  use  you  several  nights 
a  week. 

"I  am  certain  that  one  of  your  abili- 
ty will  not  turn  down  such  an  extraor- 
dinary offer.  I  will  expect  to  hear  from 
you  or  see  you  in  person  at  my  office  on 
1378    Fairfield   Place. 

"Sincerely, 
"Madam  Jeannette   Lonys." 

"That's  quite  a  letter  for  humble  lit- 
tle me  to  receive,"  she  said  playfully. 
Then  seriously,  "If  I  only  knew  what  to 
do — but  it  would  be  a  shame  to  throw 
away  such  a  chance.  It's  a  chance  in  a 
lifetime.  For,  besides  the  money — and 
that  means  a  whole  lot  to  us — think  of 
the  glamour — the  popularity — the  op- 
portunity to  be  somebody.  I  guess  Mother 
wouldn't  like  it,  but  then  she  just 
doesn't  understand.  I  can't  miss  it.  God 
has  given  me  my  voice,  and  Mother 
would   have   me   bury   my   talent." 

Myra  realized  that  she  was  not  reason- 
ing fairly,  yet  her  sudden  newborn  de- 
sire for  fame  and  popularity  would  not 
allow  her  to  reason  as  she  should.  She 
knew  that  since  her  sweet,  clear  voice 
was  a  gift  from  God  it  should  be  used 
to  His  praise  and  glory,  but  just  now 
the  appeal   of   the   letter   was   too  srong. 

"Sometime,"  she  promised  herself, 
"but  just  now  I  can't.  Yes,  I'll  write  my 
acceptance — " 

Just  then  on  the  calm  night  air,  borne 
in  through  the  open  window,  came  the 
strains  of  music.  And  in  the  little  church 
on  the  next  block  the  worshipers  little 
knew  what  a  tumult  they  were  calling 
up  in  the  breast  of  Myra  as  she  listened 


to   the   song: 

"Have    Thine   own     way,     Lord!      have 

thine  own  way] 
Thou  art  the  Potter;   I  am   the  clay. 
Mold  me  and  make  me  after  Thy  will, 
While  I  am  waiting  yielded  and  still." 

Myra  had  already  poised  her  pen  in 
mid-air,  trying  to  think  of  just  the  right 
words  to  write,  and  she  held  it  thus  till 
the  song  was  ended.  For  a  while  she  felt 
bewildered,  hardly  knowing  what  to  do 
as  her  better  half  longed  to  join  the 
spirit  of  the  song  and  say,  "Have  Thine 
own  way,  Lord."  Well  did  she  know 
what  that  would  mean,  and  as  she  felt 
the  presence  of  the  Potter  gently  mold- 
ing and  forming,  her  own  will  rebelled, 
and  the  clay  was  not   yielded  and  still. 

During  long  hours  did  the  Potter 
struggle  with  the  unyielding  clay  and 
at  last  just  as  the  church  clock  chimed 
the  hour  of  midnight  Myra  folded  her 
acceptance  to  Madam  Lonys  and  put  it 
with  some  other  letters  awaiting  the 
morning  mail. 

If  she  could  have  seen  herself  as  the 
great,  all-wise  Potter  saw  her — an  un- 
yielding vessel  of  clay,  whose  beauty 
and  usefulness  had  been  marred,  she 
would  not  have  stood  so  long  before  the 
mirror  contemplating  the  praises  of  an 
admiring   crowd. 

The  lights  were  casting  a  rosy  glow 
over  the  flower-decked  ballroom  of  the 
Ritz.  At  one  end  of  the  long  room  on  a 
raised  platform  stood  Myra.  The  folds  of 
her  rich  dark  gown  draped  gracefully  to 
her  ankles,  and  formed  a  charming  con- 
trast to  the  background  of  light.  Her 
slim  arms  were  slightly  extended  and 
she  smiled  back  at  the  admiring  audience 
which  applauded  lustily  at  her  appear- 
ance. Night  after  night  she  had  appeared 
before  the  people,  and  as  Madame  Lonys 
had  predicted,  her  voice  and  beauty  were 
winning  for  her  admiration  and  praise. 
Myra  reveled  in  the  gayety  and  glamour 
of  this  life.  Nevertheless  when  she  re- 
turned to  the  solitude  of  her  own  room, 
jaded  and  weary  after  long  hours  in  the 
heated  ballroom,  her  spirits  would  droop, 
and  she  could  again  hear  the  words  of 
the  song  which  had  caused  her  such  dis- 
tress of  spirit   some  months   before. 

"But  it's  too  late  now,"  she  would 
tell  herself;  "and  anyway,  I  wouldn't 
miss  the  fun  and  popularity  I'm  enjoy- 
ing for  anything." 

Of  late  a  strange  new  foreboding  had 
gripped  her.  She  tried  to  put  it  from  her, 
but  it  would  insist  on  coming  back.  Her 
voice  no  longer  carried  the  charm  it 
had  when  she  first  started  singing,  and 
her  throat  was  dry  and  harsh.  She  would 
laugh    at    her   worries   and    tell    herself   it 


would   soon  be   all  right. 

But  one  evening  the  crisis  came.  There 
was  an  unusual  crowd  at  the  Ritz.  The 
air  was  oppressive  and  close.  It  pressed 
on  her  head  like  a  weight,  and  encircled 
her  neck  with  a  choking  grip.  She  felt 
strangely  dizzy  as  she  stepped  upon  the 
platform.  The  breath  of  the  flowers 
which  had  always  seemed  so  fascinating 
seemed  to  smother  her.  The  applause  of 
the  crowd  thundered  thru  her  pounding 
brain.  But  her  pale  face  looked  unusually 
beautiful  and  in  spite  of  her  feelings  she 
smiled  back  and  began  to  sing.  Every 
note  she  sang  burnt  like  a  live  coal  in 
her  throat.  How  she  lived  through  those 
dreadful  hours,  as  encore  after  encore 
was  called  for,  she  hardly  knew.  For 
the  ballroom  became  a  dim  blur  before 
her  eyes,  and  she  was  scarcely  aware  of 
anything,  save  the  terrible  pain  in  her 
throat  and  the  choking  atmosphere 
which   surrounded   her. 

The  program  had  ended — and  Myra 
felt  suddenly  limp  and  weak.  She  was 
glad  when  one  of  her  many  admirers 
asked  her  to  walk  with  him  in  the  moon- 
light. Throwing  a  light  wrap  about  her 
shoulders,  she  stepped  into  the  chilly 
night  air. 

Oh,  this  was  like  breathing!  But 
as  she  drew  the  cold,  fresh  air  into  her 
lungs  she  only  aggravated  the  tantaliz- 
ign,  hacking  cough  that  had  been  an- 
noying her  for  weeks.  The  air  seemed 
raw  and  chilly  and  she  found  herself 
shivering  as  with  the  ague. 

"Take  me  home,"  she  pleaded  of  her 
companion. 

Half  an  hour  later  she  was  in  her  own 
bed.  Every  nerve  in  her  was  aquiver. 
Her  breath  came  laboriously.  Her  hands 
were  cold  and  clammy.  The  next  morn- 
ing her  cheeks  burned  and  her  lips 
seemed  parched  and  dry.  When  she  sat 
up  in  bed  a  sharp  pain  shot  through  her 
chest,  and  the  dull,  heavy  feeling  in  her 
head  had  increased.  Her  breath  came  in 
short,   quick   gasps. 

In  alarm,  her  mother  called  the  doc- 
tor. 

The  doctor  came  in.  He  put  his  ther- 
mometer into  her  mouth,  took  her  slim 
wrist  between  his  fingers  and  listened  to 
her  breathing. 

Myra's  bright  eyes  took  in  every  move- 
ment as  he  held  the  thermometer  close 
to  the  light,  shook  it  with  a  quick  jerk, 
and  gravely  shook  his  head.  She  watched 
him  as  he  opened  his  mysterious  case  and 
poured  some  pills  from  the  vials  into  the 
little   white   envelopes. 

"Give  her  a  pink  one  every  hour,  for 
four  hours,  then  a  yellow  one  every  two 
hours,"  she  heard  him  say  in  a  matter- 
of-fact    way. 

Then  she  watched  him  as  he  stepped 
into  the  hall  with  her  mother,  and  heard 
him   say  in   an   undertone: 

"Pneumonia  and  a  bad  throat  infec- 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


Just  Grin  and  Hum 

Nellie  Waggoner 

If  you  can  grin  through  thick  and  thin 

And  keep  the  world  from  knowing 

The  grief  you  bear,  the  fears,  the  care — 

Can  hide  them  all  from  showing; 

If  you  can  hum  when  things  go  bum, 

And  cover  up  your  troubles — 

Can  stub  your  toe  or  take  a  blow 

As  calm  as  blowing  bubbles; 

Why  then  you  see  the  joke  will  be 

On  all  those  folks  about  you. 

They'll   think   with     you   the      skies  are 

blue — 
That  dark  days  never  rout  you, 
Or  else  they'll  tell  how  very  well 
You  manage  care  to  smother — 
And  if  they're  game  they'll  do  the  same 
And  smile  back  at  you,  brother. 
So  smile  a  bit  and  make  a  hit! 
Your  worry,  just  ignore  it, 
And  fill  the  place  with  happy  grace — 
You'll  feel  the  better  for  it. 

— The  Youth's   Visitor. 

I  believe  in  gittin'  as  much  good  outen 
life  as  you  kin — not  that  I  ever  set  out 
to  look  for  happiness;  seems  like  the 
folks  that  does,  never  finds  it.  I  jes'  do 


Touching  Shoulders 

There's    a    comforting    thought      at    the 
close  of   the   day, 
When  I'm  weary  and  lonely  and  sad, 
That  sort  of  grips  hold  of  my  crusty  old 
heart, 
And  bids  it  be  merry  and  glad. 
It  gets  in  my  soul  and  it  drives  out  the 
blues, 
And      finally      thrills      through      and 
through. 
It  is  just  a  sweet  memory  that  chants  the 
refrain: 
"I'm    glad    I    touched      shoulders   with 
you!" 

Did  you  know  you  were  brave? 

Did  you  know  you  were  strong? 
Did   you   know   there      was   one   leaning 
hard? 
Did   you    know      that      I   waited   and 
listened  and  prayed, 
And  was  cheered  by  your  simplest  word? 
Did  you  know  that  I  longed  for  that 
smile  on  your  face, 
For   the   sound   of   your      voice      ringing 
true? 
Did    you    know    I    grew    stronger    and 
better,  because 


the  best  I  kin  where  the  eood  Lord  put       t   u   j  'i  u  j       u     u  •  -u 

,..,...        o  .     F  I    had   merely    touched      shoulders      with 

me  at,  an    it  looks  like     1   got  a  happy  -, 


feelin'   in   me'   most    all    the   time.- 
Wixxs. 


ippy 
-Mrs 


'  'Tis   the   burdens   you   help   another   to 
bear 

That  make  your  own  seem  light, 
'Tis   the  danger  seen  for  others  feet 

That  shows  you  the  path  to  the  right. 
'Tis  the  good  you  do  each  passing  day 

With   a  heart   sincere   and   true. 
For  thru'  giving  the  world  the  best  that 
you  have, 

Its  best   will  return  to  you." — Sel. 

Laugh 

Build  for  yourself  a  strong  box, 
Fashion  each  part  with  care, 
Fit  it  with  hasp  and  padlock, 
Put    all   your   troubles   there. 
Hide  therein  all  your  failures 
As  each  bitter  cup  you  quaff; 
Lock   all  your  heartaches   within  it, 
Then — sit  on  the  lid  and  laugh. 

Tell  no  one  of   its  contents, 

Never  its  secret  share, 

Drop   in  your   cares   and   worries, 

Keep  them  forever  there. 

Hide   them   from    sight   completely, 

The  world  will   never  dream  half; 

Fasten  the  lid  down  securely, 

Then — sit   on   the   lid   and   laugh. 

— Author  unknown. 


you: 

I    am   glad   that    I   live,    that    I   struggle 
and  strive 
For  the  place  that  I  know  I  must  fill; 
I    am    thankful    for    sorrows — I'll    meet 
with  a  grin 
What  fortune  may  send — good  or  ill. 
I   may  not  have  wealth,      I   may  not   be 
great, 
But  I  know  I  shall  alway  be  true, 
For  I  have  in  my  life  that  courage  you 
gave 
When    once    I    rubbed    shoulders    with 
you. — Unknown. 


The  Day's  Work 

Is    anybody    happier    because    you    passed 

his  way? 
Does  any  one  remember  that  you  spoke 

to  him  today? 
This  day  is   almost   over  and   its  toiling- 

time   is   through; 
Is  there  any  one  to  utter  now  a  kindly 

word   of   you  ? 
Can  you  say  tonight,  in  parting  with  the 

day  that's  slipping  fast, 
That  you  helped  a  single  brother  of  the 

many  that  you  passed? 
Is  a  single  heart  rejoicing  over  what  you 
did  or  said? 


Does   a   man,   whose   hopes   were   fading, 
now  with  courage   look  ahead? 

Did  you  waste  the  day  or  lose  it,  was  it 

well   or  poorly  spent? 
Did   you  leave  a   trail  of   kindness  or  a 

scar    of    discontent? 
As  you   close   your  eyes   in   slumber,   do 

you  think  that  God  would  say 
You  have  earned  one  more  tomorrow  by 

the   work   you   did   today? 

— Edgar   A.   Guest. 

A  Philosophy  of  Life 

I  learn  as  the  years  roll  onward, 
And  leave  the  past  behind, 
That   much   that   I   counted  as  sorrow 
But  proves  our  God  is  kind; 
That  many  a  flower  I  longed  for 
Had  a  hidden  thorn  of  pain, 
And  many  a  rugged  by-path  led 
To  fields  of   ripened  grain. 

The  clouds  that  cover  the  sunshine 

Can  never  banish  the  sun, 

And  the  earth  shines  out  the  brighter 

When   the   weary  rain  is   done; 

We  must  stand  in  the  deepest  sorrow 

To  see  the  clearest  light, 

And  often  from  wrong's  own  darkness 

Comes   the   very   strength   of   right. 

We  must   live   through   the   weary   win- 
ter 
If  we  would  value  the  spring; 
And  the  woods  must  be  cold  and  silent 
Before  the  robins  sing. 
The  flowers  must  be  buried   in  darkness 
Before  they  can  bud  and  bloom, 
And  the  sweetest  and  warmest  sunshine 
Comes  after  the  storm  and  gloom. 

So  the  heart  from  the  hardest  trial 

Gains  the  purest  joy  of  all, 

And  from  lips  that  have  tasted  sadness 

The  sweetest  songs  will  fall: 

For    as    peace    comes    after   suffering, 

And  love  is  reward  of  pain, 

So  after  earth  comes  heaven, 

And  out  of  our  loss   ....    the  gain. 


Following  Him 

By  Hariet   Winton   Davis 

I    think   in   stressing   creed   too   much 
We  lose  perhaps  some  vital  touch 
Of   kinship   with  our  Lord,   and  so, 
Miss    wondrous    joys      which    we    might 

know. 
I  do  not  like  too  much  of  creed, 
But   constantly  I   feel  the  need 
Of  firmer  clasp  of  hand  in  His, 
And  more  each  day  I  feel  there  is 
Some   close   inexplicable   tie 
Which   binds   me   to   Him,   so   that   I 
Am  glad  to  have  Him  lead  the  way 
For  me  to  walk  in  every  day. 
He  taught  but  little  creed  when  He 
Was   here   on  earth — just   "Follow   Me." 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow   more   impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  Intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  In  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
fn    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
■handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  yon  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in    a   Y.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  ana 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    frienas. 


Bible  Lesson 

By  Esther  Holland 
Topic:  "OBEDIENCE" 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
So  often  we  find  sinners  who  would 
accept  Jesus  as  their  Savior  if  they  could 
obey  Him  in  some  things  and  leave 
others  undone.  And  then,  we  find  pro- 
fessed Christians  who  are  obedient  to  a 
part  of  the  commandments  of  our  Lord 
but  will  not  obey  all.  But  if  we  will  stop 
a  moment  and  think  of  the  price  Jesus 
paid  for  this  good  salvation,  we  will 
realize  that  to  love  Him  is  to  obey  Him. 
Jesus  said,  "If  ye  love  me,  ye  will  keep 
my  commandments,"  (all  of  them,  too). 
Obedience  to  the  commandments  is  a 
true  test  of  sonship.  Jesus  prayed  while  in 
the  Garden  of  Gethsemane,  "Not  my 
will,  but  thine  be  done,"  and  this  should 
be  the  prayer  of  every  child  of  God  to- 
day. 

WHOLEHEARTED  OBEDIENCE  TO 
GOD  REQUIRED 
"This  day  the  Lord  thy  God  hath 
commanded  thee  to  do  these  statutes  and 
judgments:  thou  shalt  therefore  keep  and 
do  them  with  all  thine  heart,  and  with 
all    thy    soul,"    Deut.    26:16.    Jesus    said, 


"Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God  with 
all  thy  heart  and  with  all  thy  soul,  and 
with  all  thy  strength,  and  with  all  thy 
mind,"  therefore,  even  though  "Christ 
is  the  end  of  the  law  for  righteousness 
to  all  that  believeth,"  this  command- 
ment is  continued  by  Christ  Himself. 
God  the  Son  (Jesus)  requires  the  same 
spirit  of  obedience  as  does  God  the  Fa- 
ther. And  the  so-called  Christian  who 
obeys  only  in  part  will  reach  the  stage 
of  "luke-warmness"  sooner  or  later.  We 
must  be  all  for  God,  or  just  be  against 
Him,  for  we  cannot  serve  Him  and 
mammon.  When  we  go  into  business  or 
go  to  work  in  the  mornings,  we  must 
put  our  whole  heart  in  the  work  if  we 
accomplish  the  task  that  is  required,  and 
so  it  is  with  God,  if  we  accomplish  the 
work  He  has  left  in  our  hands,  we  will 
have  to  put  our  hearts  into  it  and  go  at 
it  with  a  determination  to  succeed. 
OBEDIENCE  THE  PRICE  OF 
SUCCESS 

"This  book  of  the  law  shall  not  de- 
part out  of  thy  mouth;  but  thou  halt 
meditate  therein  day  and  night  that 
thou  mayest  observe  to  do  according  to 
all  that  is  written  therein:  for  then  thou 
shalt  make  thy  way  prosperous,  and  then 
thou  shalt  have  good  success,"  Josh. 
1:8.  Now  we  may  ask  the  question, 
"Why  are  so  many  Christians  barely  ex- 
isting, and  others  having  such  hard 
struggles?"  Is  it  not  because  of  lack  of 
obedience?  According  to  this  promise,  the 
ways  of  the  obedient  child  of  God  will 
be  prosperous,  and  he  will  have  good 
success.  True,  many  are  doing  all  they 
have  heard  the  preacher  say,  but  they 
have  failed  to  search  the  Word  of  God 
to  see  what  God  says  about  it.  God  has 
given  us  His  Word  as  a  guide-book 
through  lile  and  by  diligent  study  we 
may  learn  His  will  concerning  us  each 
day.  Then,  and  only  then,  will  our  way 
be  prosperous  and  good  success  be  ours. 
OBEDIENCE  ESSENTIAL  TO  MEM- 
BERSHIP IN   GOD'S   FAMILY 

"For  whosoever  shall  do  the  will  of 
my  Father  which  is  in  heaven,  the  same 
is  my  brother  and  sister  and  mother," 
Matt.  12:5  0.  What  is  your  relationship 
to  God?  If  you  are  His  child,  you  must 
do  His  will.  James  tells  us  in  James  1:22, 
"But  be  ye  doers  of  the  word  and  not 
hearers  only."  There  are  those  who  at- 
tend church  regularly  and  often  sir  in 
the  choir  who  will  hear  the  Word 
preached  week  after  week,  yet  are  not 
willing  to  yield  their  lives  to  God  and 
when  that  great  day  of  the  Lord  comes, 
they  will  be  among  the  number  who  will 
be  turned  away,  for  Jesus  said  in  Matt. 
7:21,  "Not  every  one  that  saith  to  me, 
Lord,  Lord,  shall  enter  into  the  king- 
dom of  heaven,  but  him  that  doeth  the 
will  of  my  Father  which  is  in  heaven." 
OBEDIENCE  BRINGS  .  ANSWER  TO 
PRAYER 
"Offer    unto    God    thanksgiving;    and 


pay  thy  vows  unto  the  most  High:  and 
call  upon  me  in  the  day  of  trouble  and 
I  will  deliver  thee,"  Psalms  5  0:14,  15. 
God  will  keep  the  obedient  child  and 
will  deliver  in  times  of  trouble,  but  if 
we  seek  that  deliverance  we  must  pay 
our  vows  unto  Him.  His  promises  are 
conditional  and  we  can  claim  them  only 
when  we  meet  His  conditions.  The  most 
of  us  who  have  received  the  baptism  with 
the  Holy  Ghost  promised  God  we  would 
do  anything  and  everything  He  should 
call  us  to  do  if  He  would  only  give  us 
the  blessing.  Since  He  took  us  at  our 
word  and  baptized  us,  many  of  us  are 
failing  Him.  You  ask,  How?  By  with- 
holding the  tithe,  by  not  praying  as 
earnestly  and  as  often  as  we  should,  by 
not  seeking  His  will  concerning  our  daily 
lives,  by  not  speaking  to  the  lost  about 
Jesus  and  His  salvation,  by  not  visiting 
the  sick  and  needy,  and  many  other  ways 
that  lack  of  space  forbids  us  mentioning, 
but  we  mention  these  that  we  may  ex- 
amine ourselves  and  after  we  find  our 
shortcomings,  we  may  be  more  obedient. 

Bible  Lesson 

Otis  Q.  Sellers 

Topic:    "PUZZLES— AND    GOD'S 
WORD" 

The  jigsaw  craze  has  swept  the  coun- 
try. Persons  of  all  ages  and  in  all  walks 
of  life  are  found  trying  to  put  together 
certain  oddshaped  pieces  in  order  to  form 
a  whole  picture  on  completion.  This 
craze  seems  to  be  one  of  the  most  harm- 
less from  the  moral  standpoint  that  the 
world  has  ever  adopted.  Having  solved 
or  put  together  three  or  four  of  these 
puzzles  the  writer  has  learned  a  few  les- 
sons. The  puzzles  are  the  easiest,  simp- 
lest, and  probably  the  cheapest  way  to 
kill  or  waste  time. 

VALUE  OF  TIME 
Eph.   5:16. 

No  Christian  is  supposed  to  lull  or 
waste  time.  He  is  commanded  to  "re- 
deem the  time."  One  should  be  careful 
not  to  waste  time  in  these  evil  days  in 
which  we  live,  Eph.  5:16.  Certain  men 
in  worldly  pursuits  have  doubled  and 
tripled  their  capacities  by  a  proper  and 
careful  use  of  every  moment  of  time. 
What  these  men  can  do  for  the  sake  of 
money  and  pleasure  certainly  the  be- 
liever can   do  for  the  glory  of   God. 

But  a  few  important  lessons  have  been 
learned  from  these  puzzles.  They  illus- 
trate some  vital  truths  concerning  the 
Word  of  God. 

A  disconnected  piece  of  the  puzzle  is 
practically  meaningless.  Every  part  bears 
a  relationship  to  the  whole,  but  it  is 
meaningless  until  that  relationship  is 
discovered. 

PUTTING  GOD'S  WORD  TO- 
GETHER 
In    God's    Word    a    disconnected    verse 
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will  carry  some  meaning.  Its  real  mean- 
ing, however,  cannot  be  understood  un- 
til its  relationship  to  the  whole  of  God's 
Word  is  discovered.  Two  disconnected 
verses  or  thoughts  forced  into  an  unnatu- 
ral connection  will  yield  positive  error, 
just  as  two  disconnected  pieces  of  the 
puzzle  will  yield  no  part  of  the  true  pic- 
ture. Every  verse  of  scripture  bears  a  re- 
lationship to  the  whole.  It  must  never  be 
isolated  from  all  that  the  Word  has  given 
elsewhere.  "Knowing  this  first,  that  no 
prophecy  of  the  scripture  is  of  any  private 
interpretation,"  2  Pet.   1:20. 

Every  piece  of  the  puzzle  has  its 
proper  place.  When  it  is  in  its  proper 
place  it  will  be  found  that  it  adds  to 
the  picture.  Even  the  colors  which  did 
not  seem  to  agree  in  separated  pieces  will 
be  found  to  harmonize  when  brought 
together.  A  colorless  piece  takes  on  color 
when  it  is  in  its  proper  place.  A  piece 
will  sometimes  seem  to  fit  in  a  wrong 
place,  but  as  long  as  it  remains  out  of 
place  the  picture  will  never  be  com- 
pleted. 

EVERYTHING  IN  ITS  PLACE 

Every  portion  of  the  Word  of  God  has 
its  proper  place.  It  has  a  dispensational 
place  or  a  place  as  having  been  ad- 
dressed, and  therefore  belonging  to  cer- 
tain classes  or  persons.  Nothing  but  con- 
fusion can  arise  from  reading  into  one 
dispensation  that  which  relates  to  an- 
other. To  take  verses  written  to  Israel 
and  apply  them  to  the  church  is  to  in- 
sure error.  Moral  application  they  may 
have,  but  in  strictness  of  interpretation 
they  belong  to  the  body  addressed.  A 
dark  verse  will  glow  with  light  when  it 
is  in  its  proper  setting. 

The  writer  recently  heard  of  a  cer- 
tain pastor  who  earnestly  contended  that 
all  of  Matt.  24  was  written  for  the  pres- 
ent age  and  addressed  to  Christians.  One 
of  his  members  fully  believed  him,  and 
several  weeks  later  while  engaging  in 
public  prayer  the  member  prayed,  "Lord, 
we  pray  that  our  flight  shall  not  be  in 
winter,  neither  on  the  Sabbath  day."  It 
can  easily  be  seen  what  confusion  was 
wrought  by  someone  forcing  a  piece  of 
God's  great  panorama  out  of  place.  The 
Word  of  Truth  must  be  "rightly  di- 
vided," and  when  it  is,  it  will  never  con- 
tradict and  will  never  jar  against  any 
other  portion  of   revelation. 

In  the  puzzle  a  piece  can  be  made  to 
fit  by  "whittling"  it  to  remove  a  pro- 
jection, but  such  action  will  render 
further  attempts  to  complete  the  picture 
valueless.  When  a  piece  is  in  its  proper 
place  it  fits  easily  and  nicely. 

MASTERPIECE  OF  ART 

Some  puzzles,  when  completed,  prove 
to  be  pictures  of  great  beauty.  The  many 
jumbled  pieces  mean  nothing,  but  com- 
pleted, may  be  a  reproduction  of  a  mas- 
terpiece of  art. 

Most  believers  start  with  the  Word  of 
God  about  like  one  starts  with  a  puzzle. 


They  have  numbers  of  pieces.  The  Ten 
Commandments,  the  T  w  e  n  t  y-third 
Psalm,  the  Golden  Rule,  the  Beatitudes, 
the  Lord's  Prayer,  John  3:16,  and  cer- 
tain other  passages  are  usually  common 
knowledge.  Many  go  on  to  add  pieces 
and  finish  with  a  jumble,  no  attempt 
ever  being  made  to  secure  the  connecting 
link  and  fit  all  together. 

Others  have  been  led  to  realize  that 
the  Bible  is  one  book,  and  have  studied 
it  as  a  whole.  This  permits  them  to  fit 
into  proper  place  the  pieces  they  al- 
ready know  so  well;  and  when  they  have 
a  view  as  a  whole  they  discover  the 
marvelous  beauty  of  God's  Word.  They 
see  that  it  is  one  book,  bearing  witness 
to  one  God;  that  it  tells  one  story  of 
man's  relationship  to  God,  that  it  has 
one  great  theme — the  person  and  work 
of  Jesus  Christ,  and  that  it  bears  on  ev- 
ery page  the  stamp  of  a  book  whose 
author  is  the  eternal  God. 
HOW  TO  PUT  THE  PUZZLE  TO- 
GETHER 

Truly  God's  Word  is  a  puzzle  to  those 
who  try  to  study  it  in  the  natural,  for 
the  Word  tells  us  that  the  natural  man 
cannot  understand  the  things  of  the 
Spirit.  So  it  takes  the  Spirit  to  help  put 
this  puzzle  together.  You  will  notice 
how  quickly  the  Spirit  responds  when  we 
get  in  earnest  to  know  the  Word  of  God 
and  are  willing  to  study  to  show  our- 
selves approved  unto  God,  a  workman 
that  needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly 
dividing   the  Word  of  God. 

Bible  Lesson 

Grace  Churchman 

Topic:    "THE   ESSENTIALS   OF   A 

CHRISTIAN  LIFE" 

Leading  Thought: 

It  matters  not  where  we  start  to  go, 
there  are  some  things  we  must  do.  If  we 
were  going  on  a  trip  to  California  it 
would  be  of  vital  importance  for  us  to 
study  a  road  map  and  decide  upon  which 
route  to  take,  and  to  see  that  the  car 
was  in  a   good   condition. 

Tonight  we  have  started  on  a  journey 
to  heaven.  The  Bible  outlines  the  only 
route  whereby  we  can  reach  our  desti- 
nation. There  are  many  things  that  we 
can  and  can  not  do  if  we  intend  to  reach 
the  goal,  and  we  are  going  to  discuss 
some  of  the  essentials  of  the  journey. 
LOVE  IS  ESSENTIAL 

Love  is  a  very  essential  attribute  to  the 
Christian  life.  If  we  love  the  Lord  we  will 
keep  His  commandments,  Prov.  14:15. 
We  should  love  our  neighbor  as  our- 
selves, Matt.  19:19,  and  love  our  ene- 
mies, bless  them  that  curse  us,  do  good  to 
them  that  hate  us,  Matt.   5:43,  44. 

We  can  not  live  pleasing  to  God  if  we 
fail  to  have  love  one  for  another. 
PRAYER  IS  ESSENTIAL 

Two  wise  men  have  said,  "Prayer  is  the 
wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  heaven,"  and 
"Prayer  is  a  powerful  thing  for  God  has 
bound  and  tied  Himself  thereunto." 


In  Luke  11:2  Jesus  told  His  disciples 
to  pray  after  this  manner,  first  giving 
thanks  to  God  for  His  guidance  and  aid 
in  their  lives.  1  Thess.  5:17,  "Pray  with- 
out ceasing."  We  should  have  a  prayer 
in  our  heart  even  though  it  is  impossible 
for  us  to  kneel  and  pray. 

Why  pray?  Matt.  26:41,  "Watch  and 
pray  that  you  enter  not  into  tempta- 
tions." Luke  18:1,  "Men  ought  always 
to  pray   and  not   faint." 

STUDY  IS  ESSENTIAL 

2  Tim.  2:15,  "Study  to  shew  thyself 
approved  unto  God  a  workman  that 
needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly 
dividing  the  Word  of  truth."  Paul  was 
a  well  educated  man  and  God  used  him 
in  a  wonderful  way  because  he  conse- 
crated his  life  to  Him  and  was  a  man 
of  knowledge. 

When  we  study  we  should  not  do  so 
that  we  might  make  a  great  deal  of 
money  or  show  off  to  the  world,  but  that 
we  could  be  of  more  service  to  Jesus. 
It  is  through  study  and  consecration  that 
we  learn  God's  will. 

KEEPING  OUR  EYES  ON  HEAVEN- 
LY THINGS  IS  ESSENTIAL 
Col.   3:1. 

If  we  lose  the  vision  of  heaven,  we 
will  soon  be  back  in  sin.  First  we  see 
sin,  then  we  lust  after  it,  then  we  con- 
ceive it,  and  the  wages  of  sin  is  death. 
By  keeping  our  eyes  on  heavenly  things 
we  increase  our  good  works.  If  we  keep 
our  eyes  on  heaven  we  will  be  unable  to 
see  our  brother's  faults  and  will  not  talk 
about  them. 

CO-OPERATION  IS  ESSENTIAL 

Co-operation  is  the  keynote  of  any 
group's  success.  We  must  co-operate  for 
we  do  not  want  to  live  a  hermit  life, 
Rom.  14:7;  1  John  1:3.  We  need  to  co- 
operate with  people  as  long  as  they  co- 
operate with  God.  But  we  must  co- 
operate with  God  even  if  people  fail  to 
understand  us,  for  it  is  He  whom  we  are 
serving. 

Bible  Lesson 

By  James   O.   Campbell 
Topic:     "THE   CHRISTIAN   SOLDIER" 

Scripture  Lesson:    2   Tim.    2:3,   4. 

I.  Their  Dress.  Eph.  6:11-18. 

A.  Breastplate  of    righteousness. 

B.  Helmet  of  salvation. 

C.  Having  their  feet  shod  with  the 
preparation  of  the  gospel  of  peace. 

II.  Their   weapons. 

A.  Not  carnal,  or  natural,  2  Cor. 
10:4.  "For  we  wrestle  not  against  flesh 
and  blood,"  Eph.   6:12. 

B.  The  shield  of   faith. 

C.  The  sword  of  the  spirit. 

III.  Prayer.  "Praying  always  with  all 
(kind  of)  prayer  and  supplication," 
Eph.    6:18. 

A.  Without  ceasing,    1   Thess.    5:17. 

B.  Always  and  not  faint,  Luke  18: 
1. 

IV.  Their  last  testimony,   2   Tim.   4:6-8. 
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AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

minister  said,  "If  anyone  present  is 
weary  of  wandering  in  sin's  dark  path, 
if  he  will  now  come  and  kneel  at  the 
altar  of  prayer  while  we  sing  a  hymn, 
I  am  sure  the  Lord  will  pardon  all  his 
sins." 

The  choir  sang  softly, 

"Come  ye  sinners  poor   and   needy, 

Weak  and  ivounded,  sick  and  sore; 

Jesus   ready  stands   to  save  you, 

Full  of  pity,  love  and  power." 

"Now's  yer  chance,  Dad!  Right  there's 
where  Jesus  fergived  my  sins,"  Freckles 
said,  pointing  to  the  place  at  the  altar 
where  the  previous  Sunday  he  knelt  in 
prayer. 

"Come,  my  friend,  give  your  heart 
to  the  Lord,"  said  the  minister  as  he 
reached  across  the  altar  rail  taking  the 
hand  of  the  poor  drunkard. 

"No,  this  is  not  for  me,  I  am  too 
wicked,  but  I  am  glad  that  Freckles 
got  saved,  en  I  just  came  to  church  to 
encourage  him.  I  don't  want  my  boy  to 
live  like  I  am  living,"  and  the  strong 
man  sank  down  into  his  seat  sobbing. 

The  good  minister  urged  him  to  kneel 
down  and  pray,  but  he  shook  his  head 
saying,  "No,  it's  too  late  for 
me,  but  do  all  you  can  for  my 
boy,  his  mother  is  in  heaven 
and  begged  me  to  meet  her  but 
it's  too  late  for  me,  but  per- 
haps the  boy  can  make  it  yet, 
he  isn't  so  old  in  sin,  there  can't 
be  any  hope  for  me." 

"My  dear  brother,"  said  the 
minister,  "Jesus  did  not  die  for 
the  righteous  but  he  died  for 
sinners,  'Though  your  sins  be 
as  scarlet  they  shall  be  as  white 
as  snow'." 

"Do  you  really  think  that 
there  could  be  any  hope  for 
me,  the  way  I  have  lived?"  the 
poor  drunkard  said,  wiping  the 
tears  from  his  eyes,  a  little  ray 
of  hope  springing  up  in  his  heart. 

"Most  assuredly,  my  friend,  there  is 
hope  for  you  in  Jesus.  He  said  'Him 
that  cometh  to  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast 
out,'  the  promise  is  for  you." 

After  some  persuasion  by  Freckles  and 
the  pastor  the  poor  gambler  and  drunk- 
ard knelt  before  the  mercy  seat.  The 
minister,  with  his  arm  around  him, 
knelt  on  one  side  and  Freckles,  weeping, 
knelt  on  the  other  side  and  both  prayed 
for  him.  After  prayer  and  confession  by 
the  seeker,  God  in  mercy,  and  for 
Christ's   sake   pardoned   his   sins. 

Freckles  and  his  father  went  home 
very  happy  that  night.  Early  the  next 
morning,  while  they  were  yet  at  the 
breakfast  table,  there  was  a  knock  at 
the   door. 

"I  am  one  of  the  men  who  helped  pray 
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for  you  at  the  church  last  night,"  said 
the  man  at  the  door,  "and  someone  in- 
formed me  that  you  are  at  present  out 
of  employment — .  I  am  in  the  lumber 
business  and  am  needing  a  man,  would 
you  like  to  get  a  job?" 

"Yes,  I  should  very  much  like  to  get 
work;  my  boy  has  made  the  living  now 
for  a  long  time — if  you  think  that  you 
can  use  me,  broken  down  as  I  am,  I 
shall  appreciate  it  and  do  my  best." 


from  high  school  with  high  honors,  and 
by  strict  economy  and  hard  work  dur- 
ing the  summer  months,  he  was  de- 
lighted that  he  was  able  to  enter  college 
with  but  little  help  from  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Sylvester. 

"Stephen,  dear,  you  look  so  much  like 
the  picture  of  your  father,"  said  Mrs. 
Sylvester  one  evening  when  the  family 
was  gathered  in  the  living  room.  Mary 
was  playing  the  piano  and  Stephen,  with 


man    saic 


get    accustomed    to    it,"      the 
kindly. 

For  the  first  time  in  seven  years 
Freckles'  father  held  a  job  and  was 
earning  v/ages.  The  men's  Bible  class 
of  the  church,  where  he  was  converted, 
found  a  more  desirable  place  for  them 
to  live,  and  advanced  the  first  month's 
rent,  and  helped  them  in  every  way  pos- 
sible to  get  away  from  former  com- 
panions. 

Freckles  and  his  father  now  became 
regular  attendants  at  the  church  and 
Sunday  School  and  both  lived  happy, 
consistent,  Christian  lives. 

Stephen  was  very  happy  in  his  new 
home  and  loved  his  new  mother  and  fa- 
ther very  dearly,  and  they  loved  him  as 
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"I  shall  give  you  light  work  until  you      his  beautiful  baritone  voice,  was  singing. 

He  stood  there  erect,  broad-shouldered, 
six  feet  and  almost  one  inch  tall,  large 
brown  eyes  and  beautiful,  chestnut 
brown  hair  combed  back  in  pompadour 
style.  He  was  indeed  a  very  handsome 
young  man. 

"Mother,  I,  too,  think  that  Stephen 
looks  very  much  like  his  father,"  said 
Mary,  as  she  turned  on  the  piano  bench 
facing  her  mother,  then  turning  to 
Stephen  she  said,  "Brother,  won't  you 
please  get  that  old  suitcase  down?  I 
would  like  to  look  at  those  pictures 
again." 

Stephen    brought    the    suitcase    down, 

set  it  on   the  floor  in  the  middle  of  the 

room,      "These    things      are    precious    to 

me,"  he  said  as  he  took  out   the  articles 

one    by    one,    which    his    father 

had  placed  there,  "It  is  such  a 

mystery    why    my    father    never 

told  me  anything  about   any  of 

his  people." 

"Here  are  a  pair  of  slippers,  a 
fountain  pen,  and  a  pair  of 
gloves,"  he  said  as  he  laid  them 
down  on  the  floor,  "I  am  cer- 
tain that  there  were  some  sacred 
memories  connected  with  these 
things,  for  I  remember  on  sev- 
eral occasions  I  saw  tears  in 
Father's  eyes  when  he  looked  at 
them — here  are  some  pictures; 
this  one  I  am  quite  certain  is 
the  picture  of  my  grandfather 
and  grandmother,  and  this  one 
is  father's  sister,  my  aunt 
Elizabeth,  and  that  one  is  my  own  dear 
father,   I   remember  him   well." 

Before  putting  the  articles  back  into 
the  suitcase,  Stephen  spread  a  paper  on 
the  floor,  turned  the  suitcase  upside 
down    to   shake   the  dust   out. 

"What    is    that?"    Raymond    said    ex- 
citedly,     as    he    picked      up      a      sealed, 
stamped    and    addressed       envelope    yel- 
lowed   with    age    that    had    fallen   on    the 
floor.    He   handed      it   to   Stephen      who, 
Avith    trembling    voice,    read    the    address, 
Mr.   and  Mrs.   Stephen   Ludlow, 
1906  Huegely  Street, 
Elm    Point, 
Illinois, 
in    the    upper    left    hand    corner    he 
the    return    address, 

Charles  Ludlow, 

7177  Moweaqua  Avenue, 

Chicago,  Illinois. 


Which  way  are  you  going? 

they  did  their  own  children. 

By  the  aid  of  the  police  authorities 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  tried  in  vain  to 
get  some  information  regarding  Stephen's 
grandparents.  They  advertised  in  the 
daily  papers,  having  Stephen's  picture 
put  on  the  front  page,  and  again  and 
again  searched  all  of  his  belongings  but 
found  nothing  that  would  give  any  clue 
as  to  where  his  people  lived. 

Stephen  was  very  ambitious  and  stud- 
ied hard.  When  he  had  finished  the 
grades  he  expressed  a  desire  to  work  for 
a  while  before  entering  high  school,  so 
that  he  might  be  able  to  help  pay  ex- 
penses. Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester,  however, 
insisted  that  he  at  least  finish  high 
school    first. 

At  the  age  of  seventeen  he  graduated 


and 

read 
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Stephen's  face  turned  pale  and  he  sank 
back  into  a  chair  saying,  "A  letter  writ- 
ten by  my  father  to  his  parents — at  last 
I  may  be  able  to  find  my  people." 

The  family  gathered  around  Stephen's 
chair.  "Elm  Point,"  said  Mr.  Sylvester, 
"that  is  not  more  than  three  hundred 
miles  from  here." 

The  lining  of  the  suitcase  was  torn 
and  the  letter  had  been  slipped  between 
the  lining  and  the  outer  leather  of  the 
old  suitcase  and  had  been  hidden  there 
for  those  many  years.  The  letter  proved  to 
be  the  one  that  Charles  had  written  to  his 
parents  the  evening  before  his  death, 
informing  them  that  in  a  few  days,  he 
and  Stephen  were  expecting  to  come 
home.  He  had  put  it  into  the  suitcase, 
not  wishing  to  mail  it  until  within  a 
few  days  before  they  started  on  their 
journey. 

With  trembling  hand   Stephen  opened 
the  letter  and  began  to  read, 
"My  dear  Father  and  Mother: 

"After  a  long  silence  I  will  attempt 
to  write  you  once  more.  First  of  all,  my 
dear  parents,  I  wish  to  beg  that  you  for- 
give where  I  have  so  grievously  wronged 
you.  I  know  that  I  have  not  only  deeply 
grieved  you,  but  that  by  my  actions  I 
have  almost   broken  your  hearts. 

"I  know  that  I  am  not  worthy — but 
unworthy  as  I  am,  I  beg  that  as  Christ 
has  forgiven  and  blotted  out  all  my  past 
sin,  you  will,  for  His  sake,  also  forgive. 
The  last  and  only  time  that  I  have 
written  to  you  was  when  I  wrote  to  you 
while  on  the  train  to  Chicago  a  few 
hours  after  I  left  home.  In  that  letter 
I  informed  you  that  I  would  never  come 
back  home  until  I  was  a  Christian.  Now, 
I  am  happy  to  say,  that  last  Sunday 
night  God  saved  me,  and  the  following 
day,  while  all  alone  in  prayer,  He  sweet- 
ly sanctified  me.  No  tongue  can  tell  of 
the  joy  that  I  have  felt  since  that  glad 
hour." 

Stephen  stopped  for  a  moment  to  wipe 
the  tears  away  as  he  said,  "I  remember 
well  when  that  took  place;  Father  knelt 
at  the  same  place  where  I  later  found 
Christ,  and  he  was  truly  happy  after 
that." 

He   continued    reading: 

"My  dear  parents,  if  you  will  bear 
with  me  I  desire  to  make  some  confes- 
sions to  you  as  I  have  to  my  Lord.  I  left 
home  because  I  felt  that  I  was  not 
worthy,  any  longer,  to  live  in  your  beau- 
tiful Christian  home,  and  I  knew  that, 
because  of  my  sins,  I  was  breaking  your 
hearts. 

"When  first  I  came  to  Chicago  I 
made  a  strong  effort  to  break  away  from 
my  sins  and  evil  habits;  I  was,  however, 
trying  to  do  it  in  my  own  strength  and 
therefore  failed.  To  some  extent  I  suc- 
ceeded for  a  time,  but  soon  again  yielded 
to  the  tempter  and  went  back  to  all  of 
my  old  ways. 

"It  is  needless  to  tell  you  that  I  was 


homesick,  but  I  had  resolved  that  I 
would  not  return  home  until  I  was,  not 
only  living  a  clean  life  but,  until  I  was 
a  true  Christian.  When  I  arrived  in 
Chicago,  after  a  few  days  of  fruitless 
effort  in  seeking  employment,  I  finally 
succeeded  in  getting  work  in  a  small 
grocery  store  of  which  I  am  manager  at 
the  present  time.  After  shunning  evil 
associates  for  a  time,  in  my  loneliness  I 
at  last  made  the  acquaintance  of  a 
young  man  who  was  rooming  in  the 
same  building  with  me,  and  he  per- 
suaded me  to  again  indulge  in  sinful 
amusements. 

"At  a  dance  I  met  a  young  woman, 
Judith  Delver,  who  was  very  beautiful 
but  whose  heart  and  life  were  set  on 
worldly  and  sinful  pleasure.  After  a 
very  short  acquaintance  we  were  mar- 
ried. A  dear  little  boy  was  born  to  us  on 
my  twenty-first  birthday,  whom  I  named 
Stephen.  I  gave  him  this  name  because 
I  wished  to  name  him  after  you,  my  dear 
father,  and  also  because  I  always  loved, 
so  well,  the  Bible  story  about  Stephen 
when  you,  dear  mother,  used  to  read  it 
to  me. 

"My  wife  never  loved  our  dear  baby — 
it  is  a  sad,  sad  story,  but  my  dear  little 
Stephen  never  had  the  care  of  a  loving 
mother.  I  cared  for  him  to  the  best  of 
my  ability  when  at  home  from  work  and 
she  insisted  that,  during  the  day,  I  take 
him  to  a  nursery  so  that  she  might  be 
able  to  spend  her  time  with  her  society 
friends. 

"When  dear  little  Stephen  was  two 
and  one-half  years  old,  Judith  died — 
the  story  is  such  a  sad  one  that  I  have 
never  had  the  courage  to  tell  Stephen 
about  it.  One  evening  she  became  sud- 
denly seriously  ill;  the  doctor  informed 
her  that  there  was  no  chance  for  re- 
covery, then  for  a  few  moments  she 
seemed  to  regret  her  wasted  life.  For 
the  first  time,  and  the  only  time  in  her 
life  she  kissed  the  baby  and  called  him 
by  his  name;  before  she  always  referred 
to  him  as,  "the  kid."  Just  as  we  were 
carrying  her  to  the  ambulance  to  take 
her  to  the  hospital  she  wailed  out,  'O 
my  precious  baby,  my  dear  little  Stephen, 
you  never  had  a  mother!  You  will  con- 
demn me  at  the  judgment  for  the  way 
I  have  dealt  with  you.'  As  soon  as  the 
operation  was  over  she  thought  she 
would  get  well,  and  never  again  con- 
sented to  see  the  baby.  In  a  few  days  she 
passed   away. 

"A  few  days  ago  when  little  Stephen 
saw  two  loving  mothers  playing  with 
their  children,  he  said,  'Papa,  haven't  I 
got  any  mother?  I  wish  I  had  a  mother.' 
My  heart  failed  me.  I  did  not  have  the 
courage  to  tell  him  the  sad  story,  and 
not  knowing  what  to  answer  the  poor 
child,  I  said  to  him,  'No,  my  dear  son- 
nie,  you  never  had  a  mother,'  meaning, 
of  course,  that  he  never  had  the  tender 
care   of   a   mother.      It      has,      however. 


troubled  me  that  I  gave  him  that  an- 
swer, and  I  am  resolved  that  tomorrow 
evening  I  shall  tell  him  all  about  my 
past  life  and  also  about  his  mother.  He 
is  now  seven  years  old  and  I  feel  that 
he  should  know  the  truth;  I  think  it 
will  help  him  to  shun  the  paths  of  sin. 

"My  dear  precious  mother  and  father, 
I  am  writing  you  this  long  letter  so 
that  you  may  be  informed  in  regard  to 
my  life  since  I  left  home,  and  now  I 
want  to  say  that  Stephen  and  I  are  plan- 
ning to  come  home.  I  shall  not  even 
wait  for  a  answer  to  this  letter;  un- 
worthy as  I  am,  yet  I  know  that  you 
will  permit  me  to  see  your  face  and  you 
will   forgive    the   past. 

"I  am  sure  that  you  wonder  why  I 
have  not  written  or  come  home  sooner — 
I,  too,  am  often  made  to  wonder  why  I 
have  done  as  I  did — only  those,  however, 
who  are  ensnared  by  sin  know  how  strong 
the  chains  of  evil  are  that  bind  the  sin- 
ner. 

"When  our  baby  came,  then  for  his 
sake,  I  broke  from  most  of  my  evil 
habits;  I  quit  drinking  and  smoking,  and 
when  I  saw  that  my  wife  so  loved  world- 
ly pleasures,  the  novels,  the  dance,  the 
show  and  the  card  table,  that  it  was 
wrecking  our  home  and  blasting  everv 
fond  hope  of  my  life,  then  for  my  baby's 
sake  I  turned  from  all  those  things  also. 
However,  I  never  became  a  Christian 
until  last  Sunday  night  when  the  Lord 
in    mercy    saved    me. 

"I  can  hardly  await  the  time  when  I 
shall  see  you  face  to  face  and  receive 
from  you  the  kiss  of  pardon  for  causing 
you  so  much  grief.  If  it  please  the  Lord, 
then  Stephen  and  I  shall  see  you  before 
another  week  passes  by.  We  expect  to  be 
there  on  Stephen's  and  my  birthday. 

"Your  unworthy,  but  loving  son,  re- 
deemed   through    Jesus'    blood, 

"Charles   Ludlow." 
(To   Be   Continued) 

Remember 

Any  Y.  P.  E.  desiring  to  put  the 
Lighted  Pathway  into  hospitals,  jails, 
offices,  stations,  or  any  public  place 
may  have  them  at  4c  each  after  you 
have  bought  three  rolls  a  month  at 
$1.00  of  14.  Your  order  for  these  extra 
papers  should  be  in  by  the  10th  of  each 
month  so  that  we  can  run  them  off  ex- 
tra. 

Come  on  friends,  and  let  us  do  all  we 
can  this  year.  Did  you  know  what  we 
do  must  be  done  quickly? — Editor. 

Not  10,000,    but  More 

Last  month  we  set  10,00  circulation 
as  our  goal  for  the  Assembly.  Far  be- 
yond our  expectation  we  have  reached 
that  number  this  month.  Surely  He 
does  exceeding  abundantly  above  all  we 
ask  or  think.  Now  what  shall  we  make 
our  goal?  Let  us  say,  Lord  give  us  an- 
other surprise  as  you  have  this  time. 
Isn't    it    great? — Editor. 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 


Be  Faithful 

If   we  will   be   faithful 
Unto  Jesus  our  dear  Lord, 
Some  day  He'll  take  us  with  Him 
And   give   us   a    rich   reward. 

Sometimes  our  hearts  are  made  to  ache, 
The    burdens    seem    more    than    we    can 

bear, 
Our  Savior  whispers, 
"Come,   unload   your  burden  of   care." 

His  yoke  is  always  easy, 
And  He'll  make  our  burdens  light, 
If    we'll    be    obedient    to    Him 
And   live  pleasing   in   His   sight. 

He  has  promised  not  to  leave  us 
Nor  forsake  us  here  below, 
So  let   us  be   faithful  to  Him, 
And  to  our  rich  reward  we'll  go. 

— Flora  Scalf. 
Our  Y.  P.  E. 

Some  folks  travel  east  and  west, 
They  try  to  find  a  place  of  rest, 
They  don't  seem  to  be  content  or  satis- 
fied, 
They   have   their   riches   and    too      much 
pride. 

They  go  to  mountains,  lakes  or  the  sea; 
They  think  not  of  their  souls  or  eterni- 
ty, 

Traveling  along  at  a  rapid  speed, 
Turning    away    the    most    precious    thing 
indeed. 

We  have  a  Church  of  God  Y.  P.  E., 
The  place  to  go  and  a  place  to  be. 
The  songs  of  Zion,  its  melody  doth  ring, 
Bringing  joy  to  your  hearts,  when  we  do 
sing. 

East  Bernstadt  is  a  very  small  place, 
But  it's  full  of  glory  and  of  grace. 
The   Y.   P.  E.   is   growing   fine, 
How  the  young  people's  faces  do  shine. 

Nine  hundred   is   the   town's  population, 
But   people  have   learned  of   us,   all   over 

the   nation. 
We    don't    like    to    brag    or    boast      with 

strife, 
But   the  Y.   P.  E.  is  living  the  life. 

— James  Hall. 
Why 

Why    be    sad? 

Life  is  not  so  blue. 
Don't  get   mad, 

The  fault  is  all  in  you. 

Why  do  you   doubt? 
God   is   still    above. 


Don't  ever,  ever  pout, 
Just   learn   to  love. 

Why   do  you  cry? 

The  sky  is  still  blue. 
Don't   sigh,  just   remember 

God   is    true! 

— Lucile  Lee,  Townsend,  Tenn. 

Our  Y.  P.  E. 

We've  organized  a  little  band, 
It's  guided  by  the  Savior's  hand; 
I  wish  that  you  could  come  and  see 
What  God  is  doing  for  our  Y.  P.  E. 

We  dwell  in  unity  like  the  Bible  says, 
And   we're  going   to  glory  one  of   these 

days. 
We  want  to  grow,  and  grow,  and  grow, 
With  more  of  the  Savior's  love  to  know. 

We're  never  too  tired  to  pray  for  you 
If  you'll  only  come  and  ask  us  to; 
For  we  live  for  Jesus  day  by  day, 
Traveling  on  the  King's  highway. 

With  Jesus  as  our  Captain, 
I'm  sure  that  you'll  agree, 
That  nothing  now  can  hinder 
Our  growing  Y.  P.  E. 

—Effie  Goodwin,  Woodruff,  S.   C. 
Your  Savior  and  Mine 

When  your  heart  is   burdened   and     you 
feel  despair, 
Your  troubles  and   worries  seem  more 
than  you  can  bear. 
Just  call  upon  Jesus,  the  supreme  and  di- 
vine, 
The  only  one  to  help  you,  your  Savior 
and  mine. 

Just  ring  up  His  number  on  God's  tele- 
phone, 
And  explain  your  troubles  though  He's 
already    known. 
Your  burden  will  then  grow  lighter  and 
your  heart  cease  to  pine, 
When    you    get    in    touch    with    Jesus, 
your  Savior  and   mine. 

Sometimes    a    wave   of    glory    will    sweep 
o'er   your   soul, 
When  you  hear  the  voice  of  Jesus  and 
give  Him  control. 
He  has  gladdened  the  hearts  of  millions, 
and   they've   ceased   to   pine, 
Don't  you  want  to  get  in  touch  with 
your   Savior  and   mine? 

—Mrs.  V.  M.  Sanford,  Union,  S.  C. 
Our  Work  is  Almost  Done 

Though  our  work  is  almost  ended, 
And  our  troubles  will  soon  be  o'er; 
May   we   all   meet   up   in   heaven 


When    our   race   on   earth  is   run. 

Though  we  have  many  trials  and  heart- 
aches, 
And  it  seems  we  cannot  stand, 
There   is   One   up   in  heaven, 
Who   will   always  help  us   stand. 

When   it  seems  that   all   our  friends  for- 
sake us, 
And  it  seems  that  no  one  cares; 
There  is  One  up  in  heaven 
Who   always   loves   and   cares. 

When  we're  dead  and  in  our  coffins, 
And  we're  laid  beneath  the  sod, 
May  we  rise  to  meet  our  Savior 
In  that  beautiful  home  of  God. 

May  we  meet  in  that  great  city, 
That  He  has  prepared  for  His  own, 
May  we  wear  a  crown  of  glory, 
When  we  walk  those  streets  of  gold. 

May  we  be  at  home  up  yonder 
On  those  golden   streets  on  high; 
Where  we'll  suffer  pain  no  longer, 
When  His  dear  face  we  see. 

And  we'll  meet  again  our  loved  ones, 
And  will  clasp  them  by  the  hand, 
And  shout  throughout  all  the  ages 
In  that   blessed  promised  land. 

Many  times  we  get  homesick  for  heaven 
And   we   long  to  go  home; 
But  some  day  we  shall  meet  Jesus 
When  our  life's  work  is  done. 

— Miss   Edna  Ealy,   Taylorstown,  Pa. 


Love  Not  the  World 

1  John  2:H,  "Love  not  the  tvorld, 
neither  the  things  that  are  in  the  world. 
If  any  man  love  the  world,  the  love  of 
the  Lather  is  not  in  him." 

Young  people,  is  your  zeal  for  God  as 
strong  as  it  once  was?  Stop  and  con- 
sider this  important  question  for  a  few 
moments.  Is  Jesus  just  as  near  as  when 
you  first  believed?  Young  people,  be- 
ware lest  the  world  creep  in  and  defeat 
your  Christian  experience.  Many  today 
are  letting  down  and  taking  up  the 
things  of  the  world,  but  when  this  is  be- 
gun you  are  paving  the  way  to  defeat. 
God  demands  a  holy  life,  and  young 
people,  why  let  these  little  things 
creep  in  between  you  and  God?  It  is  a 
sad  sight  to  see  the  young  people  who 
once  shouted  the  victory  selling  out 
with  God  for  just  a  few  perishable 
pleasures  of  this  life.  Many  let  their 
worldly  companions  come  between  them 
and  God.  Young  people  should  wisely 
and  prayerfully  consider  their  compan- 
ions in  this  life.  There  are  plenty  of 
Spirit-filled  companions  in  this  world 
and  why  choose  the  world  for  your 
bosom  friend?  If  you  feel  you  are  lack- 
ing in  friends,  tell  it  to  Jesus.  He  knows 
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what  is  best  for  you  and  at  the  proper 
time   He   will   answer   your  prayer. 

There  are  still  others  who  love  the 
world  in  the  way  of  dress.  They  are 
ashamed  to  dress  as  becometh  holiness 
and  love  to  dress  just  as  near  like  the 
world  as  possible,  and  still  profess  Chris- 
tianty.  Young  people,  it  will  never  do. 
The  standard  is  not  too  high.  How  good 
it  looks  to  see  a  band  of  young  people 
who  know  how  to  dress  like  holiness. 
The  world  is  watching  each  of  us  and  if 
we  do  not  walk  uprightly  we  are  soon 
picked  out  and  we  make  the  cause  of 
Christ  to  suffer.  When  young  people 
fail  to  walk  uprightly,  they  not  only 
hurt  themselves,  they  bring  reproach  on 
the  cause  of  Christ. 

There  is  a  vast  need  of  consecration 
among  God's  people  today.  When  we 
fail  in  our  prayer  life,  these  things  that 
I  have  mentioned  will  crop  out  in  our 
life.  Don't  try  to  keep  part  of  your  life 
in  reserve.  Jesus  wants  it  all.  I  wish  each 
of  you  could  see  the  need  as  I  do,  of  a 
deeper  walk  with  God.  I  have  purposed 
in  my  heart  that  I  am  not  going  to  let 
the  world  creep  into  my  life.  I  mean  to 
make  it  through  by  God's  grace.  Did  you 
know  that  our  love  for  Jesus  is  made 
more  perfect  by  consecration?  I  see  the 
need  of  these  things,  and  that's  why  I'm 
writing  them  to  you.  I  have  the  fear  of 
God  on  my  life,  that  is  why  I  see  the 
need  and  feel  the  responsibility  of  obey- 
ing my  Lord  and  working  all  I  can.  If 
I  can  help  someone  along  the  way, 
though  small  may  seem  my  little  that 
I  can  do,  I  am  sure  it  will  make  heaven 
brighter. 

If  you  are  ready  to  despair,  remember 
Jesus  will  never  forsake  you.  When  you 
seem  friendless,  remember  Jesus  is  still 
on  the  right  hand  of  the  Father  making 
your  petition  known.  We  will  soon  be 
to  the  end  of  the  way.  Jesus  is  coming 
soon.  It  will  pay  to  be  ready.  But  it 
will  never  do  to  stay  too  close  to  the 
world. 

This  little  message  may  seem  broken, 
but  it  is  as  God  has  given  it  to  me  and 
I  pray  that  it  will  help  someone  who  may 
be  growing  a  little  careless.  — Margaret 
Lewis,  Cambridge,  Md. 

~SelF 

As  I  was  sitting  thinking  this  evening 
my  mind  ran  along  the  line  of  "Self" 
and  I  was  impressed  to  write  a  few 
words  along  this  line. 

In  Gal.  6:3  we  find  these  words,  "For 
if  a  man  think  himself  to  be  something, 
when  he  is  nothing,  he  deceiveth  him- 
self." How  true  this  is  in  this  day  and 
age.  We  think  ourselves  above  one  an- 
other, so  much  of  self  in  our  hearts  that 
there  is  very  little  room  for  God,  if  any. 
If  we  want  God  to  take  our  lives  and 
use  them  for  His  honor  and  glory,  we 
must   do   away  with   self   and   come   the 


way  of  Jesus,  humble  and  lowly,  will- 
ing to  take  the  lowly  place  and  do  our 
best  not  to  sit  down  and  do  nothing  be- 
cause we  did  not  receive  the  higher 
place.  God  has  a  plan  and  purpose  for 
each  one  of  us  to  do  if  we  let  Him  have 
our  lives.  No  one  else  can  fill  our  place 
like  ourselves. 

Maybe  we  can  only  handle  the  one 
talent.  God  knows  our  every  thought 
and  heart  and  if  we  let  self  creep  in  God 
can  not  use  us  at  all.  We  must  be  will- 
ing to  die  daily  and  bear  our  cross  for 
Jesus. 

Jesus  could  have  made  a  great  name 
for  Himself.  The  devil  offered  Him  the 
kingdoms  of  this  old  world  if  He  would 
only  serve  him  but  we  find  He  chose 
the  humble  place,  one  of  persecutions 
and  trials.  People  sought  to  kill  Him 
but  He  always  thought  of  others  instead 
of  self. 

We  find  in  the  Scriptures,  Jesus  called 
the  humble  people  to  be  His  disciples.  He 
could  not  use  the  higher  class  of  people 
because  of  self.  They  would  not  yield 
their  lives  to  Him.  Let  us  turn  the 
searchlight  on  our  own  hearts  and  see 
just  how  much  of  Jesus  we  have;  or  is 
it   self? 

2  Cor.  13:5,  "Examine  yourselves, 
whether  ye  be  in  the  faith;  prove  your 
own  selves."  Let  us  prove  we  have  the 
love  of  Jesus  instead  of  the  love  of  self. 
If  we  become  self-righteous,  God  does 
not  dwell  in  our  lives.  We  die  to  live, 
and  live  to  die.  The  more  we  die  the 
better  we  live.  How  true  that  is:  the 
more  we  die  out  to  self  the  better  Chris- 
tian lives  we  will  live.  My  earnest  prayer 
is  that  each  and  every  one  of  us  will  wake 
up  to  the  fact  that  the  sooner  we  re- 
move self  the  sooner  God  can  use  us  in 
the  winning  of  lost  souls.  May  God  bless 
you. — Austin  Thompson,  Jr.,  Chester, 
Pa. 

A  Boy's  Regret 

(As  told  skctchily  by  a  boy  in  a  CCC 
uniform    in    a    country    grocery    store.) 

In  a  CCC  camp  a  young  boy  sat 
on  a  bunk  reading  a  Bible.  He  was  a 
Christian  and  well  thought  of  and  re- 
spected in  the  camp.  He  had  an  ideal 
chance,  as  most  of  us  have,  for  leading 
souls  to  Christ  and  Christian  living  and 
was  making  the  most  of  this  opportun- 
ity. He  was  living  a  real  Christian  life, 
attending  regularly,  though  in  a  camp, 
and  he  was  bold  and  unashamed  to  tes- 
tify for  his  Christ  at  any  time. 

He  looked  up  as  another  boy  hurried 
into  the  bunkhouse. 

"Say,  Jack,  some  of  the  other  boys  are 
going  to  town  to  celebrate  tonight,  how 
about  going  along?" 

"No,  Tom,  I  don't  care  about  your 
kind  of  celebrating,"  Jack  answered  and 
opened    his    Bible    again    as    though      the 


subject  was  closed. 

"Oh,  come  on,  you  don't  have  to 
drink.  Everybody  goes  to  town  once  in 
awhile — "  etc.  We  all  know  how  such 
a  conversation  goes.  Jack  was  finally 
persuaded  and  he  went  to  town. 

At  this  point  in  his  story,  the  boy  in 
the  grocery  store  admitted  he  was  very, 
very  much  ashamed.  He  said,  "I  went 
wild  that  night.  I  had  a  wonderful 
chance  in  that  camp  and  I  failed.  I  failed 
Jesus  and  lost  the  respect  and  admiration 
of  the  boys  in  the  camp." 

But  although  he  failed  miserably  that 
time,  Jack  didn't  give  up.  Ps.  37:24. 
"Though  he  fall,  he  shall  not  be  utter- 
ly cast  down."  I  have  a  quotation  in  my 
scrapbook  which  reads,  "Our  greatest 
glory  is  not  in  never  falling,  but  in  ris- 
ing every  time  we  fall." 

Jack  prayed  through  and  now  he  is 
trying,  with  renewed  energy  and  the 
help  of  God,  to  win  back  the  respect  of 
the  other  boys.  He  regrets  that  he  failed 
his  God  but  he  didn't  give  up. 

He  was  unashamed  to  give  his  testi- 
mony in  a  grocery  store  to  people  he  had 
never  seen  before.  May  God  help  him 
and  all  other  people  who  have  fallen  but 
are  willing  to  rise  every  time  they  fall. 
— Ruth  Morgan,  Lake  Orion,   Mich. 

Love's  Way 

Herbert  J.  Bryce 

Love  looks  beneath  the  stains  of  sin, 

And  sees  the  yearning  heart  within; 
There  is  no  man  'twixt  pole  and  pole 

But  Love  has  mercy  on  his  soul; 
She  sees  God's  image  in  the  worst 

Whom  sin  hath     wounded,     blighted, 
curst, 
And  stoops  to  save — whate'er  the  price — 

The  slaves  of  unbelief  and  vice; 
Her  garments,  fair,  are  never  soiled 

By   contact   with   the   sin   despoiled, 
Her  glorious  luster  never  dimmed 

By   mingling   with      the   souls   who've 
sinned. 
The  Pharisee  may  shake  his  head, 

And  gossip  'midst  the  living  dead, 
But  Love  goes  on  the  Master's  way, 

Purer  in  heart  and  mind  than  they; 
She  cares  not  what  their  verdict  be, 

For  Christ,  who  died  on  Calvary, 
Regards  the  service  of  her  hands, 

And  motives  man  understands, 
Love's  purpose,  deeds  and  every  prayer 

Are  known  on  high  and  written  there. 


Cheerfulness  is  a  thing  to  be  more 
profoundly  grateful  for  than  all  that 
genius  ever  inspired  or  talent  ever  ac- 
complished. Next  best  to  natural,  spon- 
taneous cheeriness,  is  deliberate,  in- 
tended, and  persistent  cheeriness,  which 
we  can  create,  can  cultivate  and  can  so 
foster  and  cherish  that  after  a  few  years 
the  world  will  never  suspect  that  it  was 
not  an  heredity  gift. 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  like  to  hear  the  postman's  whistle 
blow  when  he  is  leaving  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  wish  that  "At  the  Crossroads" 
would  never  end.  May  God  richly  bless 
every  effort  put  forth  for  the  better- 
ment of  the  Lighted  Pathway. — Miss 
Margaret  Rittenhouse. 

Oear   Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. It  is  a  wonderful  paper.  We  have  a 
good  Y.P.E.  here  at  Carlsbad,  N.  Mex.  It 
surely  is  growing.  We  thank  the  Lord 
for  our  good  president,  Sister  Ford.  We 
want  everyone  to  pray  for  us  that  many 
souls  may  be  saved  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  serv- 
ices.— Mildred   Mitchell. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  name  of  Jesus.  I  sure- 
ly praise  the  Lord  for  the  Lighted  Path- 
way paper  and  for  a  chance  to  read  it. 
We  have  organized  a  Y.  P.  E.  here  at 
Shiloh  church.  We  have  a  fine  band  of 
young  people  here.  I  am  the  secretary  ol 
the  Y.  P.  E.  We  have  a  Junior  Y.  P.  E. 
also.  We  have  twenty-four  members  on 
roll.  I  surely  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  can  hardly  wait  until  the 
paper  comes  each  month.  The  story,  "At 
the  Crossroads,"  surely  is  good.  When  I 
start  reading  the  paper  I  can  hardly  stop 
reading  it  until  I  read  it  through.  Pray 
for  me  that  I  may  be  a  soldier  of  the 
cross  for  Jesus.  If  there  ever  was  a  time 
we  need  Christian  young  people  to  work 
for  the  Lord,  it  is  today. 

Sister  Harison,  may  the  Lord  bless  you 
is  my  prayer  and  may  the  Lighted  Path- 
way paper  continue  to  be  a  blessing  to 
our  country.  The  "Editor's  Message"  is 
a  great  blessing  to  me  in  each  issue. — 
Mary   Dearman,    Cleveland,   Miss. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I've  had  a  longing  for  some  time  to 
join  the  Reading  Circle  but  somehow  I 
have  been  hindered.  Truly  I  thank  the 
Lord,  at  this  time  for  the  opportunity  of 
enrolling;  I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway 
along  with  plenty  of  other  good  spirit- 
ual books. 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  at  McVeigh, 
Ky.,  one  of  the  best  in  the  state.  There 
is  good  interest  among  both  saint  and 
sinner.  We  use  the  Lighted  Pathway 
mostly  for  our  programs  and  lessons. 

I  would  like  to  recommend  the  book, 
"Sign  of  the  Cross"  to  all  the  members 
of  our  Reading  Circle.  I  find  it  a  good 
book  to  read,  it   is  very  interesting. 

If  I  can  be  of  any  service  to  you,  let 
me  know.  My  prayer  is,  may  God  bless 
you   and   your   work. — John   Adair,    Pin- 


sonfork,  Ky. 

NOTE:  Tins  book,  "The  Sign  of  the 
Cross,"  can  be  ordered  from  the  Church 
of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland, 
Tenn.   Price,    $1.00. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I've  never  written  to  you  before  but 
I  feel  as  if  I  must  write  you  .i  few 
words  of  appreciation  in  regard  to  you 
and  your  wonderful  paper.  I  have  been 
a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  for  the 
past  two  years  and  enjoy  it  very,  very 
much. 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  here  at 
Chattaroy,  W.  Va. — good  Christian  offi- 
cers and  about  sixty-one  boys  and  girls 
who  are  active  and  willing  workers,  ever 
ready  to  do  or  say  something  for  our 
dear  Savior.  We  are  proud  of  our  Y.  P. 
E.  and  the  co-operation  we  have. 

I  have  just  attended  our  district  Y. 
P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  convention  at 
Lenore,  W.  Va.  Our  state  superintend- 
ent, Brother  T.  F.  Blackwell,  surely  en- 
couraged our  hearts  by  his  good  words 
and  the  reports  he  gave  us.  Our  Y.  P.  E. 
holds  second  place  in  the  district.  For 
the  month  of  April  we  had  an  increase  in 
total  attendance  of  90  %.  We,  the  Y. 
P.  E.  of  Chattaroy,  put  on  one  of  the 
best  programs  at  the  Assembly.  Please 
pray  for  us. 

May  God  bless  you  in  your  work  and 
the   Y.    P.    E's   everywhere. — E.    L.    Col- 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  truly  been  a 
blessing  to  my  soul. 

Having  just  recently  looked  through 
a  paper  dedicated  to  the  young  people  of 
another  church  containing  articles  not 
based  on  the  Bible  doctrine,  it  has  helped 
me  to  appreciate  more  fully  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  which  has  been  an  uplift  in  the 
lives  of  the  young  Church  of  God  peo- 
ple, spurring  them  on  to  higher  endeav- 
ors  for  Christ's   sake. 

Please  pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  at  Patton- 
villc  that  it  will  continue  to  grow. — 
Veneda   Denney,   Jackson,   Ohio. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

May  God  continue  to  bless  you  in 
your  great  work.  The  Lighted  Pathway 
surely  proves  a  blessing  to  my  soul. 
Please  pray,  one  and  all,  for  our  Y.  P. 
E.  here,  that  God  will  bless  in  a  mighty 
way  and  wake  up  our  young  Christians 
and  let  them  see  the  work  that  needs  to 
be  done  here  in  this  place. — Juanita 
"Williams,    Whitwell,    Tenn. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  This  morn- 
ing, sitting  here  alone  at  the  breakfast 
table,  yet  not  alone  because  I'm  read- 
ing the  Lighted  Pathway  ,  and  since 
having  the  pleasure  of  your  presence  in 
my  home,  I  couldn't  wait  to  read  your 
message.  It  was  just  like  saying  good 
morning  personally   to  you. 

Some  day  in  that  great  beyond  where 
every  shadow  will  be  lifted  I'd  like  to 
say  "Good  morning,  Sister  Harrison," 
but  now  I  want  to  say,  "I  rejoice  over 
your  paper,  weep  over  it,  pray  and  shout 
over  it,  and  just  get  wonderfully  blessed 
and  fed  spiritually  from  it.  We  truly 
love  this  little  friend. 

I  read  its  entire  contents  while  it's 
new  and  you  may  add  my  name  to  your 
Reading  Circle.  Thank  God  for  you,  Sis- 
ter Harrison,  for  your  struggle  and 
standing  behind  a  thing,  seeing  it 
through  and  toiling  with  the  seed,  the 
plant,  shielding  the  bud  carefully  as  it 
opens  so  that  others  may  enjoy  the  full- 
ness of  the  open  rose.  Truly  the  Lighted 
Pathway  is  that  with  its  fragrance  and 
its  power  to  unfold  and  reveal  wonder- 
ful truths  for  our  young  people'';  minds, 
because  surely  they  are  going  to  read 
something. 

I'd  like  to  just  lay  the  Lighted  Path- 
way in  front  of  every  young  person  as 
they  ponder  the  decision  of  what  kind  of 
boy  or  girl  they  want  to  be. 

just  one  closing  remark — to  know  you 
is  to  love  you. — Ruth  Ayers,  Rock  Hill, 
S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  I  am  glad 
to  let  you  know  how  we  are  getting 
along  as  a  Y.  P.  E.  at  Union,  S.  O,  and, 
if  possible  I'd  like  to  explain  to  you  just 
how  much  we  appreciate  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  but  as  this  would  be  imposible 
I  want  to  say  that  it  is  the  very  best 
religious  paper  I  have  ever  read.  I  would 
that  every  young  girl  and  boy  would 
become  a  reader  of  it;  yes  and  older 
ones  too,  for  it  has  good  reading  for  all 
ages. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  growing  fast;  we 
have  two  groups,  the  girls  vs.  the  boys. 
This  is  a  new  way  of  grouping  them  oat 
but  I  believe  the  Lord  will  wonderfully 
bless  them,  we  are  planning  to  organize 
a  Junior  Y.  P.  E.   also. 

Pray  for  us  that  the  Lord  will  con- 
tinue to  bless. — Mrs.  V.  M.  Sanford, 
Union,   S.   C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  praise  the  Lord  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  surely  is  a  help  in  our  Y.  P. 
E.  at  Chatten  Springs,  and  I  know  God 
will  bless  you  in  all  you  are  doing  for 
the  young  people.  We  haven't  a  Junior 
Y.  P.  E.  but  are  thinking  about  organ- 
izing one  soon.  We  have  a  good  number 
of  small  children  in  the  Y.  P.  E. — Nellie 
Combs. 


July,  193  8 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


Page  21 


Dear  Brothers  and  Sisters  in  Christ: 

Thank  God  this  morning  because  our 
little  band  is  still  on  the  firing  line  for 
God.  Dear  friends,  we  need  your  prayers 
badly  because  we  live  here  in  the  moun- 
tains of  Pickens  county,  S.  C.  and  so 
many  bootleggers  and  drunkards  surround 
us.  But  thank  God,  we  just  keep  holding 
on  and  trusting  God  to  take  care  of  us 
and  we're  praying  that  Jesus  will  touch 
their  hearts  and  bring  them  to  our  meet- 
ings. Our  church  isn't  finished  but, 
praise  God,  we  enjoy  the  Lord's  blessings 
just  the  same.  Please  pray  for  our  peo- 
ple.— Ruby   McConnell,    Marietta,    S.    C. 

Dear  Sister   Harrison: 

The  interest  has  been  increasing  in 
the  paper  for  some  time;  at  last  I  think 
we  can  sell  two  rolls  each  month.  I 
wish  I  could  find  words  to  tell  you  how 
much  the  Lighted  Pathway  means  to 
us,  but  I  guess  you  will  find  out  when 
you  get  your  reward,  as  God  only  knows 
how  many  hearts  are  blessed  and  encour- 
aged by  reading   the  paper. 

We  are  made  to  wonder  if  you  get 
the  praise  or  credit  you  are  worthy  ot 
in  this  life;  but  we  know  God  will  re- 
ward  us  according   to  our  own   iabor. 

So  let  us  "work  while  it  is  day  for 
the  night  cometh  when  no  man  can 
work." — Grayce  J.  Ball,  Tifton,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  just  want  to  tell  you  how  I  enjoyed 
your  message,  "The  Understanding 
Christ."  Surely  we  appreciate  this,  and 
I'm  sure  I'm  speaking  the  sentiment  of 
the  Y.  P.  E.  in  general  in  saying  we  ap- 
preciate your  efforts  and  sacrifices  in 
making  the  Lighted  Pathway  possible.  I 
receive  so  much  help  and  encouragement. 

A  few  months  ago  a  story  was  in  the 
paper  about  "Bread  on  the  Waters."  As 
I  read  it,  I  could  only  cry  and  beg  God 
for  faith  to  stand  as  these  young  peo- 
ple did. 

We  would  be  glad  if  you  could  visit 
us.  Anyway,  we'll  look  for  you  at  the 
Florida  state  camp  meeting.  Hope  you 
can  come. — Daisy   Sparkman. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  line  or  two  to  express  my 
gratitude  to  you  and  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. It  has  certainly  been  a  blessing  and 
a  flame  of  fire  to  my  soul  since  I  have 
been  on  the  field  this  spring.  I  will  cer- 
tainly do  all  I  can  to  advance  its  circula- 
tion. 

We  have  just  closed  a  three  weeks'  re- 
vival here  at  Tellico  Plains,  Tenn.  Seven 
were  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost  besides 
what  were  saved  and  sanctified.  Five 
were  baptized  in  water  and  eight  came 
into  the  church,  and  most  all  were 
young  people.  Out  of  this  number  there 
was  a  young  Baptist  minister  who  re- 
ceived the  Holy  Ghost  and  joined  out- 
ranks. 

May  God  bless  you  and  your  work.  I 


am  praying  for  you. — Joel  D.  Brown,  B. 
T.  S.  student. 


Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  surely  a  bless- 
ing to  our  Y.  P.  E.  in  Pelzer.  Everyone 
seems  interested  in  the  story,  "At  the 
Crossroads."  If  we  could  place  your 
paper  in  every  home  instead  of  trashy 
literature  how  much  better  the  youth  of 
our  land  would  be. 

We  are  all  looking  forward  to  the 
next  issue. — Mrs.  Sally  Carithers,  Pelzer, 
S.  C. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  becomes  more 
interesting  each  month.  We  did  not  have 
enough  papers  to  fill  the  calls  for  them 
this  month  so  please  send  us  another  roll 
of  fourteen. 

May  the  Lord  continue  to  bless  you 
is  our  prayer. — Mrs.   Hugh  Hilton. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  certainly  is 
good.  I  always  look  forward  to  reading 
it. 

I  have  three  new  names  to  be  added 
to  the  Reading  Circle  page.  They  are: 
Mrs.  Tillie  Burns,  Mrs.  Virginia  Taylor 
and  Grace  Riley  of  High  Point,  N.  C. 

We  are  in  a  revival  here  at  High 
Point  with  Brother  Paul  Thurman  of 
Mt.  Airy  doing  the  preaching.  Our 
young  Y.  P.  E.  members  are  getting 
saved.  Seven  were  saved  Tuesday  night 
and  three  Wednesday  night  and  two 
sanctified.  We  certainly  thank  the  Lord 
for  them.  Pray  for  us  here  at  High 
Point. — Bessie    Moore. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  so  happy  over  the  way  our  Y. 
P.  E.  is  working  and  growing  until  I  just 
have  to  send  in  a  little  report  to  let  you 
know  how  we  are  progressing. 

The  first  of  the  year  we  were  just 
drifting  along  with  about  fifteen  or 
twenty  members,  not  doing  much  in  any 
way.  During  our  district  Y.  P.  E.  con- 
vention which  convened  in  February, 
Brother  Atkins  put  some  zeal  and  de- 
termination in  us  to  move  forward,  so 
with  the  assistance  of  our  good  pastor, 
Brother  A.  J.  Swift,  we  reorganized  and 
started  off  with  thirty-three  members, 
increasing  thirteen  the  first  night,  Since 
then  we  have  grown  and  increased  each 
time  we  met  until  we  now  have  one  hun- 
dred eleven  on  roll  with  an  average  at- 
tendance of  one  hundred  fifty. 

During  the  month  of  March  we  won 
the  state  Y.  P.  E.  banner  and  retained 
it  for  April,  holding  the  banner  two 
months  in  succession,  and  are  expecting 
to  keep  it  the  third  month  if  we  work 
hard. 

We  have  our  meetings  on  Wednesday 
night.  Our  programs  are  spiritual  and 
uplifting   to   all.   We  have   two   program 


committees.  One  prepares  the  program 
one  week  and  one  the  next,  etc.  We  usu- 
ally use  five  speakers,  ten  minutes  ^ach, 
with  several  to  memorize  scriptures  bear- 
ing on  the  subject,  to  be  quoted  after 
the  speakers  are  through.  We  use  the 
juniors  mostly  for  this,  sometimes  we 
use  a  scriptural  contest  instead  of  verses 
after  the  speakers.  I'm  giving  this  as  a 
suggestion —   it    might    help    someone. 

We  have  a  young  ladies  quartet  and 
a  junior  quartet  which  we  think  are  do- 
ing fine  in  their  part  of  the  program,  as 
we  mix  the  special  singing  all  during 
the  program  where  it  is  best  needed.  Our 
juniors  are  doing   a   fine   work  also. 

I  surely  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
it  is  not  only  interesting  but  both  spirit- 
ual and  upbuilding  in  many  ways.  Every 
page  is  worth  so  much. — Mrs.  S.  L. 
Wallace,   Johnson   City,    Tenn. 


Adam  and  Eve 

Adam   and   Eve      were   the   first      people 

made, 
And   God   made      them   a   good   place    to 

stay; 
Where  there  were   fruits   of  every   kind 
And  there  was  no  work  but  all  was  play. 

God  said  unto  them,      "I've  placed  you 

here 
To  honor  me,  and  my  words  obey. 
And  this  you  must  expect  to  do, 
If  you   would  in  this  garden  stay." 

There    were    trees    covered    with    luscious 

figs- 
While   one   had   apples   in   this   garden   so 

big- 
And    God    forbade    them    to    eat    of    this 

tree, 
But    it    looked    as    tempting    as    tempting 

could  be. 

God  said,   "If  you  eat   this,   you'll  surely 

die." 
Then  came  the  devil,  so  subtle  and  shy, 
And    questioned    Eve,    "Why    don't    you 

eat? 
This  fruit  is  beautiful,   rich  and  sweet." 

"We've    been    forbidden,"      Eve    weakly- 
said, 
"If  we  should  eat  we  will  soon  be  dead." 
But  she  was  tempted  to  take  a  bite, 
And   then  called  Adam     to     share     her 
plight. 

They     quickly     make     some     clothes  of 

leaves, 
While  Satan  laughs  at  what  he  acheives; 
For  they  were  then  so  full  of  shame, 
They  hid  till  God  called  Adam's  name. 

"Where    art    thou,    Adam;       Now    thou 

shalt  die!" 
The  Lord  did  in  the  evening  cry, 
And  this  has  always  been  the  lot 
Of  those,   who  His  commands  forgot. 

— Flora  Jean  Golden. 
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THE  MARRED  VESSEL 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
tion.    She   will   need    careful    nursing." 

The  next  week  seemed  to  Myra  like 
a  terrible  nightmare  in  which  some 
dreadful  monster  was  trying  to  choke 
her,  in  a  whole  roomful  of  feathers 
which   were   smothering   her. 

The  doctor  came  every  day  and  left 
more  pills — pink  and  yellow  and  black 
ones.  Myra  could  tell  the  time  of  the  day 
by  the  color  of  the  pills  she  took — al- 
ways pink,  then  yellow,  then  black. 

Then  one  time  there  came  a  morning 
when  her  mother  looked  strangely  un- 
familiar to  her.  And  as  she  straightened 
the  sheet  and  turned  up  the  cool  side  of 
the  pillow  a  strange  feeling  came  over 
her.  She  was  no  longer  in  bed,  but  on  a 
potter's  wheel — she  was  a  crude,  shape- 
less vase — marred  and  imperfect.  Her 
wild  eyes  gazed  into  her  mother's  sad 
face,  but  they  saw  not  her  mother — on- 
ly the  deep  sadness — and  it  was  on  the 
face  of  the  Potter. 

"Oh,"  she  gasped,  "what  a  shame  that 
the  vessel  has  been  marred — it  is  no 
longer  beautiful — but  useless — ,"  her 
voice   was  almost  a   wail. 

"What  is  it,  dear?"  questioned  mother 
anxiously. 

"Oh,  the  vessel — it  has  been  spoiled! 
It  would  not  be  made  according  to  the 
design  of  the  Potter — now  its  beauty 
and  usefulness   are  lost — lost." 

The  mother  was  bewildered,  for  in 
delirium  her  daughter  babbled  on — and 
always  about  the  Potter  and  the  un- 
yielding clay. 

The  doctor  became  alarmed. 

"We  must  do  something  to  quiet 
her,"  he  said.  "Try  anything  that  may 
help." 

But  her  mother  was  a  wise  mother  and 
so  she  tried  the  Word  of  God.  One 
morning  she  brought  it  and  said,  "I  will 
read  you  about  the  Potter  and  the  ves- 
sel." 

And  she  read: 

"And  the  vessel  that  He  made  of  clay 
was  marred  in  the  hand  of  the  Potter: 
so  He  made  it  again  another  vessel,  as 
seemed  good  to  the  Potter  to  make  it." 

"Does  it  say  that  there?"  she  de- 
manded eagerly. 

"Yes,  dear,"  replied  her  mother. 

"Read  that  once  more — about  making 
the  vessel   again,"  she  pleaded. 

Slowly  and  distinctly  she  read  it 
again. 

"Oh,  then  it's  not  too  late — for  he 
will  make  it  again  even  though  it  has 
been  marred!"  Her  eyes  looked  less  wild. 

"Yes,"  replied  her  mother,  "for  that 
is  what  God's  Word  says." 

"Then  He'll  make  it  again — Have 
Thine  own  way,  Lord — While  I  am 
waiting,  yielded  and  still — "  she  whis- 
pered  between   gasps. 

And  already  the  lids  were  drooping 
over  the  weary  eyes. 


Several  hours  later  the  doctor  came. 

"What  have  you  done?"  he  asked  in 
surprise,  for  Myra  was  still  sleeping,  and 
her  breathing  was  much  easier. 

"I  read  for  her,"  the  mother  replied 
simply.  And  pointing  to  the  Bible  she 
added,  "That  is  sometimes  the  best 
nerve    sedative." 

Myra's  recovery  was  slow  but  steady, 
and  a  week  later  the  doctor  again  stood 
by    her    bedside. 

"You  have  fought  bravely,"  he  said 
in  his  kind,  gruff  way,  "and  you  will 
soon  be  quite  strong  again." 

"How  soon  will  I  be  able  to  sing 
again?"  she  asked  eagerly.  For  with  the 
return  of  health  and  strength,  new 
motives  and  ideals  had  taken  possession 
of  her.  She  had  resolved  to  use  her  voice 
only  in  singing  of  the  One  who  had  so 
changed  her  life.  And  as  if  to  make  up 
for  the  wasted  time  in  her  life  when  she 
had  sung  only  for  the  gratification  of 
self  she  was  eager  to  begin. 

The  doctor  cleared  his  throat,  but 
his  honest  face  revealed  the  truth  be- 
fore  his   blunt   words   did. 

"I'm  afraid  you  will  never  sing  again 
— at  least  not  like  you  did." 

A  spasm  of  pain  passed  over  Myra's 
wasted   features,   and  she  whispered, 

"Is  it  possible  that  I  have  wasted  it 
all?  God  has  had  to  take  it  from  me 
that  I  might  turn  to  Him.  Oh,  Lord, 
may  I  never  sing  again — not  even  one 
song   to  Thy  praise?" 

And    as    the    tears    trickled    down    her 
cheeks   she   whispered,   "Oh,   but 
"Have    Thine     own     tvay,     Lord!     have 

Thine   own   tvay! 
Thou  art  the  Potter;  I  am   the  clay. 
Mold  me  and   make   me  after  Thy   will. 
While   1  am    waiting   yielded  and  still." 

Some  time  has  passed.  In  the  little 
church  down  the  street  the  strains  of 
the  song,  "Have  Thine  Own  Way,"  are 
again  raised.  Eyes  turned  toward  Myra 
in  surprise  as  her  voice  joins  with  the 
others  in  singing.  They  do  not  notice 
how  weak  and  uncertain  her  voice  is, 
and  that  she  no  longer  sings  with  her 
old-time  clearness.  They  only  see  the 
eyes  which  shine,  and  the  face  that 
glows,  as  she  sings  the  words,  grateful 
that  she  can  sing,  even  if  it  may  jar  upon 
the  ear  that  looks  only  for  beauty  and 
harmony. 

For  the  Potter  has  made  again  a  vessel 
meet  for  His  use.  It  has  lost  much  of 
its  original  design  of  beauty  and  loveli- 
ness, but  its  imperfections  are  forgot- 
ten in  its  new  beauty  which  comes 
through  its  usefulness. — The  Youth's 
Christian   Companion. 

PRAISE  CHANGES  THINGS 

There  is  a  legend  of  two  angels  who 
come  from  heaven  every  morning  and  go 
on  their  rounds  all  day  long.  One  is  the 
angel  of  prayers;  the  other  is  the  angel 
of   thanksgiving.    Each   carries    a    basket. 


Soon  the  angel  of  prayers  has  his  basket 
to  overflowing.  Everybody  pours  into  it 
great  handfuls  of  requests,  but  when  the 
day  is  ended  the  angel  of  thanksgiving  has 
only  two  or  three  little  contributions  of 
gratitude  in  his  basket. 

"Were  there  not  ten  cleansed,  but 
where  are  the  nine?" 

A  missionary  in  dark  China  was  living 
a  defeated  life.  Everything  seemed  to 
be  touched  with  sadness  and  although  he 
prayed  for  months  for  victory  over  de- 
pression and  discouragament,  his  life  re- 
mained the  same.  He  determined  to  leave 
his  work  and  go  to  an  interior  station 
and  pray  till  victory  came.  He  reached 
the  place  and  was  entertained  in  the 
home  of  a  fellow-missionary.  On  the 
wall  hung  a  motto  with  the  words,  "Try 
Thanksgiving." 

The  words  gripped  his  heart  and  he 
thought  within  himself,  "Have  I  been 
praying  all  this  time  and  not  praising?" 
He  stopped  and  began  to  praise  and  was 
so  uplifted,  that  instead  of  hiding  away 
to  pray  and  agonize  for  days,  he  immed- 
iately returned  to  his  waiting  flock  to 
tell  that  Praise  Changes  Things.  Wonder- 
ful blessing  attended  this  simple  testi- 
mony and  the  bands  that  had  bound 
others    were    loosed    through    praise. 

I  wish  to  add  my  humble  testimony 
to  his.  It  was  a  dark,  dark  night  in  my 
life  when  the  words,  "Praise  waiteth  for 
Thee,  O  God,  in  Zion"  (Psalm  65:1), 
were  impressed  upon  my  mind.  I  had 
been  waiting  in  prayer,  yes,  my  prayers 
and  supplications  had  gone  up  to  the 
throne,  were  piled  up,  as  it  were.  Now, 
could  not  I  wait  in  praise,  before  I  saw 
the  answer,  or  must  I  wait  for  signs 
and  wonders  ere  I  believed  His  Word! 

God  was  waiting  for  this  final  step 
of  faith  and  when  I  began  to  praise  Him 
for  the  answer,  began  to  wait  in  praise, 
began  to  rest  in  the  Lord,  and  wait  pa- 
tiently for  Him,  He  began  to  answer, 
exceeding  abundantly,  above  all  that  I 
could  ask  or  think,  and  the  possession  of 
the  secret  of  victory  has  transformed 
my  life  and  filled  it  with  gladness. 

It  is  said  that  when  Sir  Michael  Costa 
was  having  a  rehearsal  with  the  vast  ar- 
ray of  performers  and  hundreds  of 
voices,  as  the  mighty  chorus  rang  out 
with  the  thunder  of  the  organ  and  ring- 
ing of  horns  and  the  clashing  of  cym- 
bals, some  man  who  played  the  piccolo 
far  away  up  in  the  corner  said  within 
himself,  "If  all  this  din  it  matters  not 
what  I  do,"  and  ceased  to  play.  Sud- 
denly the  great  conductor  stopped,  flung 
up  his  hands  and  all  was  still.  Then  he 
cried   aloud,    "Where    is    the    piccolo?" 

The  quick  ear  had  missed  it  and  all 
was  spoiled  because  the  piccolo  player 
had  failed  to  take  his  part. 

Is  your  "praise  note"  missing  from 
the   heavenly    choir,    beloved? 

Try  Thanksgiving.  Praise  changes 
things. — Selected. 
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In  Quest  of  the  Cause 

By  Mabel  Brown 

"Mother!  The  cat  scratched  me!"  Im- 
mediately we  are  all  sympathy.  Perhaps 
our  sympathy  is  mingled  with  a  fear  of 
infection.  We  inspect  the  scratch,  wash 
it,  kiss  it,  bandage  it,  and  send  Junior 
out  to  play,  giving  him  a  warning  to 
"Stay  away  from  that  naughty  cat." 

Has  the  mother  who  follows  this  pro- 
gram omitted  anything  she  should  have 
done?  Yes,  she  has  lost  a  valuable  oppor- 
tunity to  teach  a  lesson  which  would 
have  been  immediately  useful,  and  upon 
which  other  useful  lessons  could  have 
been  built  in  the  future.  When  a  child 
complains  that  the  cat  scratched  him, 
then,  without  at  all  slighting  our  ex- 
pressions of  sympathy  and  our  safe- 
guards against  infection,  we  should  add 
to  these  the  unwelcome  btit  useful  and 
necessary  question,  "What  made  the 
cat  scratch  you?" 

This  is  not  only  immediately  useful 
as  an  aid  to  preventing  more  scratches 
in  the  near  future,  but  it  will  be  of  use  in 
many  other  circumstances,  through  all 
of  life,  for  it  will  develop  a  habit  of 
thoughtfulness  and  searching  for  causes 
which  may  enable  the  child  to  live  at 
peace  with  his  fellowmen,  and  with  the 
forces  of  nature. 

Cats,  men,  and  lightning  act  accord- 
ing to  fixed  law.  Those  who  do  not 
trouble  themselves  to  learn  these  laws 
will  be  scratched,  quarreled  with,  and 
struck.  Those  who  do  learn  them  will 
not  pull  cats'  tails,  speak  rudely  to  their 
fellows,  nor  stand  by  chimneys  in  a 
thunderstorm.  Therefore,  it  is  wise,  for 
many  reasons,  to  teach  children,  very 
early  in  life,  to  face  the  question,  "What 
made  the  cat  scratch  you?" 

Often,  a  child  honestly  does  not 
know.  He  may  not  have  been  pulling 
her  tail,  with  a  deliberate  attempt  to  in- 
flict pain.  He  may  have  been  expressing 
his  affection  by  means  of  a  too-ardent 
embrace.  Such  an  occasion  is  the  child's 
opportunity  to  learn  the  fixed  law  of 
psychology,  that  cats  (and  persons) 
will  misunderstand  us,  unless  we  take 
pains  to  make  our  meaning  clear,  and 
unless  we  express  our  love  in  a  manner 
acceptable  to  the  loved  one. 

The  child  who  begins  by  not  squeez- 
ing the  cat  will  gradually  develop  the 
habit  of  thoughtfulness  which  makes  a 
practice  of  expressing  love  intelligently 
and  acceptably  on  other  occasions.  We 
all  know  persons  who  have  never  learned 
this  lesson.  They  show  their  friendliness 
by  calling  on  us,  but  they  do  not  show 
the  thoughtfulness  which  should  prompt 


them  to  choose  another  time  than  wash- 
day. 

Such  a  person  spends  hours  embroid- 
ering a  sofa  cushion,  on  a  rich  blue  silk, 
but  she  does  not  consider  the  fact  that 
her  friend's  living  room  is  furnished  in 
green.  Some  even  say,  "I  know  you  think 
purple  is  a  depressing  color,  but  I  don't 
find  it  so.  I  just  could  not  resist  buying 
you  this  lovely  purple  bedspread." 

These  persons  were  not  asked  often 
enough,  in  their  childhood,  "Why  did 
the  cat  scratch  you?"  If  they  had  been, 
they  would  have  learned  to  get  along 
amicably  with  cats,  and  with  people. 

People,  if  they  wish  to  be  polite,  have 
to  say,  "Thank  you,  my  dear,"  even 
when  they  receive  calls  on  Monday,  blue 
cushions  for  green  sofas,  and  bedspreads 
of  a  color  which  depresses  them  beyond 
endurance,  but  cats  do  not  have  to  be 
polite.  Therefore  it  is  well  to  learn  one's 
lessons  from  the  cat,  and  profit  by  it, 
early  in  life,  for  otherwise  one's  friends 
will  be  forced  to  suffer  in  silence  through 
all  the  years  to  come. 

Also,  this  is  a  way  to  learn  respect  for 
the  fixed  laws  of  nature,  which  cannot 
be  changed;  therefore,  we  must  adapt 
ourselves  to  them.  Nature  does  work  by 
unalterable  laws,  not  caprice.  To  be 
struck  by  lightning,  for  instance,  is  not 
to  suffer  an  "accident,"  it  is  not  a  freak 
of  fortune.  It  is  the  natural  consequence 
of  not  conforming  to  nature's  laws.  Not 
a  punishment — simply  a  consequence. 
To  understand  this  will  go  far  toward 
removing  that  dread  of  nature  which  is 
more  appropriate  to  the  savage  than  to 
the  intelligent  and  educated  civilized 
man. 

Lightning  strikes  by  rule,  therefore 
the  thoughtful  person  learns  the  rule, 
and  adapts  himself.  The  child  who  learns 
to  avoid  scratches  by  not  pulling  the 
cat's  tail,  grows  into  the  man  who 
avoids  fires  by  putting  a  lightning-rod 
on  his  house,  for  the  laws  which  govern 
electricity  are  much  simpler  and  easier 
to  understand  than  the  laws  of  cat- 
psychology. 

Ill-health,  if  it  is  not  inherited,  is  the 
direct  result  of  something  one  has  done, 
or  has  failed  to  do.  The  child  who  has 
learned  to  inquire  into  the  cause  of  an 
unpleasant  result  will  learn  not  to  sit 
about  the  house  in  wet  shoes.  Others 
blame  it  all  on  "luck"  when  they  catch 
cold.  Which  attitude  will  be  the  most 
useful  to  carry  through  life? 

So  far,  we  have  been  discussing  natu- 
ral values,  but  the  habit  is  of  spiritual 
use,  also,  in  building  Christian  charac- 
ter. To  get  one's  self  out  of  touch  with 


the  source  of  all  peace  and  happiness  is 
sure  to  result  in  suffering,  not  as  a 
punishment  sent  in  wrathful  vengeance, 
but  as  an  unavoidable  consequence  of 
breaking  a  fixed  law  which  is  as  unal- 
terable as  any  of  the  laws  of  nature. 
To  look  back,  thoughtfully  and  peni- 
tently, to  find  the  cause,  will  result  in 
a  stronger,  higher,  more  Christian  way 
of  living. 

"Why  did  the  cat. scratch  you?"  "Why 
did  the  dog  bite  you?"  "How  did  you 
get  a  stomach-ache?"  Questions  such  as 
these,  embarrassing  as  they  usually  are, 
may,  nevertheless,  be  a  cause  for  fu- 
ture gratitude,  for  they  start  the  child's 
thoughts  in  the  right  direction,  and 
teach  him  not  to  blame  luck  for  the  re- 
sult of  his  own  actions  but  to  think  out 
for  himself  the  inevitable  relationship  of 
cause  and  effect,  and  to  order  his  life 
accordingly. 

This  is  a  lesson  which  will  bear  fruit 
at  once,  and  continue  to  bear  fruit 
through  many  years  of  time,  and  all  of 
eternity. — The  Christian  Home. 

Philemon 

There  is  a  family  in  a  neighboring  city 
which  has  a  Japanese  servant  girl.  She  is 
not  much  larger  than  a  pint  of  weak 
coffee  and  has  a  complexion  of  about 
that  shade  of  brown.  One  of  her  chief 
duties  is  the  care  of  the  small  son  who 
is  just  beginning  to  talk.  Perhaps  I  should 
have  said  that  this  servant  in  the  house 
is  an  American  girl,  Japanese  model.  She 
was  born  here  on  Puget  Sound.  I  once 
called  a  six-year-old  friend  of  mine  a 
Norwegian  and  she  vigorously  denied  it. 
I  told  her  that  no  one  could  have  a  name 
like  hers  and  such  cornsilk  hair  unless 
they  were  Norse.  To  which  she  replied, 
"I  am  not;  I  am  an  American,  Norweg- 
ian model."  There  was  nothing  for  mc 
to  do  but  accept  the  correction. 

Well,  in  the  family  to  which  I  have 
just  referred  the  baby  was  seated  in  his 
high  chair  at  lunch  a  few  days  ago.  Or- 
dinarily he  was  not  at  the  family  table. 
But  this  time  there  were  guests  present 
who  had  been  making  much  of  the  in- 
fant. A  bowl  of  mush  and  a  spoon  were 
placed  in  the  tray  of  his  chair.  Instead  of 
flying  into  it  the  child  bowed  his  head 
and  realed  off  a  string  of  unintelligible 
words.  Its  mother  quickly  asked  the 
Japanese  girl  what  the  baby  was  saying. 
The  reply  was,  "Since  you  do  not  do  it, 
I  have  taught  Bobby  to  say  grace  in  my 
father  tongue." 

It  is  hard  to  say  which  face  was  the 
most  flushed — that  of  nursemaid  or 
that  of  mother.  Mother  is  a  Christian  and 
so  is  father.  They  are  good  average,  yes, 
above  the  average  of  church  members. 
Their  moral  standards  are  high.  Their 
church  attendance  is  quite  regular.  They 
go  and  they  pay.  But  they  never  have 
had  family  worship  or  grace  at  table. 
(Continued  on  Page  24) 
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(Continued  from  page  9) 

and  I'll  take  care  of  him.  If  he  shouldn't 
do  that  I'll  just  conclude  I  was  mis- 
taken." 

Terry,  knowing  nothing  of  the  con- 
versation concerning  his  fate,  hunted  up 
a  conveniently  high  window  ledge  upon 
which  to  rest.  He  found  himself  unusu- 
ally tired  and  that  was  saying  a  good 
deal.  Mister  Jordan's  word  picture  was 
an  attractive  one.  Terry's  heart  pounded 
at  the  thought  of  a  real  future. 

With  his  hand  he  pulled  his  bad  leg 
up  closer  to  the  building  so  people  would 
not  step  on  it.  He  mumbled  his  thoughts 
half  aloud.  What  had  Mister  Jordan 
meant  by  "other  friends"?  Would  he 
help  a  cripple  get  started  afresh? 

With  trembling  fingers  he  took  out 
the  card.  Mister  Jordan  had  been  inter- 
ested enough  to  give  him  that!  Would 
swimming  really  help?  Sounded  hooey! 
Still  there  was  President  Roosevelt!  If 
he  could  only  get  rid  of  Hutch!  That 
had    been   a    requirement. 

He  was  awakened  from  his  revery  by 
an  angry  voice  close  at  hand.  "Crip — 
what  did  I  tell  you  about  selling  pa- 
pers. Wait  till  I  get  my  hands  on  you. 
Now  you're  even  sitting  down,  mum- 
bling to  yourself!" 

Hutch  sprang  forward  and  seized  the 
defenseless  cripple  by  the  arm  and  shook 
him  until  he  cried  out.  "O  Hutch, 
please!  You'll  kill  me!  I  can't  stand  all 
day  long."  Suddenly  he  threw  out  his 
crutch  with  his  good  arm  and  by  chance 
tripped    his   assailant,    who   fell   heavily. 

The  bully  got  slowly  to  his  feet,  his 
face  livid.  "Trip  me  will  you?  Wait  till 
I  get  you  home!  No,  I'll  do  it  now."  He 
advanced  upon  his  helpless  salesman 
threateningly. 

Fear  gripped  at  Terry's  heart.  "Don't 
touch  me,  Hutch.  There's  a  cop  just 
down  the  street.  He's  looking  this  way. 
I  didn't  mean  to  trip  you,  honest  I 
didn't!" 

Hutch  paused  and  looked  around. 
Seeing  that  Terry  had  spoken  the  truth 
he  assumed  an  easy  air.  "All  right!  But 
I'm  going  to  take  it  out  of  your  hide. 
Now  you  get  alive  on  this  corner  and 
sell  some  papers,  or  there's  going  to  be 
real  trouble  for  you."  Suddenly  his  face 
lighted  up.  "Tell  you  what — if  you  sell 
the  rest  of  those  papers  before  the  next 
edition  comes  out  I  won't  beat  you  to- 
night.  That's  the  way  to  handle  you!" 

Terry  looked  relieved.  "All  right,  I'll 
sell  them — don't  you  worry!" 

He  was  about  to  turn  away  to  his  task 
when  suddenly  the  band  struck  up  "The 
Star  Spangled  Banner."  The  music  was 
closer  this  time. 

Terry  stiffened  his  twisted  body.  His 
head  erect,  he  turned  to  the  surprised 
bully. 

"Listen,    Hutch — do    you      hear      that 


band?  Well,  it's  playing  for  my  inde- 
pendence— see?  No,  you  don't!  I'm  go- 
ing to  work  for  myself.  You're  never  go- 
ing to  beat  me,  or  cheat  me,  or  tempt 
me  to  gamble — not  any  more!  I'm  going 
to  school.  Here,"  he  counted  out  some 
money  in  his  hand  and  gave  it  to 
Hutch,  "is  the  pay  for  the  papers  I  got 
from  you  this  morning." 

Automatically,  Hutch  pocketed  the 
money,  staring  at  the  shining  face  be- 
fore him.  "What's  come  over  you, 
Crip?  You  can't  do  them  things."  He 
sneered.  "You  ain't  got  no  friends,  nor 
any  money!" 

"Yes,  I  have,  Hutch."  Terry  smiled. 
"I  have  Mister  Jordan,  President  Roose- 
velt, the  Declaration  of  Independence, 
and,"  he  jingled  some  lonely  coins  in  his 
pocket,  "I've  got   thirty  cents." 

Seeing  a  man  coming  down  the  side- 
walk who  looked  as  if  he  might  want  a 
paper,  Terry  hobbled  away  from  the 
stupified  Hutch.  "Paper,  sir?"  and 
there  was  a  new  ring  in  his  voice  as  he 
added,    "Independence   edition,   sir!" 

— The   Youth's   Comrade. 


THINKING  YOUTH 

(Continued  from  page  5 ) 
the  world's   applause, — the   world's  pop- 
ularity. 

"Extremists"  did  someone  say?  But 
does  the  world  never  go  to  extremes  in 
such  things  as  money  making,  politics, 
adventure,  pleasure?  The  girl  of  educa- 
tion who  will  stand  in  the  street  to  sell 
a  political  paper  is  uncriticised,  but  let 
that  same  girl  take  part  in  a  religious 
"open  air"  meeting,  and  her  friends  will 
probably  say  she  has  "religious   mania!" 

The  fellow  who  will  risk  his  life  in 
some  record-breaking  stunt  is  called  a 
hero,  but  let  that  man  hear  the  call  of 
God  to  blaze  a  trail  in  some  unexplored 
and  unevangelized  territory,  and  he  will 
be  told  that  he  is  "throwing  his  life 
away." 

I  often  wonder  what  the  "Court 
Circles"  thought  about  Moses  when  he 
threw  in  his  lot  with  the  despised  Is- 
raelites, and  left  Egypt  with  its  luxury 
and  comfort  to  lead  that  motley  crowd 
of  men,  women  and  children  on  an  un- 
known pilgrimage.  Who  knew  but  that 
they  would  be  all  dead  in  a  week? 

What  a  lunatic  he  must  have  appeared 
in  the  eyes  of  all  in  Pharaoh's  house.  Ex- 
treme, was  it?  Remember  Jesus  went  to 
extremes.  Gethsemane  was  an  extreme  of 
anguish.  Calvary  was  an  extreme  of 
suffering.  No  man  can  follow  Him  with- 
out being  thought  extreme  by  the 
world.  But  Christ  will  not  misinterpret 
our  enthusiasm.  To  Him — what  we  are 
doing  is  just  obedience.  When  obedience 
is  the  outcome  of  love,  then  anything 
we  are  willing  to  bear  for  Him  must 
give  Him  joy,  exquisite  joy,  which  only 
He   can    really      understand.      The      risk 


which  King  David's  mighty  men  ran 
for  his  sake,  called  out  a  love  too  deep- 
for  words.  How  much  more  does  ourii 
King  "take  pleasure"  in  us  when  we 
dare  anything  rather  than  be  disloyal 
to  Him. 

So,  this  is  the  test.  We  have  to  choose 
between  the  popularity  of  the  world,  or,] 
the  reproach  of  Christ.  Paul  at  any  rate 
convinced  that  "if  we  suffer  with  Him 
we  shall  also  reign  with  Him." 

After  all,  is  not  the  Divine  "Well 
done,"  better  than  all  the  plaudits  of 
men? 

It   was  a   cold  morning,   and  everyone  t| 
had  buttoned  up  his  coat.  Irritation  was  I 
apparent   when  the  new  ticket   inspector 
insisted    on    seeing    all    the      tickets    and  I 
there  was   some  grumbling   at   having  to; 
produce    them.    Late    comers,    trying    to 
rush   through   the   barrier   as   usual,   were 
Stopped,   and  high  words   resulted.    "You 
don't  seem  to  be  very  popular  here  this 
morning,"    said    someone.    "No,    perhaps 
not,"    was    his    reply,    "but    I'm    thought 
a  lot  of  up  in  the  Head  Office,  and  that's 
all  that  matters." 

Here  then  is   the  issue;   a   choice  must 
be  made,  and  a  decision  must  be  reached. 
Only      two      alternatives      face    us — the 
world — or  Christ.  On  the  one  hand  self- 
indulgence,    on      the      other      self-denial. 
Which  is  it   to  be?  Self-pleasing  or  self- ; 
renunciation,    self-gratification    or    self- 
abnegation,    self-will    or    self-surrender? 
Which  ambition  is  going  to  dominate  us  i 
— to  get  or  to  give;  the  world's  prosper-' 
ity   or   eternal    riches,    the   world's   pleas- 
ures   or    Christ's    popularity    or    the    Di- ! 
vine    approval?    Which    shall    it    be? 
"THE   END" 


Philemon 

(Continued  from  page  23) 
Suddenly  it  was  revealed  to  this  mother 
that   the   little  brown   skinned   servant — ! 
only  one  generation  away  from  heathen-  i 
ism — had      a   personal    religion    that    was  j 
deeper  than  her  own. 

What  did  she  do?  Lose  her  temper  and 
say  something  sharp?  No.  She  is  too  cul- 
tured, too  Christian  for  that.  She  said, 
"You  are  quite  right,  Tola:  will  you 
ladies  all  bow  your  heads  while  I  say  , 
grace."  They  are  saying  grace  in  that 
household  every  meal  now.  The  Epistle 
to  Philemon  needs  no  commentary  in 
that  home,  especially  verse  16,  "No 
longer  a  servant  but  much  more  than  a 
servant,  a  sister — beloved." — A.  W.  W., 
in  C.  U.  Herald. 

Send  for    rfHotv  to  Organize 
and  Conduct  Y.  P.  E." 

If  you  are  just  beginning  a  new  Y.  P. 
E.  in  your  church,  or  if  you  have  never 
had  one,  it  will  be  a  help  to  you.  Send 
to  the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,   Tenn.   Price,    10c. 
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Reports  from  Y.P.E.  State  Supts. 


West  Virginia  Record  Breaker 

We  are  indeed  glad  to  report  that 
Sod  is  still  blessing  the  Y.  P.  E.  work 
:hrough  the  entire  state.  There  has  been 
it  least  forty-four  new  Y.  P.  E's  or- 
ganized in  the  state  this  year  bringing 
mr  number  of  Y.  P.  E's  in  the  state  up 
:o  at  least  sixty-four.  We  are  having  a 
fine  large  increase  in  membership.  Clerks 
ire  reporting  good. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  selling  like 
;ugar  plums.  After  receiving  the  first 
me  it  calls  for  the  next  until  other 
:hurch  people  tell  me  that  the  Lighted 
3athway  is  much  better  than  their 
:hurch  paper  and  how  much  they  do 
ove  and   appreciate   it. 

We  still  see  no  defeat  for  West  Vir- 
ginia but  all  is  bright  for  receiving  the 
lational  Y.  P.  E.  banner.  One  thing  cer- 
;ain,  if  we  don't  get  the  banner,  we  will 
nake  those  who  do  get  it  certainly  work. 

We  not  only  have  a  record  break- 
ng  in  the  above  but  also  in  the  follow - 
ng:  The  Logan  Y.  P.  E.  for  May  had  a 
:otal  attendance  of  2,392  which  was  a 
717.9%  increase.  Who  has  or  who  can 
seat  this?  Come  on,  let  us  see  you  do  it 
f  you  have  or  if  you  can.  This  is  one 
)f  the  oldest  Y.  P.  E's  in  the  state  and 
)ne  of  the  largest  memberships.  There  is 
;ertainly  a  fine  group  of  workers  there 
and  they  have  a  live  pastor,  Brother  R. 
A..  Fielden,  who  gives  them  a  helping 
Hand.  The  excellent  president  they  have 
low  is  Mrs.  R.  A.  Fielden  who  has  a 
live  personality,  wonderful  spirituality 
and  excellent  leadership. 

In  fact,  we  have  plenty  of  good  talent 
throughout  the  state  who  are  working 
faithfully  and  God  is  blessing  their  ef- 
forts. Many  young  people  are  being  con- 
verted, sanctified  and  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost  throughout  the  state,  who 
are  members  of  our  Sunday  School  and 
Y.  P.  E.  and  upon  receiving  salvation 
are  becoming  members  of  the  Church  of 
God. 

The  spirituality  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  has 
been  good  all  along  but  is  growing  bet- 
ter. God  certainly  is  blessing  in  a  great 
way  and  we  give  Him  all  the  praise. 
After  all,  the  winning  of  souls  is  our 
goal  and  that  is  what  counts  most. 

May  we  continue  to  have  God's  bless- 
ings in  a  glorious  way  and  may  He  not 
pass  by  the  Y.  P.  E.  scattered  every- 
where. 

You  have  my  prayers  for  your  suc- 
cess. I  am  faithfully,  T.  F.  Blackwell, 
state   superintendent. 

Good  Report  from  Kansas 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  to  my  brothers  and  sisters  in 
Christ,  also  to  my  coworkers  in  Kansas. 
I  am  more  than  glad  to  report  victory 
in  Kansas   at  this  time. 


We  just  closed  a  fine  district  conven- 
tion including  Kansas  City,  Pittsburg 
and  Weir,  Kansas.  It  was  held  at  Weir. 

Praise  God  for  the  increase  in  our  Y. 
P.  E.  We  surely  had  many  good  singers 
and  were  blessed  in  our  convention. 
The  young  people  were  given  an  hour 
and  fifteen  minutes,  which  was  used  to 
the   glory  of   God. 

We  thank  our  good  state  overseer, 
Brother  J.  T.  Campbell,  also  our  district 
pastor,  for  their  kindness  and  co-opera- 
tion in  giving  us  that  much  time  for 
our  Y.  P.  E.  services. 

Weir  had  a  fine  report  and  the  Y.  P. 
E.  is  going  to  buy  ceiling  for  the  church. 

Kansas  City  is  greatly  encouraged. 
They  haven't  a  Y.  P.  E.  but  since  at- 
tending the  convention  they  hope  to 
organize  one  soon.  They  have  a  fine 
group  of  young   people. 

Brother  Clarence  Allen  made  us  a 
splendid  talk  in  our  services  during  the 
convention. 

It  closed  with  new  zeal  for  God.  Oh, 
I  praise  God  for  Hij  many  blessings  to 
His  children  in  Kansas  and  for  all  He 
has  done  for  me.  I  can't  begin  to  tell  it 
all.    Praise   His   name. 

We  are  going  to  work  hard  the  rest 
of  the  year.  The  time  is  so  short  to  do 
all   there  is  to  do. 

We  organized  a  Y.  P.  E.  in  Neodesha, 
Kans.  the  first  of  January  and  they  sure- 
ly are  doing  fine.  Praise  God! 

All  the  churches  are  moving  up  in  at- 
tendance. 

We  thank  the  Publishing  House  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway;  it  is  a  wonderful 
paper.  It  is  a  great  help  to  our  young 
people.  We  have  several  papers  coming 
to  Kansas  each  month  and  hope  to  have 
several  more  coming  soon.  We  certain- 
ly enjoy  reading  the  paper.  It  has  won- 
derful stories  in  it.  I  have  been  reading 
"At  the  Crossroads"  and  think  it  is  so 
inspiring. 

We  have  fine  young  people  out  here 
in  Kansas.  They  are  so  loyal  and  willing 
to  do  all  they  can  for  God,  His  Church 
and  our  Savior. — Chester  W.  Carr,  Pitts- 
burg,  Kans. 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
us   and  on  us. 

Boys  and  girls,  please  put  yourselves 
entirely,  unreservedly  in  the  Master  Pot- 
ter's hands  and  let  Him  do  the  work  in 
your  life  that  will  make  you  a  first- 
class  (not  a  second)  vessel  meet  for  the 
Master's  use,  then  you'll  be  ready  when 
Jesus  comes.  Sometime  in  a  future  mes- 
sage, perhaps  next  issue,  we  want  to 
continue  our  thoughts  along  the  line  of 


the  Potter  and  the  clay.  Oh,  what  a 
great  subject! 

The  Answered  Prayer 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

prayers;  the  cow  didn't  know  anything 
about  prayers. 

Nina  had  almost  reached  the  fence 
and  the  cow  had  almost  reached  her. 
Nina  was  sure  that  God  could  stop  that 
cow;  so  down  she  went  on  her  knees  be- 
hind a  little  low  clump  of  bushes  to 
pray.  Her  prayer  was  a  short  one;  with 
all  her  heart  and  soul  she  asked  her  Fa- 
ther in  Heaven  not  to  let  the  cow  get 
her;  and  her  prayer  was  answered.  The 
cow  rushed  by,  head  down,  going  like 
the  wind. 

Nina  jumped  up,  ran  to  the  fence, 
climbed  over,  and  there  she  was,  safe 
and  unharmed. 

The  cow  was  surprised.  You  see  the 
cow  was  going  so  fast  with  her  head 
down,  that  she  didn't  know  what  had 
become  of  the  flying  red  cape  when 
Nina  knelt  for  a  minute  behind  the  low 
clump  of  bushes  to  say  her  prayers. 
When  the  cow  turned  there  was  Nina 
on  the  other  side  of  the  fence,  going 
home.  "R-r-r-errr  moo!  moo!"  said  the 
cow;  and  she  didn't  know  how  it  hap- 
pened. 

Before  Nina  went  in  the  house  she 
knelt  by  the  gooseberry  bush  near  the 
windmill  and  thanked  God  for  answering 
her  prayer. — Sel. 

The  Widow  and  the  Judge 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
weeping  were  red  for  many  a  mile  on 
that  journey.  And  I  can  hardly  believe 
that  one  who  witnessed  that  scene  ever 
touched  a  card  again.  It  is  but  just  to 
say  that  when  the  passengers  came  to 
themselves  they  generously  responded  to 
the  Judge,  who,  hat  in  hand,  silently 
passed  through  her  little  audience. — 
Author   Unknown. 

"Not'Yet" 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
ter  able  to  attend  to  religion." 

He  lived  to  be  a  gray-headed  old  man. 
"Not  yet,"  still  he  cried.  "I  shall  soon  re- 
tire from  business,  and  then  I  shall  have 
nothing  else  to  do  but  read  and  pray." 

And  so  he  died.  He  put  off  until  an- 
other time  what  he  should  have  done 
when  a  child.  He  lived  without  God,  and 
died  without  hope.  He  missed  "the  peace 
of  God,  which  passeth  all  understand- 
ing" in  Time,  and  the  "pleasures"  at 
God's  right  hand  forevermore  in  Eterni- 
ty.—-Sel. 

Some  churches  had  better  be  small  as 
large,  as  they  consume  all  their  finance 
on  their  home  needs  and  keep  all  of  their 
talent  at  home.  A  church  that  is  so 
small  as  to  do  this  should  remain  small. 
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Reading  Circle  Members 

1.  Mrs.  Paul  Hughes,  Coffeeville,  Miss. 

2.  Mrs.  Ethel  Howe,  Coffeeville,  Miss. 

3.  Mrs.   Estelle  Holloway,     Coffeeville, 
Miss. 

4.  Mrs.    Annie   May   Morgan,     Coffee- 
ville, Miss. 

5.  Alleen  Hughes,   Coffeeville,  Miss. 

6.  Lenora   Howe,   Coffeeville,   Miss. 

7.  Mary  Iza  Howe,  Coffeeville,  Miss. 

8.  Maude     Ellen      Hight,      Coffeeville, 
Miss. 

9.  Wynomah  Brooks,  Coffeeville,  Miss. 

10.  Mrs.   J.  S.  Hight,   Coffeeville,  Miss. 

1 1 .  Tip  Gilmore,  Oakland,  Miss. 

12.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ralph  Mullen,  Coffee- 
ville, Miss. 

13.  Mrs.    Vance      Bos  well,      Coffeeville, 
Miss. 

14.  Mrs.      Lillian      Brown,      Coffeeville, 
Miss. 

15.  John  Adair,  Pinsonfork,  Ky. 

16.  Lydia  Blazer,   Parrottsville,   Tenn. 

17.  Mazie  Blazer,  Parrottsville,  Tenn. 

18.  Ida  Belle  Blazer,  Parrottsville,  Tenn.- 


Attention,  Please! 

Just  two  more  issues  of  the  paper  un- 
til the  Assembly.  In  August  we  will 
make  our  bound  Lighted  Pathways.  If 
you  want  to  be  sure  to  get  one,  send  us 
your  order  now,  as  we  will  have  only 
one  hundred  of  them.  You  should  have 
one  in  your  home  for  your  children;  they 
will  spend  many  hours  reading  this 
choice  material.  Young  man  or  woman, 
Christian  worker,  minister,  or  whoever 
you  may  be,  you  will  appreciate  these 
splendid  helps  for  your  work.  Price  $1.00. 
Order  now  or  you  may  be  too  late. 
Money  must  accompany  order. 

Also  we  have  a  play  written  by  Broth- 
er E.  E.  Coleman  which  we  can  highly 
recommend  for  use  in  your  Y.  P.  E. 
It  is  one  that  will  make  a  lasting  impres- 
sion for  good  on  your  audience.  The 
title  is  "The  Unbroken  Circle."  Price 
2  5c.  Now  this  play  will  be  published  in 
pamphlet  form  as  soon  as  we  receive 
enough  orders  to  meet  the  expenses.  Let 
each  Endeavor  send  quickly  for  one  of 
these,  then  when  you  need  it,  you  will 
have  it.  We  want  to  publish  it  right 
away.  Your  Endeavor  will  not  miss  this 
money  and  it  will  be  a  blessing  to  many. 
— Editor. 


IF 

IF  you  are  a  Gideon,  your  order  is  al- 
ready placed  with  the  Publishing  House 
and  please  do  not  order  each  month. 
Some  have  received  two  orders  because 
of  this  and  wondered  why! 

IF,  however,  you  need  other  papers 
besides  the  regular  number,  please  order 
them  and  mention  that  it  is  an  extra 
order. 

IF  you  desire  your  roll  discontinued, 
please  write  us  by  the  10th  of  each 
month. 

IF    all    Gideons    would    sign    "Gideon" 


when  writing  to  us,  we  would  be  saved 
much  time  here  at  Headquarters. 

IF  possible,  avoid  changing  of  names 
and  addresses.  Each  time  you  change 
Gideons  we  must  change  our  records 
here.  So  let  the  paper  come  in  the  same 
name,  if  possible,  though  someone  else 
sells   the  papers.   Thank  you. — Editor. 

Don't  Forget 

Y.  P.  E's  don't  forget  to  train  on 
the  national  program  for  your  conven- 
tions for  the  Assembly.  In  May  issue  we 
published  the  national  Y.  P.  E.  song, 
"At  the  Battle's  Front."  Your  scripture 
is  Isa.  6:1-8.  Your  motto,  Phil.  4:13. 
Please  keep  your  Mother's  Day  issue  at 
least  until  your  Y.  P.  E.  learns  this  song. 
Just  think  of  the  great  army  of  young 
people  marching  out  to  battle  in  this 
great  warfare  we  are  in  against  the  ene- 
my.— Editor. 


Important  Notice 

To  the  Y.  P.  E's  of  the  states 
who  are  contesting  for  the  national 
banner:  You  will  not  count  in  the 
race  unless  you  are  a  paid-up 
Gideon.  Please  every  one  have  your 
remittance  in  full,  by  the  10th  of 
August.  We  want  to  turn  the  re- 
ports over  to  the  committee  at 
that  time,  so  we  can  inform  the 
winning  state  by  the  15th  and  give 
plenty  of  time  for  them  to  make 
arrangements  to  be  on  the  pro- 
gram at  the  Assembly.  Please  be 
on    time. 


Send  Us  Your  Picture 

Any  young  person,  quartette  or  group 
of  young  people  who  would  like  to  have 
your  pictures  in  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
please  send  $2.00  to  have  cut  made  and 
we  will  be  glad  to  use  it  as  this  makes 
the  paper  interesting  to  other  young  peo- 
ple. You  may  have  your  cut  for  future 
use. — Editor. 


Attention,     Gideons 

There  seems  to  be  some  misunder- 
standing about  our  special  price  on  rolls. 
We  have  been  making  a  special  price  of 
4c  each  on  rolls  for  free  distribution  in 
hospitals,  jails,  etc.  We  cannot  do  this 
for  any  other  purpose.  We  are  trying  to 
make  it  easy  for  you  to  do  missionary 
work.  Each  roll  you  buy  will  be  $1.00 
per  roll  of  14  unless  for  free  distribution. 
Remember  you  must  get  three  rolls  at 
$1.00  per  roll  before  you  can  get  the 
extra  papers  at  4c.  Also  we  want  to  make 
it  clear  that  your  order  for  these  extra 
papers  must  be  in  by  the  1 0th  of  each 
month. 

On  each  roll  at  $1.00  per  roll  of  14, 
at    1 0c  each  you   make   a  profit  of  40c. 

One  young  lady,  Miss  Beaulah  Osbon 
of  Aiken,  S.  C.  is  ordering  six  rolls.  This 


is  real  missionary  work.  Others  are  close 
behind  her.  If  this  paper  is  being  a  bless- 
ing to  you  why  not  pass  it  on  to  others? 
— Editor. 


New  Gideons 

1.  Nettie  M.  Hanvey,  Central,  S.  C. 

2.  Mrs.   Sam  Tyra,  Talco,  Texas. 

3.  Mrs.   R.   E.   Hamilton,  Canton,  N. 
C. 

4.  Mrs.    Blair    Walls,      Hollidaysburg, 
Pa. 

5.  Evelyn  Knight,   Graniteville,  S.   C. 

6.  Daniel   G.   Hamner,  Ellwood   City, 
Pa. 

7.  M.  M.  Mortenson,  Huntington,  W. 
Va. 

8.  Adice  Wilferson,  Haines  City,  Fla.  I 

9.  M.  C.  Parker,  Cullman,  Ala. 

10.  Miss   Annie   Laura   Sullivan,   Shaw-1 
nee,  Okla. 

11.  Mrs.  C.  W.  Jackson,  Calhoun,  Ga. 

12.  Mrs.  Agnes  Brown,  Crystal   River,! 
Fla. 

13.  Helen  Davis,   Londonderry,   Ohio. 

14.  Alex  J.  Sittner,  Mcintosh,  S.  Dak.i 

15.  Vergie  Wiggins,   Galax,   Va. 

16.  Eunice   Lord,   Williston,   Fla. 

17.  Mrs.  Grace  Lane,  Sevierville,  Tenn.l 

18.  Eva  Belle  Parsons,  Fitzgerald,  Ga.  ; 

19.  Mary  Tanner,  Carrier  Mills,   111. 

20.  Ruth  E.  Luke,  St.  Joseph,  Mo. 

21.  C.  E.  Beckett,  Parkersburg,  W.  Va. 

22.  G.  W.   White,  Blue  Diamond,  Ky.J 

23.  Mrs.  Hugh  Helton,  Crab  Orchard, 
Ky.  j 

24.  Miss  Maxine    Sexton,     Jonben,     W.j 
Va. 

2  5.  Mrs.  J.  I.  Garrison,  Lego,  W.  Va.   1 

To  be  a  Gideon  vou  may  order  a  roll  of  THBl 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirtyj 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  youj 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  orderl  i 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?;) 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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Generalissimo   Chiang   Kai- 
Shek 

By  far  the  greatest  personality  in 
China  today  is  Chiang  Kai-Shek,  that 
nation's  Prime  Minister  and  virtual  dic- 
tator. Barely  ten  years  ago  he  was  a 
Communist  General,  relentless,  vindic- 
tive, cruel. 

Swooping  down  suddenly  upon  a 
Chinese  city  he  seized  it  with  surpris- 
ing case  and  allowed  his  undisciplined 
horde  unbridled  freedom  as  they  looted 
the  place.  Many  Christians  were  hunted 
down  and  butchered.  The  terror-stricken 
inhabitants  were  subjected  to  violence 
and  villainy. 

The  hospital,     erected     by  missionary 
effort,  was  rifled,  then  burned.  The  dis 
tressed    doctor   saw    the    work    of    thirty 
years  reduced  to  ruins. 

So  Chiang  Kai-Shek,  glorying  in  his 
successful  coup,  began  to  plan  other 
victories. 

"A  foreign  devil  wishes  to  see  you, 
General,"    said    an    orderly. 

"Foreign  devil?  And  still  alive?  Bring 
him  in." 

It  was  the  missionary  doctor  who  now 
stood  before  the  tyrant.  "I  have  come 
to  ask  a  favor,  sir." 

"And  you  will  not  get  it,  whatever 
/ou  ask,"  was  the  curt   reply. 

"My  hospital  is  in  ruins  and  my  woik 
is  taken  from  me.  May  I  have  the  privi- 
lege of  tending  and  healing  your  wounded 
men?" 

Absolutely  astonished  at  such  a  re- 
quest, the  General  gave  him  permission. 
Chiang  Kai-Shek  told  his  wife  of  this 
truly  amazing  deed.  She  knew  some- 
thing of  Christianity  and  at  once  said, 
"Oh,  there  is  nothing  wonderful  in 
that!  He  is  only  putting  into  practice 
the  doctrines   of   his   religion." 

There  was  a  brief  silence.  The  Com- 
munist General  was  doing  some  rapid 
thinking.  He  was  the  first  to  break  the 
silence.  "If  that  is  what  the  foreign 
devil's  religion  really  is,  I,  too,  will  be- 
come a  Christian." — Sel. 

Word  Pictures  of  China 

Gloria  F.  Fugley 

3  3.  Manchukuo — (Man-chook-wo) 

34.  Gobi  Desert 

3  5.  Bamboo 

36.    Kinsai — (Kin-sigh) 

57.  Boxer  Rebellion 

3  8.   Tien-tsin (Teen-sin) 

39.  Himalaya — (Him-a-lay-a) 

40.  Hong   Kong 

41.  Sinkiang — (Sin-key-ang) 

42.  Buddha— (Boo-da) 

43.  Foochow — (Foo-chow) 

44.  Mukden — (Muck-den) 

45.  Tael—  (Tail) 


46.  Jade 

47.  Tai— (Tie) 

48.  Altai — (Ahl-tie) 

Answers 

3  3.  An  independent  state  in  Manchu- 
ria so  proclaimed  in  1932.  Population 
3  3,000,000. 

34.  Vast  desert  of  central  Asia  some 
3,000  feet  above  sea  level  and  practical- 
ly uninhabited  except  for  tribes  of 
Buddhists  which  settle  in  the  mountains 
of  the  north  country. 

3  5.  A  tall  tropical  species  of  grass. 
The  stems  are  hollow,  tough  and  flexi- 
ble. In  China  and  Japan  it  is  used  ex- 
tensively for  weaving,  furniture  making 
and  building  in  general.  There  are  some 
sixty  vareties  of  bamboo  growing  in 
China,  and  the  young  sprouts  which  are 
very    tender  are   used   for  food. 

3  6.  Kinsai  is  the  ancient  name  for 
Hang-chow,  the  city  Marco  Polo 
visited  in  his  travels. 

57.  The  Boxers  were  a  national  socie- 
ty organized  in  1900  for  the  purpose  of 
terminating  the  influence  of  the  west- 
ern world  in  China. 

3  8.  The  port  of  the  city  of  Peiping 
in  China.  It  is  situated  on  the  Pei-ho 
River  and  is  an  important  rug  manu- 
facturing center.  The  population  is  1,- 
3  8  8,747. 

3  9.  Mountain  range  in  south  central 
Asia.  Average  height  16,000  to  18,000 
feet.  However,  it  has  many  peaks  tow- 
ering above  2  3,000  feet.  Of  these,  Mount 
Everest  with  a  height  of  29,141  feet,  is 
the  highest   in  the  world. 

40.  Island  off  the  southeast  coast  of 
China  belonging  to  Great  Britain.  It  is 
one  of  the  finest  harbors  in  the  world, 
exporting  rice,  tea,  tin,  silk,  sugar, 
drugs,  feathers,  etc.  Typhoons  sweep 
over  the  city  every  now  and  then  leav- 
ing great  destruction  in  their  wake. 

41.  A  section  in  the  north  of  China 
comprising  all  territory  between  Mon- 
golia and  Tibet,  embracing  an  area  of 
5  5  0,340  square  miles.  The  leading  pro- 
ducts are  cereals,  fruits,  vegetables, 
wool,    cotton,   jade   and   gold. 

42.  An  Indian  Prince  of  the  sixth  cen- 
tury B.  C.  He  was  the  founder  of  the 
religion,    Buddhism. 

43.  One  of  the  principal  tea  markets 
in  China,  the  port  being  first  opened  to 
foreign  trade  in  1842.  Foochow  is  also 
noted  for  its  fine  lacquer. 

44.  The  capital  of  Manchuria.  Popu- 
lation 2  5  0,000.  It  was  the  site  of  much 
dispute  during  the  Boxer  Rebellion  and 
the  decisive  battle  of  the  Russo-Japan- 
ese War. 

45.  A  measure  of  weight  used  in  the 
Orient.  It  varies  from  time  to  time  but 
it  is  generally  equal  to  about  one  and 
one-third  ounces. 


46.  Dark  green  stone  of  the  silicon 
variety.  It  is  very  hard  and  some  of  it 
very  costly.  The  Chinese  arc  partial  to 
it  and  use  it  extensively  for  all  sorts  of 
adornments. 

47.  A  mountain  in  China.  It  is  4,111 
feet  high  and  is  held  sacred  by  the  peo- 
ple. The  surrounding  villages  are  very 
prosperous  as  a  result  of  the  large  num- 
bers of  pilgrims  which  visit  there  con- 
tinually. 

48.  A  mountain  range  in  the  northern 
part  of  China,  mainly  between  Mon- 
golia and  Sungaria.  It  has  one  peak,  Mt. 
Bielucha,  which  is  12,790  feet  high. 
There  are  extensive  gold,  silver,  copper 
and  iron  mines. 

■ — From  The  Young  People's  Journal. 


One  native  out  of  every  thousand  in 
China  is   a  Christian. 

There  arc  5,743  missionaries  in  China 
in   640   villages   and  cities. 

There  are  103,000  villages  with  no 
missionary  activity. 

There  are  400,000  deaf  mutes  in 
China. 

There  are   1,000,000  lepers  in  China. 

One  of  the  first  difficulties  that  mis- 
sionaries face  in  China  is  the  fact  that 
they  are  catalogued  as  foreigners.  The 
Chinese  are  a  radically  different  race  and 
rather  difficult  to  deal  with.  For  in- 
stance, they  do  many  things  just  the 
opposite  from  the  American  way.  They 
enjoy  their  dessert  first.  They  patch  the 
outside  of  the  garment  instead  of  the  in- 
side. Buttons  are  placed  on  the  left  side 
of  a  garment.  The  first  and  front  page 
of  their  books  is  like  the  last  in  our 
books. 

The  world  has  had  2  5  wars  in  79 
years.  There  is  only  one  country  in 
Europe  that  has  never  had  a  war  and 
that  is  Norway. 

Bishop  Wordsworth  tells  us  that  there 
are  in  Shakespeare's  works  more  than 
5  00  Bible  quotations,  allusions,  references 
and  sentiments.  Hamlet  alone  contains 
about  80,  Richard  the  Third  nearly  5  0, 
Henry  the  Fifth  and  Richard  the  Second 
about  40  each.  He  quotes  from  5  4  books, 
and  not  one  of  his  37  plays  is  without 
a  Scriptural  reference.  Genesis  furnishes 
the  poet  5 1  quotations  or  allusions,  the 
Psalms  with  59,  Proverbs  with  3  5,  Isaiah 
with  21,  Matthew  with  60,  Luke  with 
30    and   Romans    with   2  0. 

There  arc  926  quotations  from  the 
Bible  in  the  writings  of  John  Ruskin  and 
378  in  those  of  Lord  Alfred  Tennyson. 
The  fact  is,  the  Bible  constitutes  a  very 
considerable  part  of  all  writings  that 
bear  the  imprint  of  brains  and  are  worth 
reading. — Pentecostal    Herald. 
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Tolks  Who  Keep    Iheih.    feelinGS  Out 


Walter  E.  Isenhour 


There's  folks  perhaps  you  know  about 
Who  wear  their  feelings  inside  out; 
No  matter  what  you  do  or  say, 
They're  cdways  getting  hurt  some  way. 
It  hurls  them  if  you  preach  the  truth, 
It  hurts  them  if  you  warn,  the  youth; 
It  hurts  them  if  you  preach  too  long, 
Or  fail  to  sing  their  "hobby"  song. 


They  always  blame  the  other  lad 
For  ev'rything  that's  wrong  and  bad; 
Their  children  are  the  best  in  town, 
The  best  of  all  the  folks  around. 
It's  the  childish  things  that  cause  the  roiv, 
The  little  pettish  things  somehow, 
That  bring  so  many  strifes  about 
When  people  keep  their  feelings  out. 


It  hurts  them  if  you  fail  to  pet; 
They  have  their  feelings  all  upset; 
You've  got  to  rub  their  feathers  right 
Or  they  are  wrong  enough  to  fight. 
Sometimes  they  stay  at  home  and  pout; 
You  wonder  what  it's  all  about; 
Then  find  it  was  a  childish  toy 
That  lobbed  them  of  their  peace  and  joy. 


No  matter  what  may  mash  their  toes, 
They  blame  it  on  their  many  foes; 
For  it's  the  other  fellow's  "dirt" 
That  always  keeps  their  feelings  hurt. 
They  need  salvation — yes,  they  do — 
To  clean  them  up  and  make  them  new, 
That  takes  the  carnal  nature  out 
And  makes  them  smile  instead  of  pout. 


'Twill  keep  them  feeling  fine  and  good 
At  home  and  in  their  neighborhood; 
They'll  fill  their  place  in  church  and  pew, 
And  praise  the  Lord    instead    of  "stew." 
'Twill  put  their  feelings  in  their  place, 
And  put  a  shine  upon  their  face, 
And  put  a  "go"  within  their  soul 
To  live  for  God  and  teach  the  goal. 

—The  P.  H.  Advocate. 
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The  Old-Fashioned  Gospel 

By  J.  KENNETH  BARNES 


If  the  old-fashioned  Gospel  were  preached  more  to-day, 
With  Divine  power  and  unction,  in  the  old-fashioned  way: 
There'd  be  old-time  conviction  so  pungent  and  strong, 
That  seekers  most  gladly  the  altar  would  throng. 

The  attendance  at  meetings  would  greatly  increase; 
There'd  be  more  shouts  of  triumph  and  abundance  of  peace; 
'Twould  be  an  incentive  our  efforts  to  bend, 
Each  service  that's  held  at  the  church  to  attend. 

The  pilgrims  would  tarry  for  enduement  of  power; 
They'd  heed  not  the  time  nor  the  lateness  of  hour. 
But  would  wait  for  the  promise  of  the  Father  above, 
Being  filled  with  His  presence,  His  pow'r,  and  His  love. 

The  Sunday  School  surely  would  prosper  and  grow, 
And  the  Word  of  the  Lord  we'd  be  able  to  sow, 
There'd  be  plenty  of  teachers,  both  women  and  men, 
To  care  for  the  children  the  Lord  would  send  in. 

There'd  be  cooperation,  approval  and  praise, 
There'd  be  blending  of  thought  in  methods  and  ways, 
There'd  be  unity,  harmony,  fellowship   sweet, 
As  we'd  worship  together  at  the  dear  Master's  feet. 

A  sociable  spirit  among  us  you'd  feel, 

A  love  for  each  other  you  could  not  conceal: 

The  strangers  would  notice  the  warm  atmosphere, 

And  would  take  away  with  them  a  spirit  of  cheer. 

Then  why  not  expect  just  such  meetings  as  these? 
I  am  sure  the  dear  Father  in  Heaven  'twould  please; 
And  as  a  result  we'd  be  delighted  to  see, 
An  old-time  revival,  and  great  victory. 

— Church  of  Christ  Advocate 
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"Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a 
light   unto   my    path." 


Psalm   119:105 
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ALDA  B.  HARRISON 
Editor 


Dear  Boys   and  Girls:   God  bless  you.      jl 
I'm    wondering    how    many    problems 
you  have  to  meet  this  morning  and  just 
what    you    would    like    for    me    to    write 
to  you  about.  I  am  sure  you  have  many 
problems.      You 
I   are    troubled    and 
I   distressed  to 
1  know     how       to 
I   meet  them.  I  may 
I   be       talking       to 
I  some     who     have 
I  formed    habits 
which      you      are 
trying    to      over- 
come.     Some      of 
them    arc    hinder- 
ing you  from  liv- 
ing the  victorious 
life.  So  we  arc  go- 
ing to  talk  to  you 
about    "Good-habit    Highways." 

We  usually  think  of  certain  things 
when  someone  says,  Johnie  Jones  has 
formed  some  very  bad  habits.  We  think, 
well,  I  suppose  Johnie  has  learned  to  use 
tobacco  and  drink  whiskey  or  to  swear, 
but  there  are  many  other  bad  habits 
that  we  form  besides  these  I  have  men- 
tioned. So  we  are  going  to  try  to  lead 
you  out  into  Good-habit  Highway. 

The  church  to  which  you  belong 
needs  leaders.  Some  folks  are  born  to  be 
leaders  and  other  must  be  trained.  You 
probably  know  many  who  believe  that 
leaders  are  born  and  not  made  and  that 
people  are  either  destined  to  be  one  or 
destined  not  to  be  one,  but  we  simply 
do  not  believe  it.  Some,  no  doubt,  are 
born  with  better  leadership  capacity 
than  others,  but  a  very  real  and  appre- 
ciative amount  of  effective  leadership 
can  be  and  constantly  is  being  acquired 
by  people  who  desire  leadership,  and 
are   willing   to  pay   full  price   for   it. 

Acquire  the  habit  of  leading.  You  say, 
That  is  peculiar,  I  never  heard  of  a  habit 
like  that.  We  will  try  to  make  you  see 
what  we  mean.  Let  us  see  what  the 
first  step  toward  leadership  is.  The 
first  important  step  is  that  of  being 
i  ricndly.  You  will  notice  the  politician 
as  he  seeks  to  lead  out  along  political 
lines.  He  comes  to  your  home.  He 
notices  every  dog  and  cat  around  the 
home.  The  baby  of  the  home  is  the  most 
beautiful  baby  he  has  seen  in  all  the 
world. 

The  successful  salesman  who  comes  to 
your  door  notices  the  children,  he  com- 
pliments them,  yes,  he  gets  you  in  the 
best  state  of  mind  possible  to  be  able 
to  get  your  attention.  Then  without  a 
doubt  he  makes  the  sale.  No  other  kind 
of  salesman  is  successful.  Some  people 
are  sure  they  arc  not   cut   out  for  sales- 


tmen  and  after  they  have  studied  and 
practiced  for  awhile  and  formed  a  few 
habits  they  become  expert  salesmen. 
They  practice  until  they  become  ex- 
perts. Yes,  they  get  in  the  habit  of 
smiling,  of  petting  the  dog  and  cat  un- 
til  they  overcome  their  difficulties. 

Did  you  ever  enter  a  store  on  a  shop- 
ping tour  and  watch  the  clerks?  Well, 
I  suppose  you  notice  the  difference  in 
the  way  they  meet  you.  Some  with  a 
smile  and  seemingly  with  a  desire  to 
please  you.  They  try  to  understand 
what  your  need  is  and  then  make  an 
effort  to  fill  that  need.  You  arc  really 
made  to  feel  that  they  are  personally  in- 
terested in  you.  When  you  leave,  you 
say,  Well,  1  want  to  go  back  there,  and 
you  go  and  ask  for  that  person  to  serve 
you.  What  have  they  accomplished  with 
this  spirit?  They  have  led  you  back  to 
their  store.  They  have  formed  the  habit 
of  being  friendly  and  kind  and  by  do- 
ing this  they  lead  many  to  this  place  of 
business. 

We  one  time  heard  a  Sunday  School 
worker  say,  "Oh,  if  we  only  had  lead- 
ers in  the  different  communities  we 
could  organize  so  many  Sunday  Schools." 
Isn't  it  a  shame? 

Now  here  is  the  thought  we  want 
to  bring  to  you.  The  fields  are  white 
and  waiting  for  leaders  in  the  differ- 
ent communities  to  lead  out  in  the  work 
of  the  Lord.  You  pray,  O  Lord,  how 
I'd  like  to  do  something  in  this  com- 
munity for  Thee,  but  I've  no  leader- 
ship and  don't  know  how  to  go  about 
it.  Of  course,  in  the  work  of  the  Lord, 
the  first  step  is  to  make  a  complete 
consecration  and  then  do  not  depend  on 
the  Lord  to  do  everything  for  you. 
There  is  much  you  can  do  to  bring  to 
pass  the  state  of  leadership  you  are  seek- 
ing. 

Try  smiling  your  way  into  the  hearts 
of  the  people.  It  just  comes  natural  to 
some  but  others  must  cultivate  the 
habit.  Perhaps  the  reason  you  are  not 
leading  men  and  women  to  Christ  is 
just  this  little  fault  you  have.  Did  you 
ever  look  in  the  mirror  and  see  how 
sour  you  look  sometimes?  Here  is  a  lit- 
tle  verse   for  you. 

Ever   pause   before   a    mirror 

When  yon  had  a  spell  of  hints; 

When    yon    wished   someone   yon    envied, 

For  awhile,   was   in  your  shoes? 

Ever   glimpse    yonr   sad   reflection 
With  the  month  a-tumin'  down, 
And  /he   brow   that   should   be  lofty 
Decorated    with   a   frown — 
and  smile? 

If  you  ever  did  this,  you  know  which 
you  can  best  use,  a  smile  or  a  frown,  to 


win  a  soul  to  Christ,  or  cheer  some  lone- 
ly heart  along  this  way.  So  why  not  cul- 
tivate the  habit  of  smiling? 

Physicians  tell  us  the  best  thing  one 
can  do  for  an  unhealthy  body  is  to  give 
it  plenty  of  sunshine.  It  will  work  won- 
ders on  the  soul.  Feed  the  people  in  your 
community  on  cheerfulness  instead  of 
discouragement. 

We  went  into  a  meeting  one  time 
and  as  soon  as  we  entered  we  knew  the 
pastor  and  his  evangelist  were  both 
down  with  the  blues.  Of  course  the 
meeting  was  a  failure.  Discouragement  is 
very  easily  detected  and  is  as  contag- 
ious as  the  smallpox.  So  if  you  want  to 
be  a  leader  in  your  community  be 
cheerful  and  happy  and  folks  will  fol- 
low your  leadership.  I  can  hear  them 
say  right  now,  I'd  go  to  the  end  of  the 
earth  with  that  man  or  woman.  It  just 
lifts  me  up  to  be  in  their  presence.  This 
is  easier  said  than  done,  I  hear  you  say; 
with  all  the  cares  and  trials  we  have  Jo 
endure.  Oh  yes,  it's  hard  sometimes  but 
by  our  own  determination  and  God's 
grace  it  can  be  done.  The  writer  knows 
by  experience  that  many  times  when  the 
heart  is  carrying  a  heavy  load,  it  pays 
to  smile.  This  one  thing  we  must  pay 
for  leadership. 

Get  in  the  habit  of  loving  everybody. 
This  is  possible.  The  devil  will  tell  \ou 
it  is  not  possible,  but  you  tell  him  it  is 
and  stick  to  it  with  determination.  God 
will  meet  you  half  way.  Some  folks  de- 
pend on  God  doing  the  whole  thing.  Of 
course  He  has  a  part  in  it  but  so  do  we. 
Yes,  you  can  cultivate  the  habit  of  lov- 
ing the  unlovable;  that  boy  with  the 
tousled  hair  and  dirty,  ragged  clothes, 
or  that  cigarette  or  whiskey  drinking 
girl.  You  can  force  the  habit  of  loving 
that  old  tobacco-soaked  man;  or  that 
old  woman  with  snuff  running  down 
her  chin.  It's  so  easy  to  love  them  when, 
with  that  spiritual  vision,  you  sec  them 
washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  and 
shouting  His  praises.  Of  course,  you  de- 
test the  tobacco,  but  that  vision  looks 
beneath  it.  A  smile  and  handshake,  per- 
haps a  pat  on  the  shoulder  may  be  all 
that's  needed  to  start  that  man  or  wom- 
an or  that  little  dirty  boy  or  girl  on  the 
right  road.  But  you  did  say,  I  just  can't 
be  a  leader,  I  have  proven  to  you  now 
that    you   can,   haven't    I? 

You  may  be  considered  in  your  com- 
munity a  very  insignificant  little  piece 
of  humanity,  but  God  uses  just  that 
kind  if  they  will  step  out  on  Good-habit 
Highway.  Soon  this  Llighway  will  be 
crowded  with  followers.  It  doesn't  take 
a  great  man  from  the  world's  standpoint 
to  be  a  leader.  Just  a  humble  little 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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At  the  Crossroads 

MINNIE  E.  LUDWIG 

Used  by  Permission  of  Nazarene  Publishing   House 
(Continued  from  last  issue) 


SYNOPSIS 

In  the  dead  hours  of  night  Charles  Ludlow 
ecretly  steals  away  from  the  happy  Christian 
lome  of  his  childhood.  He  had  drifted  further 
nd  further  into  sin  and  his  sweetheart,  a  beau- 
iful  girl  named  Viana  Harvey,  informed  him 
hat   their   close   friendship   must  cease. 

With  the  decision  to  reform  and  lift  the  dis- 
;race  he  has  brought  on  those  whom  he  loves 
learest,  he  boards  the  train  for  Chicago,  where 
le  obtains  work  as  a  grocery  clerk.  He  reforms 
nd  saves  his  money  for  a  while,  but  is  soon  back 
n  the  old  whirl  of  sin. 

Charles  meets,  falls  in  love  and  marries  Judith 
)elver,  a  woman  of  the  world.  A  son  is  born 
o  them.  Charles  names  him  Stephen  after  the 
irst  martyr  and  his  father.  Judith  refuses  to 
:are  for  him  and  puts  him  in  a  day  nursery.  At 
light  Charles  must  go  for  him  and  care  for  him 
vhile  she  spends   her   time  in  society. 

Suddenly  her  body  is  stricken  and  she  lives 
inly  a  short  time.  Thinking  she  will  recover,  she 
efuses  to  make  peace  with  God.  She  realizes  her 
leed  too  late,  and  while  dying  whispers,  "All 
s  lost,"  then,  "Oh,  it  is  so  dark,"  as  she  slips 
ait  into  eternity,  unprepared. 

Charles  was  saddened,  his  past  life  of  sin 
launted  him,  and  he  felt  that  had  he  only  known 
3od,  Judith  might  have  been  spared  or  saved 
hrough    his   prayers. 

Six  years  had  passed.  Many  changes  had  taken 
>lace  in  his  old  home.  His  sister  had  married 
/iana  Harvey's  brother,  Theodore,  and  Viana  had 
narried  a  young  minister,  but  Charles  knew 
lothing  of  these  changes,  but  he  knew  his  father 
md  mother  would  welcome  him  home.  He  decided 
o  take  little  Stephen  there.  Stephen  suddenly  be- 
:omes  ill  and  all  the  savings  are  spent  for  his 
ecovery.  In  a  touching  service  one  Sunday  Charles 
s  gloriously  converted.  He  reads  the  Bible  to 
itephen  and  points  out  the  folly  of  living  a  sin- 
ul    life. 

Once  more  they  begin  preparation  to  go  to 
Dharles'  home.  While  walking  down  the  street 
lext  evening  Charles  is  struck  by  a  car  and  dies 
dmost   instantly,   leaving   Stephen   alone. 

Stephen  vacates  the  old  home  and  moves  into 
in  alley  shack.  He  is  befriended  by  a  newsboy 
ind  begins  selling  papers.  His  good  influence 
eads  Freckles  to  quit  tobacco  and  swearing  and 
hey  both  decide  to  begin  attending  church. 

Stephen  was  very  lonely  and  often  hungry.  He 
nought  of  his  father's  plan  of  going  to  his 
>randfather's  house  and  the  words  he  had  spoken 
;he  night  before  he  was  killed,  "Grandmother 
ivill  let  you  call  her  mamma,  and  she  will  love 
/ou."  Then  he  remembered  his  father  told  him 
:o  adopt  the  sweet-faced  lady  in  his  new  book 
for  his  mamma  until  he  went  to  his  grand- 
nother's.  It  was  strange  he  had  forgotten  this 
3ut  he  resolved  to  do  as  his  father  had  told  him. 
By  the  good  instructions  in  this  little  book  he 
is  guided  into  the  right  road  and  improves  his 
manners   and   conduct. 

One  evening  Freckles  comes  to  Stephen's  shack 
and  tells  of  trouble  between  his  father  and  moth- 
er. Afterward  his  mother  repents  and  is  saved. 
Later  she  takes  sick  and  dies.  Freckles'  father 
moves  and  the  two  friends  have  to  part. 

When  walking  to  the  park  and  returning, 
Stephen  usually  passed  a  residence  which  was  the 
home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  and  their  two 
children,    Raymond    and    Mary.    Their    home    was 

but  a  modest  little  cottage  and  the  furniture  not 


expensive;  the  yard  also  was  not  large  but  well 
kept    and    beautiful    flowers    brightened    the   place. 

The  family,  as  Stephen  saw  them  each  evening 
when  passing  their  home,  reminded  him  of  his 
adopted   mother  and  her  family  in  the  book. 

One  evening,  Mrs.  Sylvester  persuaded  Stephen 
to  play  in  the  yard  with  her  children,  but  just 
before  dark  he  bade  them  good-night  as  he  said 
his  mother  desired  him  to  be  home  early.  He 
was   indeed   a   mystery   to   this   family. 

A  week  later  Mrs.  Sylvester  again  detained 
Stephen  at  their  home  and  at  this  time  she  urged 
him  to  bring  his  father  and  mother  over  some 
time. 

Fie  telh  them  that  his  father  is  dead  and  lie 
is    embarrassed    when    asked    to    bring    his    mother. 

Mrs.  Sylvester  was  wise  and  did  not  press  the 
matter  any  further  but  invited  him  to  dinner 
(hat    following    Sunday. 

On  Sunday  they  learned  that  his  father  and 
mother  were  dead  and  that  he  had  a  book  called 
"Mother"  which  had  taught  him  manners  and 
conduct.  They  accompanied  him  home  and  found 
the    terrible    conditions    under    which    he    lived. 

The  next  day  a  search  was  made  for  some 
relative  but  when  no  trace  was  found  of  his  kin- 
dred the  authoritives  gave  the  Sylvesters  permis- 
sion to  adopt  the  child.  He  was  moved  to  their 
home  and  given  a  room  and  put  on  an  equal  with 
their  children.  On  Sunday  morning  he  accom- 
panies them  to  church  and  there  makes  peace 
with   God. 

While  Stephen  is  being  so  wonderfully  cared  for 
poor  little  Freckles  is  being  abused  by  a  drunken 
father.  Some  time  after  Stephen  had  moved  to 
his  new  home  he  met  up  with  Freckles  and  tells 
the  story  of  his  new  found  home.  He  gives 
Freckles  his  mother  book  to  guide  him  as  he 
had  been  guided.  After  a  brief  visit  together  they 
part,  one  going  to  a  happy  home  and  the  other 
to  z  cheerless  basement  room  to  be  abused  by  a 
drunken    father. 

Freckles  finds  the  book  Stephen  gave  him  to 
be  a  great  inspiration.  He  becomes  interested  in 
church  and  begins  to  attend.  Soon  he  is  con- 
verted and  becomes  a  fisher  of  men.  The  first 
one  he  thinks  of  is  his  Dad,  and  in  our  last 
issue  Dad  is  almost  persuaded  to  go  to  church 
with    him. 

Freckles  succeeds  in  getting  his  father  to  church 
and  finally  he  is  converted  and  becomes  a  changed 
man.  The  church  people  are  very  kind  to  them 
and   provide  them   with   the  comforts  of  life. 

Stephen  was  very  happy  in  his  new  home.  He 
was  ambitious  and  studied  hard.  At  the  age  of 
17  he  finished  High  School  and  entered  college 
the  next  fall. 

One  day  as  he  was  going  through  an  old  suit- 
case which  contained  his  father's  belongings  he 
found  a  letter  that  he  had  written  home  just 
before  he  died.  Through  this  letter  he  found  the 
address  of  his  grandparents. 


Stephen's  eyes  again  and  again  filled 
with  tears  while  he  was  reading;  when 
he  had  finished  the  letter,  the  family 
sat  in  silence  for  a  few  moments.  No 
one  knew  just  what  to  say.  Mr.  Syl- 
vester spoke  first. 

"That  is  a  sad  letter,  Stephen,  yet 
there  is  a  bright  side — at  least  some  mys- 
teries   that    have    been    hanging    heavily 


over  your  life  have  been  solved.  You 
now  know  something  about  your  moth- 
er and  you  may  be  able  to  find  your 
grandparents   if   they   are   yet    living." 

"Yes,  this  letter  is  worth  everything 
to  me,"  Stephen  answered,  "no  one 
knows  how  it  grieved  me  that  there 
seemed  to  be  such  a  mystery  about  my 
family.  This  letter  clears  up  so  many 
things.  Father,  no  doubt,  left  home  be- 
cause at  that  time  he  had  gone  into  sin, 
and  would  not  return  until  he  was 
saved.  I  remember  well  when  he  said, 
as  he  mentions  in  the  letter,  'Sonnie,  you 
never  had  a  mother,'  and  I  was  never 
able  to  understand  why  he  should  make 
such  a  statement.  Another  thing  is  clear 
to  me  now.  Just  before  father  died,  and 
in  his  weakened  condition  he  could  not 
form  sentences  any  more,  he  said  in 
broken  words,  'The  letter — the  old  suit- 
case.' The  doctors  and  others  standing 
near  told  me  that  he  was  delirious  but 
I  know  now  that  he  was  trying  to  tell 
me  about  this  letter.  He  also  mentioned 
Elm  Point  when  he  was  speaking  in 
broken  sentences  telling  me  to  go  to 
Grandfather's  house.  Those  standing  by 
told  me  that  in  his  delirium  he  was 
speaking  about  the  place  not  far  from 
our  home  where  three  streets  meet  by  a 
large  elm  tree  which  is  sometimes  called 
Elm  Point.  Young  as  I  was,  I  believed 
what  they  said,  but  it  is  all  clear  to  me 
now,  he  was  not  delirious  but  was  mak- 
ing an  effort  to  tell  me  where  grand- 
father lives.  I  also  remember  well  the 
evening  Father  wrote  this  letter.  That 
evening  he  gave  me  the  book,  'Mother,' 
and  told  me  to  adopt  the  sweet-faced 
lady  as  my  mother  until  we  would  go  to 
Grandmother's  house,  then,  he  said 
Grandmother  would  be  my  mother  and 
love  me.  That  was  the  night  he  told 
me  to  retire  early  because  he  had  an  im- 
portant letter  to  write  and  wished  to 
be  alone,  and  then  said  that  the  next 
evening  we  would  once  more  go  to  the 
lake  shore  where  he  wished  to  tell  me 
something  that  he  said  he  should  have 
told  me  long  ago;  this  letter  reveals 
that  he  had  reserved  that  evening  to  tell 
me  about  his  past  life  and  about  my 
mother." 

"Now,  son,"  said  Mr.  Sylvester  as  he 
laid  his  hand  on  Stephen's  head,  "Elm 
Point  is  only  about  three  hundred  miles 
from  here  and  we  shall  immediately 
make  plans  for  you  to  go  to  see  your 
grandparents." 

"Yes,"  said  Mrs.  Sylvester,  "I  was 
thinking  how  your  dear  Grandmother 
must  be  grieving  over  the  loss  of  her 
boy.  You  are  now  twenty  years  old,  and 
judging  from  the  contents  of  that  let- 
ter, your  father  must  have  left  home 
about  two  years  before  you  were  born — 
twenty-two  years  is  a  long  time  for  a 
mother  and  father  to  grieve  over  the 
boy  who  has  left  home  under  such  cir- 
( Continued  on  page  20) 
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The  Parable  of  the  Vineyard 

In  Luke  2  0:9-16  we  find  an  account 
of  a  rich  man  who  planted  a  vineyard 
and  left  husbandmen  to  take  care  of  it 
while  he  went  into  a  far  country.  At 
the  time  for  the  fruit  to  be  ripe  he  sent 
a  servant  to  the  husbandmen  to  receive 
the  fruit.  But  these  wicked  husbandmen 
beat  him  and  sent  him  away  empty.  He 
sent  a  second  servant  and  they  treated 
him  shamefully  and  the  third  they 
wounded   and   cast   out. 

Then  the  Lord  said,  "I  will  send  my 
beloved  son:  it  may  be  they  will  rev- 
erence him  when  they  see  him." 

"But  when  the  husbandmen  saw  him, 
they  reasoned  among  themselves,  say- 
ing, This  is  the  heir:  come,  let  us  kill 
him,  that  the  inheritance  may  be  ours." 

"So  they  cast  him  out  of  the  vine- 
yard, and  killed  him.  What  therefore 
shall  the  lord  of  the  vineyard  do  unto 
them?  He  shall  come  and  destroy  these 
husbandmen,  and  shall  give  the  vineyard 
to  others." 

Who  planted  a  vineyard?  A  rich  man. 
Whom  did  he  leave  in  charge  of  it?  Hus- 
bandmen. What  did  they  do  when  he  sent 
a  servant  for  the  fruit?  Beat  the  servant 
and  sent  him  away  empty.  What  did  the 
lord  finally  do?  Sent  his  beloved  son 
and  they  killed  him.  What  did  the  lord 
do?  Destroyed  the  husbandmen  and  gave 
the    vineyard   to  others. 

The  Man  Who  Loved  God 

Joseph  was  a  man  who  served  God  in 
all  things.  His  brothers  hated  him  and 
sold  him  into  slavery,  but  God  gave  him 
the  favor  of  Potiphar,  who  trusted  ev- 
erything  to  him. 


Later  he  was  thrown  into  prison  by 
Potiphar's  wife  but  God  gave  him  the 
friendship  of  the  jailer  and  all  in  the 
prison.  God  gave  him  wisdom  to  under- 
stand dreams  and  we  find  how  he  in- 
terpreted Pharaoh's  dream  of  the  com- 
ing  famine. 

Because  of  this  Pharaoh  made  him  the 
greatest  in  the  kingdom,  so  that  where- 
ever  he  went  the  people  bowed  down 
before  him.  But  he  was  not  proud  nor 
selfish.  Lie  forgave  his  wicked  brothers 
and  later  brought  his  father's  family  to 
Egypt  and  cared  for  them  during  the 
famine. 

He  always  did  what  he  believed  God 
would  have  him  do  and  when  the  chil- 
dren of  Israel  left  Egypt  they  took  the 
bones  of  Joseph  into  Canaan  and  buried 
them. 

Who  was  Joseph?  A  man  who  served 
God.  What  did  his  brothers  do?  Sold 
him  into  slavery.  Who  had  him  thrown 
into  prison?  Potiphar's  wife.  Who  did 
he  gain  favor  with?  The  jailer  and  pris- 
oners. Who  gave  him  the  wisdom  to  in- 
terpret dreams?  God.  How  did  he  gain 
favor  with  Pharaoh?  By  interpreting  his 
dream.  Did  Pharaoh  reward  him  for 
this?  Yes.  How?  By  making  him  ruler 
of  the  land.  Did  he  forgive  his  wicked 
brothers?  Yes.  Where  was  he  buried? 
First  in  Egypt  and  later  the  children 
of  Israel  took  his  bones  to  Canaan  and 
buried    them. 

Jesus  and  the  Children 

We  know  that  Jesus  loves  children. 
When  His  friends  tried  to  keep  them 
away,  He  held  out  His  arms  to  them  and 
said,  "Let  the  little  children  come  unto 
me."  Then,  "He  took  them  up  in  his 
arms  and  blessed  them."  Children  surely 
can  say,  "We  love  Him,  because  He  first 
loved  us,"  and  they  will  want  to  "do 
those  things  that  are  pleasing  in  His 
sight."  One  way  to  please  Jesus  is  to 
be  kind  and  forgiving  toward  everyone, 
no  matter  how  they  treat  us.  Another 
way  to  please  Jesus  is  to  be  will- 
ing to  share  what  we  have  with  others 
and  let  them  be  first  in  our  games  or 
whatever    we   are    doing. 

Jesus  was  pleased  that  day  when  peo- 
ple sang  glad  songs  of  praise  to  Him  as 
their  King  and  threw  flowers  in  His 
pathway.  He  likes  to  hear  songs  of 
praise  which  little  children  sing  because 
they  love  Him.  Jesus  loved  us  so  much 
that  He  even  gave  His  life  for  our 
sakes.  He  let  His  enemies  put  Him  to 
death,  but  we  know  that  He  did  not 
remain  dead,  for  He  arose  from  the 
dead.    Mary    was   the   first   one   who   saw 


Him  and  then  He  came  to  the  other 
women,  and  to  all  His  friends.  Some 
day  we  shall  see  Him  and  be  with  Him 
as   were  the  children  long  ago. 

Who  loves  the  children?  Jesus.  What 
did  He  say  to  the  children  when  they 
came  to  Him?  "Let  the  little  children 
come  unto  me."  What  did  He  do  to 
them?  Took  them  in  His  arms  and 
blessed  them.  How  can  we  please  Je- 
sus? By  being  kind  and  forgiving  to 
others.  What  else  can  we  do  to  please 
Him?  Share  what  we  have  with  others 
and  let  them  be  first.  What  happened 
early  Sunday  morning?  Jesus  came  out 
of  the  grave  well  and  strong.  Who  was 
the  first  one  to  see  Him?  Mary  Magda- 
lene. 

Paul    and  Silas  Thrown    into 
Jail 

Acts    19:26 

In  this  lesson  there  was  a  certain 
damsel  possessed  with  a  spirit  of  divina- 
tion, who  brought  her  masters  much 
gain  by  soothsaying.  For  many  days  she 
followed  Paul  and  Silas  and  cried  out, 
"These  men  are  the  servants  of  the 
most  high  God,  which  shew  unto 
us  the  way  of  salvation."  This 
grieved  Paul  and  he  turned  and 
commanded  the  spirit  in  the  name 
of  Jesus  Christ  to  come  out,  "And 
he  came  out  the  same  hour."  Now  when 
her  masters  saw  that  the  hope  of  their 
gain  was  gone  they  caught  Paul  and 
Silas  and  drew  them  into  the  market 
place  unto  the  rulers.  They  accused 
them  of  troubling  their  city  and  teaching 
customs  which  were  not  lawful  for  them 
to   receive. 

And  the  multitude  arose,  rent  their 
clothes  and  commanded  to  beat  them 
and  then  they  were  thrown  into  jail  and 
the  jailer  was  charged  to  keep  them 
safely. 

What  was  this  damsel  possessed  with? 
A  spirit  of  divination.  How  did  she 
bring  her  masters  gain?  By  soothsaying. 
How  long  did  she  follow  Paul  and  Si- 
las? For  many  days.  What  did  she  cry 
out?  These  men  are  the  servants  of  the 
most  high  God,  which  shew  us  the  way 
of  salvation.  Why  did  the  spirit  come 
out  of  the  woman?  Because  Paul  com- 
manded it  to  in  the  name  of  Jesus 
Christ.  Why  were  Paul  and  Silas  thrown 
into  jail?  Because  the  hope  of  these 
masters'    gain    was   gone. 

The  Real  Reason 

By  Josephine  Sloan 
"Such  tiny  rugs.  Why,  they  can't 
be  more  than  twenty-seven  inches  long," 
scoffed  Amy  Robinson.  "Where  did 
Grandma  Lester  think  we  would  put 
them?" 

"I    don't    believe   you      listened      very 
closely  or  you  would  have  known  where 
to   put   yours,"   protested   Nina   Wallace. 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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CLIMBING  UPWARD 

By   Walter   E.    Lsenhour 

It  ought  to  be  the  sincere  desire  of 
every  youth  to  climb  upward  in  life.  It 
can  be  done!  God  has  given  the  average 
young  man  and  woman  ability  and  in- 
telligence sufficient  to  live  nobly  and 
make  good.  Every  necessity  for  this 
life  and  that  to  come  is  provided  for  in 
the  marvelous  plan  of  God.  Nothing  is 
left  out.  We  can  be  complete  in  Christ. 
Praise  His  holy  name. 

First  of  all  we  are  to  yield  ourselves 
completely  to  Christ.  He  knows  best  in 
all  things,  and  will  lead  us  aright.  We 
need  not  be  afraid  of  Him,  nor  of  His 
wonderful  leadership.  No  one  has  ever 
gone  wrong  in  life  who  yielded  him- 
self up  to  Jesus  completely.  He  always 
leads  in  the  upright  way.  He  leads  to 
all  that  is  good  and  from  all  that  is 
bad. 

We  realize  that  it  is  in  the  hearts, 
minds  and  souls  and  lives  of  men  which 
causes  their  defeat.  Absolute  godliness 
and  righteousness  have  never  defeated  a 
soul  throughout  all  the  past  ages.  Christ 
not  only  saves  from  sin  and  wickedness, 
but  He  leads  away  from  it  always.  To 
follow  in  His  steps  means  that  we 
climb  upward,  and  travel  in  the  oppo- 
site direction  of  all  evil,  sin,  iniquity 
and  wickedness  which  has  defeated  its 
countless  multitudes. 

Climbing  upward  is  not  always  easy. 
We  must  admit  this  fact.  It  is  easier  to 
go  down  grade  than  up.  Consequently 
the  majority  of  mankind  take  the  way 
of  least  resistance.  However,  the  way 
down  never  ends  right.  Never.  And  as 
one  goes  the  downward  road  he  suffers 
much  for  it  in  this  life.  Millions  of 
poor  souls  today  are  suffering  here  be- 
cause of  their  sinfulness.  Multitudes 
wreck  and  ruin  their  health  by  violat- 
ing the  laws  of  God  and  nature,  suffer 
much  in  their  bodies,  and  shorten  their 
lives  many  years. 

While  it  is  not  easy  climbing  upward 
as  we  go  through  life,  yet  it  is  always 
best.  If  we  have  to  suffer  for  the  sake  of 
righteousness  and  because  we  take  our 
stand  against  wrong,  there  is  honor  in 
it,  there  is  blessedness  in  it,  there  is  sweet 
satisfaction  in  it.  Living  right  and 
climbing  upward  in  life  always  end  right. 
Turning  from  the  downward  course  and 
traveling  the  upward  way  leads  to 
health  and  happiness,  peace  and  joy, 
contentment  and  satisfaction,  long  life 
and  honor,  and  heaven  in  the  end.  To 
climb  upward  means  that  we  help     our 


fellows   take   the   same  course.   We   bless 

the  lives  of  mankind  as     we     journey 

along.    Our    influence  counts    for    good 
rather  than  evil. 

Young  people,  you  may  be  poor,  but 
you  can  climb  upward  in  life.  Poverty 
cannot  hold  you  down  if  you  but  yield 
your  lives  to  Christ  and  do  His  holy 
will.  He  will  take  care  of  you  and  make 
of  you  bright,  burning  and  shining 
lights  to  the  world.  He  will  give  you 
many  golden,  precious,  priceless  oppor- 
tunities to  serve  Him  in   the  beauty  of 


The  Divine  Will 

By  F.  A.  Faber,   1849 

j  worship  Thee,  sweet  Will  of  God, 
And  all  Thy  ways  adore; 

And   every   day   I   live,  I   seem 
To    love   Thee    more   and    more. 

When  obstacles  and  trials  seem 
Like   prison-walls   to   be, 

1  do  the  little  I  can  do, 

And  leave  the  rest   to  Thee. 

1  have  no  cares,  O  blessed  Will, 
For  all  my  cares  are  Thine; 

I  live  in  triumph,  Lord,  for  Thou 
Hast  made  Thy  triumphs  mine. 

He    always    wins    tvho    sides    with 
God, 

To  him  no  chance  is  lost; 
God's  will  is  sweetest  to  him  when 

It  triumphs  at  his  cost. 

Ill  that  He  blesses  is  our  good, 
And    nnblest    good   is    ill; 

And  all  is   right   that   seems    most 
wrong, 
If  it  be  His  siveet  will. 


holiness  and  bless  the  world  about  you. 
As  you  pray  earnestly  from  day  to  day 
He  will  hear  and  answer  your  prayers, 
shower  His  blessings  down  upon  you, 
and  with  these  blessings  you  can  bless, 
help,  encourage,  inspire  and  win  others 
to  Christ,  and  help  them  on  life's  beau- 
tiful way  heavenward.  The  youth  whose 
life  is  godly  will  never,  never  live  in 
vain  so  long  as  he  is  true  to  God. 

Here  is  a  beautiful  illustration.  A 
hundred  years  ago  there  lived  in  Oxford 
a  little  boy,  whose  business  it  was  to 
clean  the  boots  of  the  students  of  the 
famous  university  there.     He  was  poor, 


but  bright  and  smart.  This  lad,  whose 
name  was  George,  grew  rapidly  in 
favor  with  the  students.  His  prompt 
and  hearty  way  of  doing  things,  and  his 
industrious  habits  and  faithful  deeds, 
won  their  admiration.  They  saw  in  him 
the  promise  of  a  noble  man,  and  they 
proposed  to  teach  him  a  little  every  day. 
Eager  to  learn  George  accepted  their 
proposals,  and  he  soon  surprised  his 
teachers  by  his  rapid  progress. 

"A  boy  who  can  blacken  boots  well 
can  study  well,"  said  one  student. 

"Keen  as  a  brier,"  said  another,  "and 
pluck    enough    to    make    a    hero." 

But  we  cannot  stop  to  tell  of  his  pa- 
tience and  perseverance.  He  went  on, 
step  by  step,  until  he  became  a  man,  a 
learned  and  eloquent  man,  who  preached 
the  gospel  to  admiring  thousands.  The 
little  bootblack  became  the  renowned 
pulpit  orator,  George  Whitefield.  It 
paid  him  and  the  world  to  climb.  Per- 
haps Whitefield  preached  to  the  largest 
congregations  of  any  man  of  all  time. 
He  was  one  of  the  greatest  soul-winners. 

His  Religion  Made  Him  Sing 

I  came  upon  him  in  an  alley,  sawing 
wood.  The  afternoon  was  hot,  and  he 
was  shriveled  and  old,  wrinkled  and 
worn.  The  top  of  his  head  was  entirely 
bald;  below  there  was  only  a  scant 
fringe  of  grizzled  hair.  Perspiration 
streamed  down  upon  his  furrowed  cheeks 
and  brow  and  fell  in  large  drops  upon 
his  faded  old  shirt,  open  at  the  neck, 
the  sleeves  rolled  high.  Reaching  into  a 
hip-pocket  of  his  carefully  patched 
overalls,  he  drew  forth  a  blue  cotton 
bandanna  and  thoroughly  wiped  his 
head   and  face,  his  hands  and  arms. 

But  not  for  a  moment  did  he  cease 
his  lusty  singing,  not  even  when  I  came 
near.  It  was  the  sound  of  his  singing 
that  had  drawn  my  attention  to  him.  I 
thought  it  strange  to  hear  a  man  sing- 
ing an  old  hymn  in  an  alley  on  a  hot 
afternoon,  and  I  could  hot  refrain  from 
going  up  to  him.  His  voice  was  high 
and  weak  as  he  sang: 

Bringing  in  the  sheaves, 
Bringing  in   the   sheaves, 
We  shall  come  rejoicing — 
Bringing  in  the  sheaves. 

I  paused  beside  the  sawbuck,  sniffing 
the  sweetness  of  the  freshly  sawed 
wood.  He  continued  to  sing  at  the  top 
of  his  voice,  more  off  key  than  ever, 
I  thought;  and  I  marvelled  at  the  com- 
fort and  pleasure  he  seemed  to  derive 
from  the  song.  When  he  had  cut  through 
the  stick  of  wood  he  was  sawing,  he 
glanced   up.   Gently   he   said: 

"God  bless  you,  my  son.  Praise  His 
holy  name!  Pretty  warm,  isn't  it?" 

"Yes,  it  is,"  I  agreed.  "I  wondered 
that  you  had  the  courage  to  sing  while 
you  were  working  so  hard." 

"It    doesn't    take   much    courage,    son, 
(Continued   on  page   23) 
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The   Burden   Bearer 

Have    you    been    to    the    Bearer    of    Bur- 
dens  today, 
O  one   with   the  careworn   face? 

Have  you  told  Him  your  troubles, 
Your  need  of  His  aid? 

Have  you  told  Him  your  sins  and  the 
grief   they  have  made, 

And  asked  for  His  pardoning  grace? 

Have    you    opened    your      heart      in    the 

closet   of   prayer, 
And  showed   Him   its   uttermost    woe? 
Have  you  told  Him  its  bitterness,  strife 

and  despair? 
Have  you  told  Him  the  secret  of  agony 

there 
The    thing    which      no      mortal      may 

know? 

Have  you  told  Him  before  of  the  sore 
pressing   need, 

The  toil  of  the  long,  weary  day? 

The  anxiety  weighing  like  lead  on  your 
brow, 

The  impatience  that  begs  for  deliver- 
ance now, 

Instead  of  awaiting  His  way? 

Can   you  hear     His  sweet   voice      in   the 

Word    speaking    low, 
"O,  weary  one,   come  unto  me?" 

Then   come   with  your   trials,   and   all 
that  you  do; 
For  He  is  the  Bearer  of  Burdens  for  you 
And  no  one  can  comfort  as  He. 

— Helen    F.    Clark. 


THORNS 

A.   H.   Hartsema 

"I  have  never  seen  such  large  thorns 
as  these!" 

"And  just  feel  the  tips  of  them — why 
they  are  sharper  than  a  needle!"  "Do 
you  know  that  getting  scratched  by  a 
thorn  is  far  more  painful  than  an  ordi- 
nary scratch?"  "My,  how  little  we  enter 
into  what  our  Savior  passed  through  for 
us!" 

Such  were  some  of  the  remarks  that 
were  made  when  the  writer  showed  a 
sample  of  the  "Jerusalem"  thorn  and 
gave  a  talk  on  the  subject  of  thorns  in 
several   places   in  Michigan. 

Reader,  have  you  ever  wondered  about 
thorns?  You've  seen  them — big  ones, 
little  ones, — all  kinds.  Thorns,  thorns — 
where  did  they  come  from?  Why  are 
they  here?  How  long  will  they  stay? 

Let  us  turn  to  the  Word  of  God  for 
answers  to  these  questions,  for  after  all 
the  Bible  will  settle  every  difficulty  if 
we  come  with  an  open  and  receptive 
heart. 

The  first  time  we  read  of  thorns  is 
in  the  3rd  chapter  of  Genesis.  If  you 
read  the  entire  chapter  you  will  see  how 
Satan,  through  the  serpent,  was  very 
anxious  to  destroy  our  first  parents' 
communion  with  God  by  tempting 
them   to  cat   of   the  forbidden   tree. 

Satan  succeeded  in  this  subtle  temp- 
tation; man  fell,  and  sin  came  into  the 
world. 

God  must  now  deal  with  sin  and 
with    the   one    from      whence    it    comes, 
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Satan;  and  after  pronouncing  the  curse 
upon  the  serpent  in  verse  14,  He  prom- 
ises that  Christ  shall  come  in  verse  15, 
and  He  shall  be  the  Victor! 

In  verse  17  God  says  to  Adam,  "Be- 
cause thou  hast  hearkened  unto  the 
voice  of  thy  wife,  and  hast  eaten  of  the 
tree,  of  which  I  commanded  thee,  say- 
ing, Thou  shalt  not  eat  of  it:  cursed  is  I 
the  ground  for  thy  sake;  in  sorrow  shalt 
thou  eat  of  it  all  the  days  of  thy  life; 
thorns  also  and  thistles  shall  it  bring 
forth  to  thee." 

Thorns  and  thistles! — where  did  they 
come  from?  Sin  came!  and  they  came! 
Adam  was  reminded  continually  that 
he  had  sinned  and  every  time  you  and  I 
sec  a  thorn  or  a  thistle  it  ought  to  re- 
mind us  that  we  "have  sinned,  and 
come  short  of  the  glory  of  God,"  Rom.  [ 
3:23. 

Why  are  they  here?  God  wants  us  to 
be  continually  reminded  that  sin  is  in 
the  world!  Sin  is  in  you!  Sin  is  in  me! 
Should  this  not  cause  us  to  cry  to  God 
for  His  mercy?  Alas,  that  there  is  so  ; 
little  sense  of  the  hideousness,  the  vile- 
ncss   and   the   blackness   of   sin! 

Thorns! — Sins  are  in  our  hearts  and 
they  are  crowding  out  the  Word  of 
God   and   the   Christ   of   God! 

Proof  of  this  is  seen  in  the  Lord's 
parable   of   Matthew    13. 

And  some  seed  fell  among  thorns  and 
the  thorns  sprung  up,  and  choked  them. 

The  Lord  explains  the  meaning  of  this 
parable  in  verses  18  to  23  but  note  verse 
22,  "He  also  that  received  seed  among 
the  thorns  is  he  that  heareth  the  word; 
and  the  care  of  this  world,  and  the  de- 
ceitfulness  of  riches,  choke  the  word, 
and   he   becometh    unfruitful." 

Reader,  thorns  are  only  fit  for  burn- 
ing, and  what  if  we  have  to  meet  God 
with  our  sins? 

One  of  the  most  touching  scenes  in 
Scripture  is  recorded  in  John  19.  "Then 
Pilate  therefore  took  Jesus,  and  scourged 
him.  And  the  soldiers  platted  a  crown 
of  thorns,  and  put  it  on  his  head,  and 
they  put  on  him  a  purple  robe,  And 
said,  Hail,  King  of  the  Jews!  and  they 
smote  him  with  their  hands.  Pilate 
therefore  went  forth  again,  and  saith 
unto  them,  Behold,  I  bring  him  forth 
to  you,  that  ye  may  know  that  I  find 
no  fault  in  him.  Then  came  Jesus  forth, 
wearing  the  crown  of  thorns,  and  the 
purple  robe.  And  Pilate  saith  unto  them, 
Behold    the    man!" 

Jesus  wearing  the  crown  of  thorns? 
Ah,  yes,  He  was  willing  to  wear  those 
thorns.  And  what  do  they  speak  of? 
Sins!  My  sins,  all  of  them,  not  the  part 
but  the  whole.  He  was  going  to  "  bare 
our  sins  in  his  own  body  on  the  tree, 
that  we,  being  dead  to  sins,  should  live 
unto  righteousness:  by  whose  stripes  ye 
were  healed,"  1  Peter  2:24. 

O,  my  friend,  the  Savior  has  answered 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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treasured  Qleanings  for  ^Ministers  and 

Christian  cWorkers 
IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIH 

Lord  Beaverbrook  Envies  the     Beatitudes  for    the    Preacher 


Evangelist 

Some  time  ago,  Lord  Beaverbrook, 
owner  of  the  Morning  Express  of  Lon- 
don, with  a  circulation  of  two  million, 
said: 

"The  highest  kind  of  power,  the  su- 
preme source  of  satisfaction,  better  than 
money  or  temporal  authority,  is  the  pow- 
er to  do  good.  My  enemies  say  that  I 
have  used  my  power  to  do  much  evil, 
and  I  am  content  to  leave  this  charge 
as  a  matter  of  opinion.  But  this  I  know, 
that  the  power  to  do  good  and  the  ex- 
ercise of  that  power  are  in  their  essence 


1.  Blessed  is  the  preacher  who  loves  to 
preach  but  knows  it  is  a  difficult  art. 

2.  Blessed  is  the  preacher  who  knows 
when  he  is  through  and  quits  before  the 
audience  concludes  that  he  has  said  ev- 
erything  he  knows. 

3.  Blessed  is  the  preacher  who  is  will- 
ing to  cut  off  his  introduction  and  save 
the  time. 

4.  Blessed  is  the  man  who  preaches 
for  a  verdict  and  expects  one  when  he 
finishes. 

5.  Blessed  is  the  preacher  who  controls 
his  voice  and  doesn't  scare  the  saints  by 


,  ,  ,  ,  frequent   shouts,  or  confuse      them     by 

the  highest  of  all  realities  and  bring  in        ,    n    .        ,  .  ,.     , 

.    .     °    .       ,  j     .  i     °  dropping  his  tones   into  his   boots. 

6.  Blessed  is  the  man  who  is  not  always 


their  train  the  most  enduring  pleasure 
The  evangelist  is  the  man  who  has  the 
greatest  capacity  for  doing  good,  and 
therefore,  if  I  were  in  a  position  to  in- 
fluence the  life  of  a  sincere  young  man 
today,  I  would  say  to  him,  'Rather 
choose  to  be  an  evangelist  than  a  Cabi- 
net minister  or  a  millionaire.'     When  I 


talking    about    himself    and    his    family 
in  the  pulpit. 

7.  Blessed  is  the  man  who  remembers 
he  is  speaking  for  God  and  that  God  is 
not    interested    in   trivialities. 

8.  Blessed  is  the  man  who  doesn't  say, 


T      .  .    ,  j-    ,  bhall  we  sine  number  1  ?     or     shall  we 

young   man,    1    pitied   my   lather  -,,    /T  ,   °       ,  ,     ,     ,   £ 

°  ,      ,        ,  ,        pray?      (1  have  always  looked  tor  some 

one  to  say,  "No,   we  shall  not.") 

9.  Blessed  is  the  preacher  who  knows 
more  than  a  dozen  or  so  familiar  hymns 
and  who  uses  his  hymnal  intelligently. 

10.  Blessed   is   the   preacher   who   pre- 


was    a 

for  being  a  poor  man  and  humble 
preacher  of  the  Word.  Now  that  I  am 
older,  I  envy  him  his  life  and  career." 

Rewarded 


At  one  of  the  Northfield  conferences      pares    carefully    (reading   aloud   to   him- 


a  few  years  ago,  an  American  mission- 
ary to  Africa  told  a  story  that  stirred 
the  heart  of  every  listener.  He  began  his 
work  with  companions  as  eager  as  him- 
self. One  by  one  they  succumbed  to 
the   terrible   climate.   Three   he   buried — 


self   several    times)    his    scripture   lesson. 

11.  Blessed  is  the  man  who  lets  the 
congregation  now  and  then  sing  all  the 
verses  of  a  hymn. 

12.  Blessed  is  the  man  who  never 
makes  an  excuse  in  the  pulpit.  He  never 


the  others  he  took  to  the  coast  and  sent  apologies.      He   either      preaches      or    he 

home — ill.      Then   he    turned   back,      to  doesn't    preach,      but   he   never      (under 

stand   utterly   alone,      in   the      midst   of  any  circumstances)    prefaces  his  sermon 

hundreds  of  thousands  of  men  who  had  with   an    apology.   Never. 


13.  Blessed  is  the  man  who  doesn't 
jump  around  and  shout  so  loud  that  it 
detracts  from  his  message. 

A  True  Missionary 

A  young  man  applied  to  one  of  the 
British  missionary  societies  for  service 
in  the  foreign  fields,  but  his  medical 
examination  showed  he  was  unfit,  much 
to  his  disappointment. 

"If  then,  it  is  God's  will  for  me  that 
with  Jesus  Christ  in  the  midst  of  all  I  must  remain  in  this  country  in  busi- 
this;  I  stand  ready  at  this  moment  to  go  ness,  my  business  shall  be  the  Lord's," 
through  it  all  again  for  the  joy  I  have  he  said,  "and  all  the  profits  shall  be  de- 
had  in  flashing  the  word  'Savior'  into  voted  to  His  work." 
the  darkness  of  a  great  tribe!  Is  it  God's  He   entered   business      life.      His   first 

will?  That  makes  the  wilderness  a  gar-  year's  profit  was  $300.  This  he  sent  to 
den;  that  makes  the  desert  glow  with  the  Mission  Board.  The  next  year  he 
the  very  presence  of  God!" — Youth's  sent  $1,920;  the  third  year  $4,096;  and 
Companion.  the  years   that   followed    $10,000;    $12,- 


never  heard  the  name  of  God. 

Again  and  again  he  tramped  the 
blistered  plain  with  his  tongue  so  swol- 
len that  he  could  not  speak.  Thirty 
times  he  was  stricken  with  fever,  with 
no  one  to  care  for  him.  Lions  attacked 
him;  natives  ambushed  him;  he  had 
lived  upon  everything  from  ants  to 
rhinoceroses.  And  here  was  his  conclu- 
sion: 

"I   know   the   great   joy   of      walking 


000  and   $14,000. 

During  these  six  first  years  this  con- 
secrated sickly  man  paid  $42,316  for 
the  personal  service  abroad  which  he 
was  not  permitted  to  render. 

The  obligation  to  give  the  Gospel  to 
others  is  as  universal  as  the  privilege  of 
receiving  it. 

Why  should  not  tens  of  thousands  be 
willing  to  pay  for  a  substitute  at  least 
if  they  cannot  go,  or  invest  as  a  mini- 
mum the  tithe  plus  free-will  offering 
for  the  various  benevolence  causes? — 
Telescope. 

The  Greater  Sacrifice 

A  rich  man  was  down  at  the  river 
front  waiting  for  the  departure  of  an 
ocean  liner.  He  was  joined  by  an  ac- 
quaintance, who  said  to  him,  "You  seem 
to    be   much   pleased    about    something." 

"Yes,"  said  the  man,  "I  do  feel  un- 
usually good  today.  Do  you  see  that  ves- 
sel at  anchor  in  the  North  River?  Well, 

1  have  on  that  vessel  ten  thousand  dol- 
lars worth  of  equipment  for  a  hospital 
in  China,  and  I  just  came  down  to  see 
the  vessel  safely  off." 

"Well,  that  is  interesting,  and  I  am 
glad  you  made  that  gift,"  said  the  friend. 
"But  you  know  I  also  have  a  gift  on 
that  ship.  My  only  daughter  is  on  that 
vessel,  going  to  China  to  give  her  life 
as  a  missionary." 

The  wealthy  man  looked  touchingly 
into  the  eyes  of  his  friend  and  ex- 
claimed, "My  dear  brother,  I  feel  as 
though  I  have  given  nothing  as  I  think 
of  what  this  sacrifice  means  to  you." 
— Selected. 

The  Best  Way 

The  best  way  to  rise  above  others, 
is  to  be  willing  that  they  should  rise 
above  you. 

The  best  way  to  fight  your  own 
battles  is  to  let  the  Lord  do  it  for  you. 

The  best  way  to  get  victory  over  a 
besetting  sin,  is  to  nip  it  in  the  bud. 

The  best  way  to  preserve  uninter- 
rupted peace,  is  to  live  in  the  spirit  of 
prayer  and   think   humbly  of  yourself. 

The  best  way  to  answer  an  unkind 
letter  is,  wait  at  least  ten  days,  better 
one  month.  After  writing,  let  it  cool 
off  for  one  week  and  perhaps  you  will 
not  send  it,  thus  saving  a  good  stamp, 
also  the  peace  of  God  in  your  heart  and 
the  good  will  of   the  sender. 

The  best  way  to  avoid  snubs,  is  to 
mind  your  own  business  and  be  slow  to 
speak. 

The  best  way  to  argue  with  one  who 
is  contentious,  is  to  keep  calm  and  let 
him  grind  his  grist.  You  could  not  con- 
vince him  in  one  thousand  years  while 
he  is   loud-mouthed  and  excited. 

The  best  way  to  get  "even"  with  a 
person  is  to  get  above  him,  by  showing 
a  better  spirit  than  he  manifested.  See! 
— E.  E.  Shelhamer. 
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AN  OLD  MAN'S  STORY 

Bessie  Potbury 

"See  what  I  have  for  you,  mother," 
said  little  Jimmie  as  he  rushed  into  the 
room  where  his  mother  sat  sewing.  He 
was  such  a  sunny-faced  little  fellow 
that  every  one  loved  him.  He  went 
straight  to  his  mother  and  held  out  his 
cap.  In  it  were  eight  beautiful  red 
apples.  She  took  the  cap  and  looked  in- 
to it  sadly,  "Where  did  you  get  them?" 
she  said. 

Jimmie  had  hoped  she  would  not  ask 
that  question  for,  much  as  he  loved  her, 
still  he  had  to  confess  that  she  had  queer 
notions.  He  answered  her  bravely,  "Up 
at  Mrs.  Rumble's  under  the  apple  tree." 

"Did  she  say  that  you  might  have 
them?"   questioned  his   mother. 

"Well,  no,  but  all  the  boys  are  get- 
ting them  there.  If  I  didn't  they  would, 
so  you  see  it  might  as  well  be  us.  They 
are  real   nice,"   declared   Jimmie. 

"Did  you  eat  one?"  Mrs.  Austin 
sounded  so  grave  that  her  boy's  face 
took  on  a  grave  look  as  he  answered, 
"Yes,  mama,  I  did." 

Mrs.  Austin  went  for  her  purse  be- 
fore she  spoke  again.  When  she  returned 
she  held  out  a  coin  to  Jimmie.  "Here, 
sonny,  you  must  take  this  money  and 
the  apples  and  go  back  to  Mrs.  Rum- 
ble's and  fix  it  with  her." 

"Oh,  mama,"  said  Jimmie  in  horror, 
"please   don't   make   me   do   that!" 

"But  that  is  the  only  way  to  make  it 
right.  You  must  go  but  I  will  go  with 
you  if  you  wish,"   said  his   mother. 

Just  then  there  was  a  knock  at  the 
door  and  Jimmie  sank  into  a  chair  to 
wait  for  his  mother.  As  she  did  not  come 
right  back  he  followed  her  to  the 
kitchen.  There  he  saw  an  old  man  with 
the  saddest  face  he  had  ever  seen.  His 
clothes  were  old  and  his  face  unshaven. 
Just  as  he  entered  he  heard  his  mother 
say,  "Would  you  like  some  food?  Are 
you  hungry?" 

"Yes,  ma'am,  I  am  hungry  and 
would  like  some  food  if  it  is  not  too 
much  trouble  to  you,  but  I  did  not  come 
for  that.  I  came  to  tell  your  little  boy 
a  story,  if  you  please." 

Mrs.  Austin  did  not  know  what  to 
do  but  she  thought  she  would  let  him 
start  anyway  and  see  what  he  had  to 
say.  So  she  quietly  put  a  substantial 
meal  on  the  table  while  the  man  went 
on   with  his   story. 

"I  am  an  old  man,"  he  said,  "but  not 
as  old  as  I  look.  I  long  to  die  now  for 
I  feel  there  is  no  place  on  earth  for  the 
likes  of  me,  for  I  am  a  jailbird." 


Little  Jimmie  instinctively  drew  back 
as  the  man  went  on,  "You  need  not 
draw  away  for  I  would  not  hurt  you 
for  the  world.  I  came  to  help  you.  I  am 
sure  I  heard  the  boys  call  you  Jimmie. 
Is  that  your  name?" 

"Yes,"  said  Jimmie,  wondering  very 
much  where  this  man  had  seen  him.  He 
hoped  it  was  not  when  he  was  taking 
those  apples. 

"Well,"  said  the  man,  "my  name  was 
Jimmie  too,  and  I  couldn't  let  your  life 
be  like  mine."  He  took  a  seat  at  the 
table,  for  the  meal  was  now  ready,  and 
ate  ravenously  for  a  few  minutes,  then 
went  on  with  his  story.  "As  I  was  say- 
ing, my  name  was  Jimmie  and  I  had 
as  nice  a  mother  as  ever  a  boy  had.  One 
day  I  was  in  a  store  and  saw  some  beau- 
tiful candy  where  I  could  easily  get  it. 
I  wanted  some  very  much  and  I  wanted 
my  mother  to  have  some  too.  I  waited 
until  the  clerk  was  not  looking  and 
slipped  two  pieces  in  my  pocket.  Then 
I  hurried  home  to  my  mother.  She  sup- 
posed someone  had  given  it  to  me  and 
told  me  I  was  a  good  boy  to  think  of 
her  that  way.  I  was  very  much  pleased. 
The  next  day  I  got  us  each  an  apple 
the  same  way.  It  bothered  me  when  I 
tried  to  sleep  at  first  but  soon  I  got 
over   that. 

"After  that  I  often  helped  myself  to 
things  I  wanted.  If  I  were  afraid  she 
would  question  me  I  didn't  take  any 
home  but  I  kept  myself  well  supplied 
with  fruits  and  toys  and,  as  I  got  older, 
other  tilings,  too. 

"Poor  mother,  how  she  would  have 
felt  if  she  had  known  about  it.  I'm  glad 
she  never  found  out.  That  is  the  onlv 
satisfaction  I  have  now." 

He  paused  in  his  story  and  looked 
thoughtfully  at  the  cookie  he  was  eat- 
ing. "It  tastes  like  mother's,"  he  said 
simply.  A  thought  came  to  Mrs.  Austin 
as  she  remembered  where  she  had  ob- 
tained that  recipe  but  she  said  nothing 
about  it  just  then.  Could  it  be  that  she 
had  known  that  poor  fellow  at  one 
time?  She  felt  sure  of  it.  If  so,  her  own 
Jimmie  was  named  after  him. 

The  man  ate  the  cookie  and  then 
went  on.  "Then  came  a  big  blow  to  me 
for  my  mother  sickened  and  nearly  died. 
She  was  all  I  had,  for  my  father  had 
died  when  I  was  a  baby.  I  wish  I  had 
died  then  too.  Well,  mother  was  so  sick 
that  she  had  to  be  taken  to  the  hospital. 
I  stayed  first  with  one  neighbor,  then 
another,  and  did  as  I  pleased  all  day  for 
no  one  was  responsible  for  me.  Mother 
was  gone  most  of  the  summer  and  when 


she  did  return  I  was  a  different  boy.  I 
was  a  care  and  worry  to  her  from  then 
on  until  I  got  so  disgusted  with  myself 
one  day  I  ran  away. 

"My  mother  never  saw  me  to  know 
me  after  that.  I  went  from  bad  to 
worse.  But  I  never  disgraced  her  name 
for  I  went  by  another.  I  was  often 
guilty  of  crimes  and  sometimes  would 
get  caught  and  have  to  stay  in  jail  for 
a  while.  I  didn't  learn  any  good  there 
for  the  men  spent  their  time  boasting 
of  the  narrow  escapes  they  had  had. 
Crime  didn't  seem  so  bad  as  it  had  when 
I  was  a  boy. 

"Then  a  man  was  killed  in  a  drunken 
brawl  and  I  was  accused  of  it.  I  was 
not  guilty  but  there  was  no  way  to 
prove  it  so  I  was  sent  to  prison  for  life. 
That  was  twenty-five  years  ago.  Up  to 
that  time  I  used  to  go  home  and  look 
through  the  window  at  my  mother  when 
I  got  lonesome  for  her  but  she  moved 
while  I  was  in  jail  that  last  time  and 
now  I  can't  find  her.  I  don't  want  her 
to  see  me  but  I  would  like  to  know  if 
she  is  still  living  and  if  she  is  in  want. 

"When  I  saw  you  take  those  apples  I 
felt  I  must  warn  you  of  the  danger 
ahead  if  you  kept  on  in  that  way.  Now 
I  wish  I  were  dead,  but  I  am  afraid  to 
die  for  I  am  not  ready.  There  is  noth- 
ing to  live  for,  for  who  would  love  a 
jailbird?" 

"Were  you  pardoned?"  asked  Mrs. 
Austin. 

"No,"  said  the  man,  "but  the  man 
who  was  guilty  confessed  the  other  day 
on  his  death-bed.  So  I  am  free  now,  with 
no  one  to  love  me  and  not  a  friend  in 
the  world." 

Mrs.  Austin  did  not  speak  for  a  mo- 
ment, then  she  said,  "Were  you  Jimmie 
Rumble?" 

"Yes,  Mrs.  Austin.  I  didn't  think  you 
would  know  me.  I  couldn't  let  your 
Jimmie  go  as  I  did,"  said  the  man. 

"Why  don't  you  go  back  to  your  old 
mother,  Jimmie?  There  are  two  who  can 
love  a  jailbird — the  mother  and  God. 
Why  not   come  to  them  both   today?" 

Mrs.  Austin's  eyes  were  swimming 
with  tears.  Here  was  her  friend's  lost  son. 
She  knew  how  gladly  she  would  wel- 
come him  back  for  she  had  often  talked 
with  her. 

"Mother  would  not  be  glad  to  see  me, 
she  couldn't  be,"  said  the  man  misera- 
bly. 

"She  lives  down  the  street  where 
Jimmie  got  the  apples.  We  were  just  go- 
ing to  take  them  back  when  you  came. 
I'll  go  there  with  Jimmie  now  while  you 
go  across  the  street  and  get  a  shave. 
Here  is  some  money  to  do  it  with.  When 
you  are  shaved  walk  down  the  street 
and  into  the  yard  where  you  can  hear 
what  we  are  saying  and  I  will  find  out 
for   you   if   she   wants   you   back." 

The  man  thanked  her  and  did  as  she 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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From  My  Scrapbook 


MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


The  Red  Light — and  the 
Green 

By  Lucy  M.   Tebbetts,    Berwick,    Maine 


When  you've  pressed    along    life's  high- 
way 
With  an  aim  you  thought  was  true, 
Toward  a  goal  that  once  was  distant, 
But  then  almost  came  to  view; 
When   you've   nearly   reached   the   signal 
That  you  thought   would  point   ahead — 
Lo,  suddenly,  instead  of  green, 
The   stoplight    turned    to    red! 
Then  you  gasp  in  consternation, 
Just    cannot    believe   your   eyes, 
So  you  stop  your  little  motor 
And  you  cringe  in  dread  surprise. 
For  you  never  dreamed  of  danger, 
You  were  sure  you  ruled  the  road, 
But  your  engine  now  is  silent, 
'Twill  not  pull  its  heavy  load. 
Then  you  feel  so  sick  and  lonesome, 
You — alone — at    that    stoplight, 
And  you  wish  that  God  would  call  you 
Home,    away   from   all    the    fight. 
Next  you  think  of   that  great  Sufferer, 
Who  endured  such  sin  and  pain, 
That  one,   Christ,   who   lived   and   loved 

us — 
Never  once  did  He  complain — 
He  had  thought  always  of  others 
And  forgot  about  the  shame. 
Why  could  you  not  serve  your  fellows, 
Striving  now  to  do  the  same? 
So  you  face  the  red  light   bravely, 
As  a  prayer  of  faith  you  say; 
And  you  do  your  best  to  help  those 
Weary  travelers  on  life's  way. 
While    you    work      your      faith      grows 

stronger, 
And  you  know  you'll  carry  on, 
Though  life's   troubles  still  oppress  you, 
And  the  red  light  has  not  gone. 
Yes,  like  this  you  may  be  waiting, 
Long,  yes,  long,   the  light   is   seen — 
Till,  at  last,  you  get  the  signal, 
And  the  red  light  turns  to  green! 

Finish  the  Job 

When  you  close  your  books  and  call  it 
a  day, 

Can  you  always  look  back  and  honestly 
say, 

That  you've  done  your  best  in  every 
way 

And  really  think  that  you've  earned  your 
pay? 

Or  do  you,  like  some,  leave  parts  un- 
done, 

And  close  the  shop  to  seek  your  fun, 

Expecting  to  return  with  tomorrow's 
sun, 

And  complete  the  work  which  you  left 


undone? 
If  this  is  your  attitude,  my  cline, 
I'm    sure   that    some   day   you   will    find 
That  the  world  does  not  wait  for  those 

behind, 
But   commands   us   on,   and   we  have  to 

climb. — Herman    Weaver. 


Hard 

It's  hard  to  send  them  off  to  school — 

These    tiny    tots    we've    raised. 
We  shed  some  tear  drops  as  a  ride 

And  feel  completely  dazed. 
No   arguments   in   voices   shrill — 

No  scamps  to  tease  the  cat — 
Without   them  home   seems   strange  and 
still— 

They've  gone  and  left  us   flat. 
The  public   schools  take  babes  to  fill 

Their    tousled    heads    with   knowledge; 
But,   parents   sad,   please,   wait  until 

They're  old  enough  for  college. 
You  sigh  because   they've  left  you   flat, 

Your   salty    tear    drops    spatter; 
But  soon  they'll  yearn  for  college 

That  will  leave  you  even  flatter. 

— Tire  Toivn   Tales. 

The  Man  Who  Wins 

The  man  who  wins  is  an  average  man, 
Not   built  on   any  particular  plan, 
Not  blest  with  any  particular  luck, 
Just  steady  and     earnest      and   full      of 

pluck. 
When    asked    a    question    he      does      not 

"guess" — 
He  knows  and  answers  "No"  or  "Yes." 
When  set  to  a  task  the  rest  can't  do, 
He  buckles  down  'til  he  puts  it  through. 
So  he  works  and  waits;  'til  one  fine  day, 
There's  a  better  job  with  bigger  pay. 
And   the  men      who   shirked      whenever 

they  could 
Are   "bossed"   by   the   man    whose   work 

made  good. 
For  the  man  who  wins  is  the  man  who 

works, 
Who  neither  labor  nor  trouble  shirks — 
Who  uses  his  hands,  his  head,  his  eyes; 
The  man  who  wins  is  the  man  who  tries. 
— T.  W.  Gavin. 

"Do  all  the  good  you  can, 
By  all  the  means  you  can, 
In  all  the  ways  you  can, 
In  all  the  places  you  can, 
At  all  the  times  you  can, 
To  all  the  people  you  can, 
As  long  as  ever  you  can." 
This  was  John  Wesley's  rule.  Do  you 
suppose   he   was   one   who   tried    just   to 
"get  by"?  Do  you  know  any  really  suc- 
cessful   people   who   have    all    their   lives 
practiced    "getting    by"? — Selected. 


Formula   for    an   Educated 

Man 

"An  educated  man  cultivates  his  own 
mind;  never  laughs  at  new  ideas;  knows 
the  secret  of  getting  along  with  other 
people;  cultivates  the  habit  of  success; 
knows,  as  a  man  thinketh  he  is,  so  is  he; 
always  listens  to  the  man  who  knows; 
links  himself  with  a  just  cause;  builds  an 
ambition  picture  to  fit  his  ambition; 
keeps  busy  at  his  highest  natural  level; 
knows  it  is  never  too  late  to  learn;  never 
loses  faith  in  the  man  he  might  have 
been;  achieves  the  masteries  that  make 
him  a  world  citizen  and  lives  a  great 
religious  life. 

"Wisdom  is  knowing  what  to  do 
next;  skill  is  knowing  how  to  do  it; 
and   virtue   is   doing   it. 

"No  man  can  be  wholly  uneducated 
who  knows  the  Bible;  nor  can  any  man 
be  truly  educated  who  is  ignorant  of 
it. 

"Leisure  is  ourselves  as  we  really  are." 

— By  Earnest  Baker,  Oxford. 

Success 

In  battle  or  business  whatever  the  game, 
In  law  or  in  love  it  is  ever  the  same; 
In   the   struggle   for   power   or   scramble 
for  pelt, 
Let   this  be  your  motto, 
"Rely  on  yourself." 

For  whatever  the  prize,  be  a  victor  or 
stone. 
The  victor  is  he  who  can  go  it  alone. 

— Selected. 

Show  a  Little  Kindness 

L.   Wayne  Eller 

Just    show    a    little    kindness 

To  the   weary  passer-by, 
A  word  of  cheer  and  comfort 

Will  untold  gloom  defy. 
'Twill   brighten   up   a   pathway, 

'Twill   gain   a   friendship   true, 
So  show   a   little   kindness, 

Whatever  you  may  do. 

Just   show  a  little   kindness 

To  those  who  now  despair, 
Give  life   a   different   meaning, 

'Twill  pay  you  if  you  dare. 
Perchance  a   life  of  sorrow 

More  brighter  realms   will   see, 
So  show  a  little  kindness, 

Wherever  you  may  be. 

Just  show  a  little  kindness 

To  friend  or  foe   the   same, 
A  smile  of  joy  and  gladness 

Will  win  for  you  a  name. 
So  whether  it  be  morning, 

Or  whether  noon  or  night, 
Just  show  a  little  kindness, 

And  win  for  truth  and  right. 

— The  Christian  Advocate. 
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Missionary  Triumph 


The  relentless  waves  lapped  angrily  at 
the  huge  boulders  strewn  along  the  palm 
fringed  shore.  Above  dainty  white  clouds 
sailed  here  and  there  across  the  dark  blue 
sky.  A  dark  skinned  girl  of  perhaps  six- 
teen years,  sat  with  her  bare  feet  hang- 
ing off  the  side  of  the  huge  boulder  on 
which  she  sat.  She  had  not  noticed  that 
the  spray  had  wet  her  grass  skirt,  nor 
that  the  foam  had  collected  on  her 
ankles.  Her  brow  was  knit  as  she  gazed 
far  out  across  the  open  sea. 

Was  there  time  to  get  a  message  to  the 
missionary  lady?  Even  if  there  was  time, 
who  could  she  get  to  go  and  warn  her? 
Her  father,  the  big  chief  of  this  South 
Sea  Island,  would  surely  punish  any  one 
who  would  dare  to  reveal  his  plans.  She 
could  go  if  she  could  get  away  without 
his  knowing  it. 

Petrea  was  a  Christian  of  only  a  few 
months,  but  she  had  suffered  many  per- 
secutions from  her  heathen  father  and 
mother.  Their  village  nestled  back  away 
from  the  shore  in  the  near-by  jungle. 
The  trees  towered  high  above  the  little 
village  of  straw  huts.  There  were  plan- 
tains and  bananas  abundant  in  the 
fields  around  the  village.  Indeed  if  one 
looked  at  the  beauty  of  the  place,  it 
was  hard  to  believe  the  people  who  in- 
habited such  a  country  could  but  love 
the  Great  Creator  of  the  earth,  which 
in  this  particular  place  was  so  alto- 
gether lovely.  But  one  look  at  the  half- 
naked  black  bodies,  dirty  and  vile, 
would  change  one's  opinion  of  these 
Islanders.  This  tribe  wore  large  neck- 
laces of  human  teeth,  copper  wire,  and 
charms  of  different  kinds  about  the 
neck  and  around  the  limbs. 

These  people  had  been  friendly  to  the 
two  lovely  young  women  who  had  been 
here  only  one  year,  until  one  young  lady 
had  succumbed  to  the  tropical  fever.  For 
some  reason  all  unknown  to  Lou  Bell 
Rawley  their  attitude  had  changed  to- 
ward her.  She  felt  terrible  lonely  and 
had  a  feeling  that  some  awful  thing 
would  soon  happen  to  her.  She  constant- 
ly prayed  that  God  would  guide  her  ev- 
ery step  of  the  way.  She  had  moved 
away  from  the  coast  and  it  was  six 
miles  to  the  port.  It  was  several  miles 
to  another  mission  station. 

Petrea  silently  prayed  as  she  sat  there 
on  the  boulder  and  asked  the  White 
Man's  God  to  help  her  to  know  what 
to  do.  How  long  she  had  been  there  she 
did  not  know,  but  she  saw  the  sun  was 
dipping  down  behind  the  blue  sea,  and 
knew  she  perhaps  would  already  have 
to  give  an  account  of  her  long  stay, 
she   clambered    down    the   rocks   and    ran 


along    the    path    to    the    village.    On    her 
face  shone  a  firm  resolve. 

Her  father  was  in  a  good  humor,  and 
her  mother  was  talking  to  her  father's 
other  wives  outside  their  huts.  Every- 
one seemed  in  a  high  spirit,  so  nothing 
was  said  about  her  staying  so  long. 
Night  soon  came  on,  and  as  tomorrow 
was  a  great  day,  every  one  lay  down  on 
his  grass  mat  early.  Tomorrow  would 
be  a  day  when  the  women  and  children 
would  be  able  to  go  along  and  watch 
the  men  carry  out  the  sacrificial  dance 
that  would  insure  them  of  good  crops 
for  another  year. 

Petrea,  too,  lay  down,  but  as  she  lay 
there,  she  prayed  to  her  God  to  give  her 
strength  to  reach  Miss  Rawley  before 
it  was  too  late.  She  could  hardly  wait 
until  her  parents  slept,  so  she  could  be 
on  her  journey.  She  did  wait  until 
their  steady  breathing  told  her  they 
were  asleep,  and  then  she  noiselessly 
crept  out  of  the  hut  and  stole  stealthily 
out  of  the  village,  then  plunged  into  the 
jungle.  This  trip  was  a  dangerous  one 
and  especially  so  when  one  was  alone. 
She  looked  up  toward  heaven  and  asked 
God  for  guidance  and  protection  and 
ran  on  through  the  darkness.  Often  she 
stumbled  and  fell,  but  she  ran  on  un- 
daunted. 

On  and  on  she  went  until  she  felt  she 
could  not  go  another  step,  but  she  must 
press  on  for  it  would  not  be  long  until 
her  father  and  his  horde  of  warriors 
would  soon  be  rushing  down  this  same 
trail.  There  was  a  clearing  before  her 
and  her  heart  gave  a  leap  for  joy,  as  she 
spied  the  village  in  the  distance.  The 
missionary  compound  was  just  this  side 
of  the  village  and  she  would  soon  be 
there. 

Lou  Bell  Rawley  was  kneeling  by  her 
bedside  softly  crying.  Her  heart  was 
heavy  as  she  remembered  how  distant 
the  natives  were  to  the  gospel  today. 
She  had  stood  there  in  that  burning  hot 
sun  and  tried  to  tell  them  of  her  Savior's 
love,  but  there  were  none  who  seemed 
interested.  They  seemed  to  pity  her,  and 
Kako  had  several  times  acted  as  though 
he  would  tell  her  something  but  he 
never.  She  couldn't  help  wondering 
what  he  had  meant  to  tell  her. 

She  recalled  how  this  whole  village 
had  been  so  good  and  kind  to  her  and 
Mary  Sims,  her  helper,  until  the  new 
medicine  man  had  come.  He  told  them 
he  would  make  a  charm  so  powerful  it 
would  kill  the  missionaries.  There  had 
been  no  usual  rain  and  their  crops  were 
yet  unplanted.  The  medicine  man  used 
this,  and  said  that  the  gods  were  angry 
because   these   Jesus    women    were   there, 


and  that  he  would  rid  them  of  them. 
There  had  been  some  resentment  at 
first,  but  in  only  a  few  days  Mary  began 
having  high  fevers  and  within  three 
weeks  was  dead.  Lou  Bell  felt  she  had 
done  everything  she  could  to  save  her, 
for  she  felt  she  could  not  give  her  up. 

The  tears  rained  down  on  the  open 
Bible  as  she  sat  there  and  remembered 
how  lonely  she  felt  just  now.  She  re- 
membered how  Raymond  had  looked 
when  she  told  him  of  her  call  to  this 
island.  She  and  Raymond  had  been  en- 
gaged for  several  months,  and  it  was 
only  one  month  until  their  wedding, 
when  she  told  him  what  God  had  shown 
her  to  do.  She  could  see  him  now  as 
they  sat  by  the  lily  pond,  on  their  love- 
ly spacious  lawn,  there  at  home.  She 
could  see  the  flowers  blooming  and  hear 
the  call  of  the  whippoorwill  in  the  dis- 
tant trees.  The  full  moon  shone  above 
and  sifted  through  the  leaves  of  the 
weeping  willow  tree  and  fell  in  lacy 
patterns  on  the  bench  on  which  they 
sat.   She  could  hear  him   speaking  now: 

"Lou  Bell,  I  got  a  nice  raise  today, 
and  a  promotion.  I  now  am  assistant 
manager,  and,  of  course,  that  means  we 
can  buy  that  lovely  furniture  for  our 
new  home,  like  we  had  at  first  planned. 
I  can  hardly  wait  until  our  wedding.  It 
won't  be  long  now." 

He  beamed  down  at  her.  No  doubt 
he  then  noticed  how  sad  she  looked,  for 
he  had  anxiously  looked  at  her,  and 
when  she  did  not  speak  to  him,  he  gent- 
ly took  her  hands  in  his  and  said,  "What 
is  it,  dear,  why  are  you  so  sad?"  The 
tears  ran  freely  down  her  cheeks  as  she 
spoke. 

"Raymond,  I  am  afraid  our  plans  are 
not  going  to  work  out  as  we  had  hoped 
for." 

"But  why,  dear?  Has  something 
dreadful  happened?"  he  cried,  looking 
straight    at    her. 

"Only  this:  God  has  called  me  to  go 
to  the  South  Seas  to  preach  to  the  Is- 
landers who  have  not  heard  the  gospel. 
I  wondered  if  you  had  felt  that  way. 
I  mean  has  God  spoken  to  you  about 
being  a  missionary?"  She  remembered 
how  it  had  cut  her  to  the  heart  to  tell 
him.  In  her  heart  she  knew  he  would 
never  consent  to  going.  Nor  did  he.  He 
had  left  that  night  in  a  bad  humor  and 
did  not  even  say  good-by  when  she 
sailed  six  months  later,  although  he  was 
there,  standing  on  the  pier. 

Too,  she  could  remember  her  frail  lit- 
tle mother  standing  with  her  arms  around 
her.  The  tears  were  streaming  down  her 
cheeks  as  she  told  her  good-by.  No,  she 
never  expected  to  see  her  alive  again, 
but  praise  God,  she  would  see  her  by 
and  by,  when  all  her  labors  were  past 
and  all  the  sheaves  were  gathered — her 
sheaves  from  this  heathen  land.  There 
had  been  such  a  few  saved,  and  tonight 
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she  felt  the  burden  resting  heavily  on  her 
heart. 

"O  God,  my  Savior,  I  must  have 
sheaves  to  lay  at  Thy  feet,  from  this  is- 
land. Help  me  some  way  to  get  this 
people  to  see  their  need  of  Thee."  Yes, 
she  had  left  a  lovely  home  and  had  giv- 
en up  the  only  young  man  that  she  ever 
had  cared  for,  to  come  to  preach  here  to 
these  poor  heathen.  Was  it  worth  it, 
she   wondered? 

The  complete  sense  of  loneliness,  to- 
gether with  a  feeling  of  utter  helpless- 
ness, made  her  heart  cry  out  to  her 
God.  The  hours  slipped  by,  and  finally 
Lou  Bell  fell   asleep  on  her  knees. 

A  hand  on  her  shoulder  awakened  her. 
She  looked  up  into  the  face  of  one  of 
her  few  converts,  a  young  girl  from  a 
Jistant    village. 

"My  dear,  what  could  you  be  want- 
ing at  such  a  time  as  this?"  she  asked. 

Petrea  answered,  "Dear  Jesus  lady,  I 
came  to  warn  you  of  your  great  danger. 
In  just  a  short  time  my  father,  the  great 
chief,  will  be  here.  He  and  his  other 
warriors  and  even  the  women  and  chil- 
dren will  be  here  to  follow  the  proces- 
sion to  the  place  of  sacrifice.  And  you, 
my  dear  teacher,  will  be  the  sacrifice." 

"I  am  to  be  the  sacrifice,  am  I?" 
Lou    Bell    said    rising. 

"Yes,  they  will  offer  you  to  the  great 
rain  god,  so  they  will  have  rain  for 
their  crops,  unless  you  run  away  and 
hide  somewhere." 

"If  I  should  run  where  could  I  go? 
I  would  not  have  time  to  get  away  now, 
for  they  would  comb  this  place  for  me. 
No,  dear,  I'll  stay.  You  know  I've  tried 
so  hard  to  teach  against  human  sacri- 
fices. I've  tried  to  tell  them  God  wanted 
them  to  love  one  another,  but  only  to- 
day, Petrea,  they  brought  the  heads  and 
the  spoils  they  had  taken  in  a  battle  with 
a  neighboring  island.  I  have  tonight 
prayed  God  to  help  me  win  them  for 
Him  at  any  cost,  and  if  I  must  give  my 
life  that  they  might  be  won,  I  shall 
gladly  do  it." 

"Oh,  dear  Miss  Rawley,  please  go 
away,"  Petrea  threw  her  arms  around 
her  and  pleaded.  "I  can't  let  my  father 
do  this  to  you.  Oh,  do  go  away."  She 
sobbed  on  Lou  Bell's  shoulder.  But  Lou 
Bell  shook  her  head  sadly.  No,  she  could 
not  afford  to  run  now.  She  would  be  a 
brave  soldier  to  the  end.  But  was  it 
worth  it,  she  wondered?  The  giving  up 
of  home,  mother,  father,  brother,  sis- 
ter, and  Raymond?  She  might  have  been 
happy,  safely  at  home.  Here  she  was  to 
be  offered  as  a  sacrifice  at  the  rising  of 
the  sun.  But  could  she  be  really  happy 
and  not  obey  her  Lord?  No,  she  an- 
swered it  herself.  She  had  been  happy 
here  and  if  she  died  for  God's  cause  she 
would  soon  be  in  glory. 

She  sat  down  at  the  small  table  and 
wrote  a  letter  to  her  mother  and  then 
handed   it    to   Petrea,    and    asked   her   to 


mail  it  for  her,  so  her  mother  would 
know  she  had  died  for  God. 

"Take  this  and  mail  it  on  the  first 
ship  that  stops  here — if  anything  hap- 
pens," she  said. 

Petrea  took  the  letter  and  hid  it  in 
the  folds  of  her  grass  skirt. 

"What  is  that  distant  rumbling?  Oh 
yes,  I  can  hear  it  plainer  now.  It's  the 
drums  of  the  medicine  men.  It  won't 
be  long  until  they  reach  the  compound. 
Petrea,  you  must  go  now.  Your  father 
would  kill  you  if  he  ever  finds  out.  God 
bless  you."  She  led  her  to  the  door  and 
said  again  as  Petrea  hesitated,  "You 
must." 

Petrea  gave  one  last  look  at  the  dear 
"Jesus  lady,"  and  slipped  away  in  the 
darkness. 

Lou  Bell  fell  on  her  knees  and  began 
to  pray.  She  could  hear  them  coming, 
yelling  and  whooping.  The  weird  cry  of 
the  medicine  men.  together  with  the 
beating  of  drums  made  cold  chills  run 
over  her. 

Presently  a  rough  pounding  at  the 
frail  door  made  her  rise  to  answer. 
"Thou  God  of  Daniel,  help  me  to  be 
just  as  brave  as  he  was,  help  me  not  to 
fear,"  she  cried  as  she  unlatched  the 
door  and  stood  before  them.  "What 
would  you  have,  sir?"  she  calmly  asked. 
Looking  out  on  them  she  could  see  a 
few  faces  that  were  illuminated  by 
torches.  Hideous  they  were,  too,  all 
smeared  with  paint,  for  every  one  looked 
his  best  for  this  gala  occasion.  For  the 
most  part  the  men  were  nude,  save  only 
a  small  loin  cloth.  The  women  wore 
grass  skirts,   bracelets   and  necklaces. 

The  Big  Chief,  Petrea's  father, 
stepped  up  and  said,  "We  have  come  to 
ask  a  big  request  of  you,  white  Jesus 
lady.  Our  rain  god,  he  will  send  us  no 
rain  because  you  are  here.  So  we  ask  big 
request.  You  will  please  be  our  sacrifice 
to  this  rain  god,  so  we  may  have  rain." 
As  he  spoke  he  grinned  hideously  and 
bowed  mockingly. 

Lou  Bell  looked  at  them  with  pity, 
then  realizing  that  He  who  sticketh 
closer  than  a  brother  was  standing  by 
her  side;  she  smiled  calmly  but  said 
nothing. 

"Grab  her  men.  We  will  show  this 
foreigner  how  to  come  to  our  village 
and  teach  our  women  and  little  ones  to 
serve  strange  gods,"  the  chief  said  with 
a  sneer. 

Two  stalwart  warriors  stepped  up 
and  took  her  by  the  arm.  They  all 
started  down  the  path  toward  the  place 
fixed  for  the  sacrifice.  The  jungle 
echoed  and  re-echoed  with  the  whoops, 
yells  and  rumbling  of  the  drums,  car- 
ried by  the  medicine  men.  The  flaming 
torches  held  by  the  men,  well  lighted 
the  hard-beaten  path,  as  men,  women 
and  children  hurried  along.  An  occas- 
ional scream  of  a  baboon,  frightened  by 
this  unusual  company,  ran  out  through 


the  jungle. 

Lou  Bell  could  hear  the  monkeys 
chattering  and  scurrying  about  over 
head,  in  the  overlapping  branches  of  the 
giant  trees  over  the  path,  but  no  one 
was  afraid  of  them.  They  walked  so 
fast  until  her  feet  seemed  to  be  skim- 
ming along. 

Her  head  began  swimming  and  she 
felt  faint.  She  would  have  fallen  only 
one  of  the  young  men  picked  her  up  and 
slung  her  limp  body  over  his  shoulders 
and  went  on.  When  Lou  Belle  came  to, 
she  found  that  she  was  tied  to  a  pole  in 
the  center  of  a  clearing.  Beneath  her 
was  a  pile  of  dry  brush  and  the  medi- 
cine men  and  warriors  were  around  her. 
In  a  circle  around  the  clearing  the  wo- 
men and  children  stood.  She  saw  the 
medicine  men  file  out  from  the  others, 
leading  the  dance.  There  were  a  dozen 
or  more  of  them,  each  with  a  native 
drum.  They  began  beating  them  and  the 
men  began  dancing.  They  grew  wilder 
and  wilder,  weirdly  chanting  as  they 
danced.  The  Chief  sat  on  a  mat  near 
where  Lou  Bell  was,  watching  with  in- 
terest the  whole  proceedings. 

It  seemed  a  long  time  to  Lou  Bell  be- 
fore the  whole  sickening  affair  was 
coming  to  a  close.  The  daylight  was 
fastly  breaking  and  she  knew  it  would 
not  be  long  until  the  fires  would  be 
burning  her.  But  somehow  she  was 
not  afraid.  The  circle  began  closing  in 
on  her.  One  of  the  warriors  snatched 
a  flaming  torch  from  the  hand  of  one 
of  the  women  and  bounded  back  in  the 
dance,  waving  the  torch  here  and  there. 
They  were  ready  to  light  the  sticks 
under  her  feet  when  the  old  Chief  rose 
feebly   from  his  mat   and  said: 

"As  everyone  knows,  we  have  gath- 
ered here  to  offer  the  great  rain  god  a 
yearly  sacrifice.  We  have  had  no  rain. 
Our  crops  are  yet  unplanted,  and  we 
hope  that  white  Jesus  lady  should  feel 
honored  to  die  so  that  none  of  our  love- 
ly maidens  shall  have  to.  She  said  she 
was  ready  to  die.  She  said  she  serves  the 
great  God.  We  will  see  if  the  great  God 
can  deliver  out  of  our  hands  the  one 
whom  we  choose  as  our  sacrifice.  The 
honor  of  lighting  the  brush  will  go  to 
this  young  man  who  has  been  a  brave 
warrior  and  has  great  favor  with  the 
Big  Chief.  I  have  spoken,"  he  added  as 
he  motioned  the  warrior  to  step  for- 
ward. 

Just  then  a  scream  from  the  throat 
of  a  girl  caused  every  eye  to  be  turned 
toward  her.  She  ran  toward  the  circle 
of  men  still  crying.  She  kneeled  on  the 
brush  beside  Lou  Bell  and  began  to 
pray.  The  Chief  looked  closely  and  saw 
it  was  Petrea,  then  commanded  her  to 
move  so  the  sacrifice  could  go  on. 

She  refused,  but  replied,  looking  up, 
"No,  I  shall  not  move.  The  great  God 
showed  me  a  great  earthquake  will  de- 
(Continued  on  page   23) 
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TRAVELOGUE 

By  Mildred  Blackwell  Case 


We  are  glad  to  announce  that  this 
travelogue  will  be  continued  throughout 
four  issues  of  the  paper.  We  know  that 
you  will  be  helped  and  will  appreciate 
the  educational  value  of  these  articles. 
Don't   miss   an   issue. — Editor. 

May  4,  1938 
Dear  Loved  Ones  at  Home: 

I  hope  you  will  be  interested  in  a 
few  lines  of  comparison  of  this  strange 
land  and  ours.  I  have  noticed  things  that 
I've  thought  would  be  of  special  interest 
to  each  of  you  and  so  I'll  mention  all  I 
can  remember  and  you  each  can  claim 
the  bit  you  like  most. 

First  about  our  landing: — 

The  harbor  of  Liverpool  is  treacherous. 
You  have  to  travel  up  the  river  several 
miles  and  the  sand  in  the  river  channels 
are  constantly  shifting,  so  that  it  takes 
a  crew  constantly  busy  keeping  the  sand 
dredged  out  so  the  channels  will  be  deep 
enough  for  ocean  liners.  There  are  lights, 
of  course,  which  map  out  the  way  for  the 
steamers  to  go  but  there  are  special  pilots, 
who  know  the  river  who  come  out  to 
meet  the  steamers  and  pilot  them  into 
harbor.  In  other  words,  the  pilot  who 
brings  the  ship  across  the  ocean  is  not 
trusted  to  take  it  into  harbor.  The  spe- 
cial Liverpool  pilot  met  us  about  9:00 
p.  m.  and  piloted  our  ship  up  the  river  and 
into  dock  about  four  or  five  hours  later, 
so  we  didn't  know  when  we  docked.  The 
pilot's  boat  is  much  smaller,  just  used  for 
the  purpose  of  meeting  the  steamers.  He 
gets  out  of  it  into  a  very  small  motor 
boat  and  comes  to  the  ship  which  is 
stopped.  He  is  thrown  down  a  ladder 
onto  which  he  hangs  and  climbs  up  the 
side   of   the   ship   to   the   porthole,   crawls 


in,  goes  on  up  and  takes  charge  of  the 
helm  that  guides  the  ship.  The  man  who 
rows  him  to  the  ship  in  the  motor  boat, 
takes  the  motor  boat  back  to  the  pilot 
boat  which,  of  course,  goes  on  into  har- 
bor, piloted  by  another  man  who  knows 
the  river.  Before  we  reached  Liverpool, 
we  let  off  passengers  at  Glasgow,  Scot- 
land and  Dublin,  Ireland.  We  did  not 
dock  at  either  place.  Instead,  a  large  river 
boat  met  us.  We  stopped  and  it  came 
right  along  side  of  us,  was  roped  to  our 
ship,  and  a  gangplank  put  down  from 
our  ship  to  its  deck.  Over  this  gangplank 
the  passengers  and  all  their  luggage  passed 
from  our  boat  to  that  one;  the  gangplank 
was  taken  up,  ropes  loosed,  a  whistle 
blown  by  each  boat  and  the  smaller  one 
moved  off  to  harbor,  while  we  continued 
to  our  destination. 

We  had  breakfast  in  dock  at  Liverpool, 
were  examined  and  passed  off  the  ship 
to  land  again.  The  ship's  baggage  master 
had  gotten  in  touch  with  an  American 
express  agent  who  came  directly  to  us,  of- 
fering to  handle  our  baggage.  We  gladly 
entrusted  it  to  him  for  it  had  to  be  trans- 
ported across  the  river  to  another  dock, 
where  the  Bibby  Lines  are  located.  The 
custom's  officer  gave  us  no  trouble  and 
we  were  soon  out  of  the  dock  into  a  cab 
headed  for  this  hotel,  the  address  of  which 
our  stewardess  on  the  ship  had  given  us. 

Well,  we  began  to  see  sights  when  we 
stepped  out  of  the  baggage  house!  The 
cab  into  which  we  got  was  like  a  stage- 
coach, only  no  horses,  and  the  steering 
wheel  was  on  the  right  side!  No  sooner 
had  we  started  off,  than  we  noticed  he 
was  driving  on  the  wrong  side  of  the 
street,  but  he  didn't  collide  with  anyone, 
for  they  were  all  on  the  wrong  side  and 
soon  we  saw  a  traffic  sign,  "Keep  to  the 
left."  Yes,  all  the  cars  have  right  hand 
drivers  and  all  traffic  goes  exactly  oppo- 
site from  that  in  the  United  States.  Our 
attention  was  immediately  drawn  to  the 
busy  draymen  laboring  all  around  near 
the  docks  with  heavy  wagons  and  huge 
horses.  The  legs  of  the  horses  are  about 
three  times  the  size  of  those  we  were 
used  to  and  are  very  shaggy  around  the 
ankles.  Two  are  hitched  to  one  heavy 
wagon,  but  not  side  by  side — one  in  front 
of  the  other,  instead.  We  soon  went  under 
an  elevated  street  car  track  (New  York!) 
and  over  some  railroad  tracks,  on  which 
we  saw  some  very  small  engines  pulling 
very  small  coaches  and  box  cars.  They 
say  their  engines  are  more  powerful  than 
ours,  but  they  certainly  are  about  one- 
half  as  large!  In  fact,  most  of  the  cars 
are  small  here;  we  see  only  a  few  standard 


sized  autos.  The  Fords  are  about  the  only 
ones  we  can  recognize.  Filling  stations 
are  not  as  numerous  as  in  the  United 
States,  but  it  seems  there  are  plenty  of 
cars  here.  I  have  noticed  Texaco  and  Shell 
gasoline  and  Essolube  motor  oil  advertised. 
In  fact,  I  saw  a  Texaco  truck — looked 
familiar.  There  are  all  kinds  of  vehicles 
— lots  of  bicycles  (even  policemen  ride 
bicycles),  all  kinds  of  carts  and  wagons 
for  hauling,  and  they  are  not  all  drawn 
by  horses;  we  see  many  men  and  small 
boys  pulling  large  carts  heavily  loaded, 
but  back  to  bicycles — everyone  rides — 
we  have  seen  several  elderly  ladies  riding. 
One  large  elderly  lady  was  riding  right 
through  the  business  section  with  a  lot 
of  bundles  fastened  on  the  front  at  the 
handlebars  and  a  small  suitcase  fastened 
securely  to  the  seat  in  the  back — pleasant 
traveling,  eh?  That's  a  tip  to  mother 
(come  see  us  some  time).  Their  street 
cars  and  buses  for  city  travel  are  double- 
decked.  Also  there  are  underground  trains 
under  the  river  over  to  the  section  where 
the  Bibby  Lines  are.  The  queerest  trucks 
are  the  three-wheeled  ones!  big  ones,  too! 
Junior  would  like  to  drive  one,  I  imagine. 

Norma,  the  girls  your  size  wear  a  uni- 
form dress  to  school  and  their  shoes  and 
stockings  are  black.  How  would  you  like 
that?  The  school  children  carry  their 
books  in  small  suitcases  instead  of  cases 
like  you  have;  in  fact,  almost  everyone 
you  see  who  has  more  than  a  purse  has 
it  in  a  case  like  the  children  carry.  One 
would  think  the  whole  city's  population 
was  going  on  a  week-end  trip  every  day. 

Dot,  if  you  worked  in  a  cafe  (or  ca- 
terer) here,  you  would  not  have  quite  so 
much  to  do  because  they  serve  no  water 
(and  it's  almost  a  disgrace  to  ask  for  it 
too) .  Tea,  of  course,  is  the  chief  beverage; 
for  Hoyle  it  is  milk,  he  still  can't  stand 
tea.  Neither  do  they  serve  napkins,  ex- 
cept when  you  order  a  full  course  din- 
ner. In  only  one  place  have  I  ever  seen 
a  napkin.  Their  sandwiches  are  not  toast- 
ed; most  of  them  have  no  crust  on  them 
and  are  always  served  to  you  with  a 
knife.  You  cut  your  sandwich  into  pieces 
of  about  three  bites,  then  pick  up  the 
pieces  and  bite  by  bite  do  away  with  the 
pieces.  No  head  lettuce:  chiefly  kale  and 
cress  are  used  instead  of  lettuce.  Haven't 
seen  any  celery  nor  beets;  had  some  car- 
rots in  vegetable  soup  and  that  soup  tasted 
more  like  home  eating  than  anything  I've 
had.  Meats  are  very  prevalent  and  when 
you  order  a  plate  lunch  it  is  chiefly  meat. 
All  milk-shake  and  ice  cream  flavors  are 
artificial;  no  pure  fresh  fruit  flavors. 
They  specialize  in  bakery  goods  and  can- 
dies; almost  every  other  window  is  full 
of  one  or  the  other. 

Naomi  iRuth,  we  noticed  them  feed  a 
huge  flock  of  pigeons  in  a  beautiful  park 
today.  Other  little  girls  were  shooing 
them  and  I  thought  you  would  like  to 
play  with   them  on  the  grass.  This  park 
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is  in  the  heart  of  the  city,  surrounded 
with  hotels,  business  houses,  library  and 
museum  and  is  full  of  beautiful  blooming 
flowers  (the  only  ones  I  recognized  are 
the  multi-colored  tulips)  and  lovely  green 
grass  with  comfortable  bench  to  rest. 

We  visited  the  market  (like  St.  Louis 
market).  Oh,  all  the  strange  vegetables 
we  saw  and  the  most  beautiful  flowers — 
roses,  carnations,  tulips,  iris,  lilies  of  the 
valley,  etc.  (Rose  buds,  by  the  way,  are 
two  shillings  (50c)  per  dozen)  and  the 
most  meats — turkeys,  rabbits,  fish  and  all 
cuts  of  beef,  veal,  lamb,  and  pork.  "We 
bought  some  California  raisins,  African 
grapes,  British  apples  and  some  lemons 
from  where  I  do  not  know,  but  they  were 
large  as  apples  and  good!  Yum,  and  some 
Brazilian  taffy  (candy).  Bananas  were 
four  for  2c    (U.   S.   money). 

We  found  it  very  difficult  to  exchange 
our  money  for  British  money.  They  are 
skittish  of  counterfeits  and  charge  a  high 
rate  of  exchange.  One  place,  we  only  got 
$4.50  British  money  for  our  $5.00.  I  sure- 
ly hope  it  is  not  like  that  in  India  or  our 
money  will  not  go  very  far.  Prices  are 
about  the  same  here  with  a  few  excep- 
tions. 

These  buildings  are  all  black  with  age, 
chiefly  brick,  the  streets  of  cobblestone, 
but  kept  very  clean.  There  are  recep- 
tacles for  waste  material  on  the  lamp 
posts,  several  in  two  blocks,  and  the  re- 
fuse is  kept  gathered  away.  It  is  the  ordi- 
nary plight  of  the  early  morning  street 
walker  to  have  to  go  out  almost  into  the 
street  to  get  around  the  tidy  housekeep- 
ers. They  scrub  on  their  hands  and  knees, 
in  white  aprons  and  caps,  not  only  the 
interior  but  the  front  porch  and  steps. 
There  are  no  front  yards;  therefore,  thev 
are  down  on  their  hands  and  knees  on  the 
sidewalks  scrubbing  the  last  steps  and  the 
basement  window  sills  on  the  outside. 
They  clean  constantly  in  this  hotel,  some 
attendant  has  the  vacuum  sweeper  busy 
on  the  rugs  all  day  and  someone  straight- 
ens your  room  every  time  you  step  out. 
Only,  they  do  not  bring  fresh  linens 
every  day.  We  had  only  one  supply. 

Lots  of  silver  is  used  in  serving,  espe- 
cially the  tea  service  and  no  cream  but 
milk  in  tea — the  English  do  not  think 
it  is  good  for  you  (cream  and  tea) .  There 
is  a  very  hushed  and  quiet  attitude  every- 
where. All  conversations  were  carried  on 
in  very  soft,  quiet  tones  and  even  their 
tread  is  quiet,  as  they  briskly  pace  from 
one  place  to  another.  Even  the  children 
aren't  boisterous,  but  are  they  dirty- 
faced?  I've  never  seen  so  many  dirty  faces 
and  hands  in  all  my  life.  I  suppose  it  is 
due  to  the  fact  that  the  sidewalks,  build- 
ings, etc.,  are  so  black  with  age  and 
smoke  that  each  time  you  touch 
anything  outside  you  get  black.  The 
few  yards  there  are  are  in  the  middle 
of  the  buildings, — patio  style — build- 
ings built  around  the  garden     and     even 


in  those  yards  there  is  more  rock 
than  grass  and  it  is  as  black  as  the  build- 
ings. Their  customs  are  not  altogether  dis- 
pleasing, though  it  may  seem  so  by  the 
tone  of  this  letter,  but  I  know  this  would 
be  a  dirty  place  if  they  didn't  keep  trying 
to  clean,  as  they  do  constantly. 

I  suppose  any  letter  is  incomplete  with- 
out something  about  the  weather.  They 
say  they've  been  praying  for  rain  here 
since  the  first  of  the  year — very  unusual 
for  this  place  for  they  generally  depend 
upon  these  rains  for  their  crops  of  pota- 
toes, oats,  hops  and  vegetables. 

Here  the  street  lights  are  not  lighted 
until  about  10:00  p.  m.  for  they  have 
twilight  from  sundown  (about  6:30  p. 
m.)  until  about  10:00  p.  m.  Honestly,  it 
is  as  light  here  at  6:00  p.  m.  as  at  3:00  or 
4:00  p.  m.  there  and  at  9:30  p.  m.  it 
looks  like  6:30  p.  m.  It's  so  light  outside 
one  cannot  go  to  sleep  under  11:00  p.  m. 
unless  he  closes  out  the  light  from  the 
windows.  By  the  way,  there  are  no  win- 
dow shades,  only  a  half  curtain  covering 
the  lower  sash  and  draperies  from  the  top 
which  may  be  pulled  together  to  keep 
out  light  and  sight  from  outside.  I  no- 
ticed many  of  the  rooms  in  this  hotel  are 
furnished  in  distinctive  English  styles, 
some  of  them  antique.  However,  I  sup- 
pose because  of  our  nationality,  they  gave 
us  a  room,  the  furniture  of  which  is  very 
beautiful  and  as  modern  as  any  I've  seen 
in  the  United  States.  The  bed  is  dressed 
differently  with  this  respect — the  spread 
is  of  embroidered  cotton  material;  then 
on  top  of  it  is  placed  a  fluffy  comfort 
of  beautifully  designed  cloth  to  match  the 
spread  and  draperies.  Our  room  is  in 
green.  However,  I  noticed  the  one  next 
to  us  in  blue,  the  bed  finished  the  same. 

There  are  few  colored  people  here.  I 
can  count  on  the  fingers  of  one  hand  all 
we  have  seen. 

As  for  the  styles,  girls,  suits  are  very 
popular,  many  long  sleeves  available  even 
in  blouses,  the  most  beautiful  wedding 
gowns  I've  ever  seen,  new  hats  in  win- 
dows very  pretty  to  my  taste,  but  most 
of  them  on  the  streets  are  horrible  to  look 
at  and  the  least  attractive  part  of  the 
ladies'  dress  is  their  shoes,  heavy,  clumsy- 
looking  and  ill-fitted  or  really  no  fit,  es- 
pecially the  instep  and  the  heels  are  very 
funny  shaped. 

The  water  here  is  very  good,  I've  cer- 
tainly drunk  a  plenty;  hope  the  boat 
takes  a  load  of  it  along. 

I  hope  there's  something  in  here  each 
of  you  and  papa,  too,  will  enjoy  know- 
ing, and  if  you  care  to  send  it  to  Uncle 
Luther,  I'm  sure  he  would  like  to  know 
something  about  customs  here  and  most 
likely  I'll  not  have  time  to  write  very 
lengthily  on  these  things  to  him. 

With  the  manuscribbling  comes  a  heap 
of  love  and  very  best  wishes  from  both  of 
us. — Ever  lovingly, 

Mildred  and  Hoyle. 


TRAVELOGUE 

From    Mr.    and   Mrs.    Edmond   E.    Stark 


May  14,  1938 
Dear   Coworkers: 

"In  all  thy  ways  acknowledge  Him, 
and  He  shall  direct  thy  paths,"  Prov. 
3:6.  This  is  our  stronghold  as  we  work 
for  the  Lord. 

Our  hearts  are  overflowing  to  God 
for  His  ever  abiding  presence  which  has 
become  more  real  to  us  each  hour  since 
last  writing.  We  give  thanks  unto  Him 
that  we  were  not  ill  once  during  the 
voyage,  although  some  of  our  fellow  pas- 
sengers  were   very  ill   at   times. 

It  might  have  seemed  that  we  were 
entirely  alcne  as  we  sailed,  for  none  of 
our  friends  were  able  to  go  to  the 
steamer  to  tell  us  good-by.  This  did  not 
make  us  feel  lonely  as  we  felt  the  Lord 
with  us  and  remembered  the  good-byes 
from  the  various  friends  we  met  as  we 
visited  the  churches  for  the  last  time. 
As  soon  as  we  left  the  docks  we  were 
handed  fifty-five  letters  and  four  tele- 
grams. Many  an  enjoyable  hour  was 
spent  in  reading  these  messages  from 
friends  all  over  the  states  and  we  felt 
sure  many  were  praying  for  us  all  the 
way. 

We  did  not  expect  anyone  to  meet  us 
when  we  arrived  in  London,  but  while 
we  were  caring  for  our  baggage  at  the 
boat  train  a  gentleman  interrupted  to 
ask  if  were  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stark.  He  was 
Brother  Tilling,  a  secretary  of  the 
Pentecostal  movement  in  Great  Britain 
and  our  host  while  in  London.  Truly, 
"He   goeth   before  His   sheep." 

While  in  London  we  were  urged  to 
change  our  plans  and  go  by  Portugal 
or  Madiera  for  a  month,  at  least,  of 
language  study.  We  attempted  to  make 
this  change,  but  found  it  would  cost 
more  than  it  could  possibly  be  worth  to 
us.  The  Lord  set  His  approval  on  this 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow   more   impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  In  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  be 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  In  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
fp    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
tianded  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  Is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in   a   Y.    P.    E.   meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    frienas. 


Bible  Lesson 

By  Exelma  Holley 
Topic,    "SOUL    WINNING" 

Song,  "Let  My  Life  Be  a  Light." 
THOUGHTS    FOR    THE    LEADER 

We  feel  every  child  of  God  should 
be  interested  in  winning  souls  for  God. 
We  should  have  the  zeal  for  lost  souls 
as  Jesus  when  He  said,  "I  am  the  good 
shepherd:  the  good  shepherd  givcth  his 
life  for  the  sheep,"  John  10:11.  As  for 
Paul  he  said,  "Brethren,  my  heart's  de- 
sire and  prayer  to  God  for  Israel  is, 
that   they  might   be  saved,"   Rom.    10:1. 

Although  the  soul  is  the  most  valua- 
ble part  of  the  human,  many  are  un- 
concerned about  their  souls  and  sad,  but 
true,  many  Christians  think  because 
they  are  saved,  sanctified,  filled  with 
.the  Holy  Ghost  and  in  the  Church  of 
God,  that  they  can  sit  down  and  be  at 
ease.  But  a  woe  is  pronounced  upon  those 
at  ease  in  Zion,  Amos  6:1.  We  have  on- 
ly a  short  time  to  work  so  what  we  do 
must  be  done  quickly. 

PREPARING  TO  WIN  SOULS 
Matt.    4:19. 

Jesus  while  here  called  men  to  fol- 
low Him  and   let  Him  make  them   fish- 


ers of  men.  They  needed  to  study  the 
nature  of  different  people  in  order  to 
win  them.  So,  as  they  followed  the  Lord 
in  obeying  His  Word,  they  saw  how  He 
did,  the  love,  meekness,  and  wisdom 
that  He  used.  Did  He  talk  about  the 
same  thing  to  all?  No,  but  to  one  water, 
another  love,   another  fishers,  etc. 

Remember,  all  fish  do  not  bite  the 
same  bait,  likewise  all  people  will  not  be 
interested  in  the  same  conversation.  So 
the  closer  we  follow  Jesus  the  more 
qualified  we  will  be  with  graces  to  win 
souls. 

THE  RIGHT  ATTITUDE 
2    Tim.    2:24-26 

This  is  the  spirit  of  meekness.  You 
need  not  think  that  people  will  jump 
at  your  command,  or  believe  everything 
you  say,  but  they  will  begin  to  watch 
your  life  to  see  if  you  possess  what  you 
tell  them  about.  This  will  take  patience 
too.  Some  souls  are  won  more  quickly 
than  others,  therefore  we  must  deal  pa- 
tiently, and  not  harshly.  So  after  you 
have  found  the  sinners,  then  bait  your 
hook  with  love,  meekness,  and  patience. 
How  did  Jesus  do?  He  went  to  their 
homes,  ate  with  them,  went  to  their  wed- 
dings and  synagogues.  In  this  way  He  got 
the  truth  to  them.  So  we  must  be  kind, 
show  love,  favors,  help  them,  pray  for 
them,  invite  them  to  church,  give  them 
good  literature  and  talk  to  them.  God 
will  reward  our  efforts  if  they  are 
prompted  by  this  love  of  His. 

EFFORTS  PUT  FORTH 
1    Cor.    9:19-22 

I  wonder  if  we  are  putting  forth  all 
the  efforts  we  can  to  win  the  lost.  I 
am  afraid  not.  Let  us  take  Paul  for  an 
example  here  and  see  how  far  he  went, 
the  sacrifices  he  made,  to  win  souls.  He 
made  himself  a  servant,  that  others 
might  be  saved,  1  Cor.  10:22,  and  was 
willing  to  go  according  to  the  cove- 
nant of  circumcision  of  the  Jews  to 
win  them,  Acts  16:3,  and  came  under 
the  law  in  Acts  21:26  in  order  to  tell 
them  about  Him  who  came  to  purify 
our  hearts.  Then  he  refused  to  eat  meat 
in  order  to  win  his  weak  brothers,  1 
Cor.  8:13.  He  could  have  eaten  it  and 
it  wouldn't  have  condemned  him,  yet 
he  thought  of  their  souls  and  gave  it 
up.  Many  of  us  don't  act  as  he  did,  in- 
stead we  say,  "I  don't  see  why  you 
should  notice  that,"  or  "It  doesn't  con- 
demn me,  neither  is  there  any  harm  in 
this   or   that." 

Now  all  our  efforts  must  be  with  the 
love  of  God.  When  we  have  the  love 
of  the  lost  we  should  labour,  sacrifice 
and  put  forth  every  effort  and  it  will 
be  a  pleasure  to  help  pray  someone 
through   to  God. 

SEEING   THE   OTHER   SIDE 
Dan.    12:3 

If  we  could  look  over  in  glory  and 
see  the  righteous  who  have  turned  many 
to   God   shining   as    the   stars,    we   would 


strive  harder  to  turn  somebody  to  God. 
Or  if  we  could  look  at  the  great  judg- 
ment of  God,  and  on  the  right  of  Je- 
sus see  someone  we  helped  to  win, 
wouldn't  that  bring  joy?  Even  now  it 
brings  a  joy  in  our  hearts  when  we  pray 
somebody  through  to  God.  According 
to  our  works  we  shall  be  rewarded. 

Let  us  all  go  out  and  bring  the  lost 
sheep  to  Jesus. 

Song:   "Win   Them  One  by  One." 

Bible  Lesson 

By  E.  M.  Tapley 

Topic,   "SEVEN   SECRETS   OF   A 
VICTORIOUS  LIFE" 

Scripture   lesson:    1    John    5:1-10. 

Remarks  by  leader-.lt  should  be  the 
desire  of  every  one  who  begins  the 
Christian  warfare  to  live  victoriously, 
and  surely  all  do  long  for  such  a  life  of 
joy  and  victory  rather  than  one  of  dis- 
appointment and  defeat.  But  many  fail 
to  lead  a  life  of  influence  and  happiness 
in  the  Lord,  and  there  are  reasons  for 
it.  Our  lesson  gives  us  seven  secrets  of 
victory,  usefulness  and  growth. 
1.   BE   PRAYERFUL 

We  are  exhorted  to  pray  always  ( 1 
Thess.  5:17);  everywhere  without  wrath 
and  doubting,  (1  Tim.  2:8);  and  to 
pray  in  the  Spirit  (Eph.  6:18).  Hence 
we  see  prayer  as  the  crowning  necessity 
of  victorious  living.  It  is  true  that  we 
cannot  utter  an  audible  prayer  all  the 
time,  but  we  can  maintain  a  prayerful 
attitude  in  our  hearts  at  all  times  and 
thus  have  a  prayer  ascending  to  God 
every  moment.  Prayer  is  the  sincere  de- 
sire of  the  heart  and  not  necessarily 
words  uttered.  A  heart  so  hungry  for 
grace  and  holiness  will  not  be  lured  by 
worldliness  and  sin.  Men  of  great  power 
and  success  in  God's  service  have  al- 
ways been  men  who  knew  how  to  pray 
and  whose  very  hearts  burned  within 
for  those  hours  of  sweet  communion 
with   God. 

2.  BE  CAREFUL  WHAT  YOU 

THINK 

Prov.    4:23 

As  we  think  in  our  hearts  so  are  we. 
Our  thinking  faculties  are  divinely  giv- 
en and  we  should  guard  them  with  all 
diligence  against  abuse  and  defilement. 
As  the  physical  heart  is  the  seat  of  phy- 
sical life,  so  is  the  spiritual  heart  the 
seat  of  spiritual  life.  We  must  feed  it 
upon  those  thoughts  that  arc  whole- 
some and  pure  if  we  are  to  live  clean 
and  holy  (Luke  6:45).  We  are  not  to 
think  on  things  that  are  only  unpleasant 
if  our  lives  are  to  be  kept  aflame  with 
fire  and  holiness.  In  Phil.  4:8  and  Eph. 
5:19  we  find  the  ideal  state  of  mind  for 
the  overcomer. 

3.  BE  CAREFUL    WHAT  YOU    SAY 
Matt.    15:18;  Col.  4:6 

The  failure  of  many  a  promising  life; 
the  extinguishing  of  many  a  glowing 
flame  of  fire  and  zeal;   many  a  bleeding 
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heart;  and  the  loss  of  many  a  bright  ex- 
perience are  all  directly  traceable  to  im- 
proper use  of  the  tongue.  "Behold,  how 
great  a  matter  a  little  fire  kindleth." 
We  not  only  destroy  our  own  salvation 
and  peace  by  careless  speech  and  haish 
words,  but  we  deal  deadly  blows  to  the 
happiness  and  well-being  of  others.  We 
owe  it  to  God  to  guard  the  use  of  our 
tongue  which  God  has  created  to  praise 
Him.  "They  shall  speak  of  the  glory  of 
thy  kingdom  and  talk  of  thy  power" 
(Psa.  145:11).  The  wise  and  godly  will 
delight  in  speaking  of  these  things. 

4.  BE  CAREFUL  WHERE  YOU  GO 
2  Cor.  6:15-16 
The  consecrated  child  of  God  is  com- 
pletely out  of  harmony  with  the  world. 
We  cannot  take  Christ  with  us  to  world- 
ly resorts  and  amusements,  nor  can  we 
associate  with  worldly  companion?  and 
enjoy  full  fellowship  with  our  Lord.  We 
are  to  have  no  fellowship  with  the  un- 
fruitful works  of  darkness  but  to  ra- 
ther reprove  them.  For  the  sake  of  vic- 
tory and  influence  we  must  avoid  ques- 
tionable pleasures  and  places. 

5.  BE  OBEDIENT  TO  EVERY  PART 

OF  GOD'S  WORD 
John  14:23 
The  great  heart  of  God  is  quickly 
moved  by  the  plea  of  one  who  loves  and 
obeys  all  He  has  spoken.  We  must  walk 
in  the  light  as  He  is  in  the  light  if  we 
are  to  maintain  divine  fellowship  with 
God  and  each  other  and  keep  our  souls 
aglow  with   the  holy  flame. 

6.  BE  PRESENT  AT  EVERY  SERVICE 

Heb.  10:25;  Deut.  12:5 
We  are  most  susceptible  to  temptation 
and  careless,  indifferent  living  when 
we  are  most  negligent  in  attending 
church.  People  who  are  remiss  in  com- 
ing to  the  house  of  God  are  always  ab- 
sent when  the  best  services  are  had.  It 
does  not  just  happen  so.  There  is  a 
reason  for  it.  The  seducing  spirits  that 
keep  them  away  put  forth  a  more  strenu- 
ous effort  to  do  so  when  God  is  most 
ready  to  pour  out  a  needed  blessing. 
When  we  are  kept  from  the  house  of 
the  Lord  and  lounge  around  home  or  go 
other  places  we  are  listening  to,  and 
obeying  wicked  spirits.  If  we  persist  in 
this  we  will  soon  find  that  our  good 
experience  and  joy  has  leaked  out.  It  is 
all  the  more  necessary  for  us  to  attend 
church  regularly  as  we  see  the  coming 
of  the  Lord  approaching. 

7.  BE  STUDIOUS— READ  THE  BIBLE 

AND  GOOD  LITERATURE 
In  Isaiah  34:16  we  read:  "Seek  ye 
out  of  the  book  of  the  Lord  and  read." 
Paul  exhorted  Timothy  to  give  attend- 
ance to  reading.  Nothing  is  more  essen- 
tial and  helpful  to  the  Christian  than 
good  reading.  If  this  vital  factor  of 
your  spiritual  growth  is  overlooked  you 
will  find  your  usefulness  and  power  to 
triumph    over      evil    greatly    diminished. 


Read  those  things  that  are  essentially 
sound  and  inspiring.  Refrain  from  such 
matter  as  love  and  western  stories.  Such 
reading  will  destroy  not  only  your  ex- 
perience, but  every  Christian  and  moral 
principle. 

Closing  remarks  by  leader:  Our  les- 
son has  given  us  seven  important  secrets 
of  living  a  useful  and  happy  life  in  the 
service  of  the  Lord.  Let  us  make  each 
of  these  a  part  of  our  daily  routine  and 
we  can  find  the  place  of  continual  joy 
and  service  we  so  much  desire.  (Here 
the  leader  may  repeat  the  seven  leading 
points.)  If  these  we  observe  we  will  not 
only  be  victorious  and  successful  here 
but  will  receive  a  great  reward  in  heav- 
en. 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Esther  Holland 
Topic,    "SEPARATION" 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

In  the  beginning  God  demanded  a 
separation  from  the  knowledge  of  the 
sin  of  the  world  and  as  long  as  man 
obeyed  the  voice  of  God  and  had  only 
the  knowledge  of  that  which  was  pure 
and  holy,  he  was  like  unto  God,  clothed 
with  the  righteousness  of  God.  But  after 
man  through  disobedience  wilfully  par- 
took of  the  knowledge  of  the  world  by 
eating  the  forbidden  fruit,  he  was  no 
longer  separated  unto  God  but  was 
polluted  with  the  stain  of  sin.  Conse- 
quently there  must  be  a  provision  of 
a  subsequent  separation  to  satisfy  the 
demand  of  God,  and  we  are  going  to 
study  this  separation  from  several  stand- 
points. 

SEPARATION  FROM  HOME 
Gen.    12:1 

Here  we  note  that  God  called  Abra- 
ham to  leave  his  native  land  and  go  out 
to  "a  land  which  I  will  shew  thee,"  and 
Abraham  was  very  quick  to  obey.  Then 
we  note  that  almost  every  place  he 
stopped  he  built  an  altar,  an  altar  of 
consecration  to  God.  But  as  we  read 
this,  can  we  not  hear  the  Holy  Ghost 
speaking  unto  us  to  separate  ourselves 
from  the  "native  land"  of  lukewarm- 
ness  and  take  a  journey  to  the  throne 
of  God,  the  Holy  of  holies?  Many  of  the 
members  of  the  Church  of  God  today 
are  in  the  same  nest  they  occupied  ten 
years  ago,  seemingly  satisfied  with  an 
experience  ten  years  old  which  perhaps 
has  never  been  renewed.  But  God  is 
calling  to  leave  the  rest  of  that  day, 
not  forget  it,  but  leave  it  to  seek  an- 
other and  deeper  one,  for  since  this  is 
another  day,  we  need  an  experience  to 
meet  the  foes  of  this  day.  We  need  to 
build  a  new  altar  of  consecration  and 
reconsecration,  that  we  may  get  away 
from  this  lukewarm  state  into  which 
we  have  diifted. 

SEPARATION    FROM   LOVED  ONES 
Gen.    13 

According   to  the   Scriptures   we   find 


Abraham  going  further  than  God  de- 
signated, or  trespassing  down  in  Egypt. 
This  trespassing  caused  another  separa- 
tion, a  very  painful  one,  too.  We  al- 
ways suffer  when  we  trespass  on  terri- 
tory where  God  is  not  leading. 

Now  we  see  him  separating  from  Lot, 
a  nephew  whom  he  loved  very  dearly. 
Then  came  the  separation  from  Hagar 
and  the  child.  It  nearly  broke  Abra- 
ham's heart  to  separate  from  this  child, 
but  God  said  it  must  be  done.  He  wants 
a  pure  family  and  through  the  impa- 
tience of  Abraham  and  Sarah,  the  child, 
Ishmael,  was  born  to  Hagar,  Sarah's 
Egyptian  maid,  by  Abraham,  when  all 
the  time  they  knew  that  Sarah  was  the 
wife  that  God  had  given  him.  Therefore, 
in  order  to  have  that  pure  family,  those 
foreigners,  so  to  speak,  had  to  be  sepa- 
rated from.  They  were  not  heirs  to  the 
promise  of  God  and  could  not  partake 
of  that  which  God  had  promised  to  His 
chosen  ones.  Painful  though  it  was,  Ab- 
raham had  to  send  them  away.  So  when 
we  become  impatient  with  God  and  take 
matters  in  our  own  hands  to  fulfill  our 
desires,  we  will  find  fruit  there  that  will 
not  be  acceptable  with  God,  and  we  like 
Abraham,  will  have  to  separate  from 
such.  Many  today  would  be  workers  for 
the  Lord  if  they  would  only  separate 
themselves  from  their  loved  ones.  When 
Jesus  called  the  disciples  they  left  all  and 
followed  Him,  and  so  must  we,  if  we 
are  to  please  Him.  Fathers,  mothers  and 
friends,  too,  may  be  bitterly  opposed  to 
our  separation  unto  God  for  His  service, 
but  we  read  in  His  Word  where  He  has 
created  us  for  His  glory  and  not  to 
please  our  loved  ones  nor  ourselves. 

SEPARATION    UNTO    SACRIFICE 

"Take  now  thy  son,  thine  only  son, 
Isaac,  whom  thou  lovest,  and  get  thee 
into  the  land  of  Moriah;  and  offer  him 
there  for  a  burnt  offering  upon  one  of 
the  mountains  which  I  shall  tell  thee 
of."  One  separation  after  another  seemed 
to  be  Abraham's  lot,  but  this  surely 
must  have  been  the  hardest  he  had  to 
face.  Yet  accustomed  to  obey,  Abraham 
arose  immediately  and  went  to  the  ap- 
pointed place,  carrying  the  weapon,  with 
which  to  slay  his  son,  and  the  fire  and 
wood  for  the  altar:  yes,  another  altar, 
but  how  different!  Those  that  he  had 
built  heretofore  had  been  for  consecra- 
tion and  reconsecration  and  a  closer  walk 
with  God,  but  this  was  the  altar  of  sac- 
rifice— a  separation,  yes,  but  what  a 
separation!!!  Still,  just  as  the  altar  was 
laid  and  Isaac  bound  thereon  and  the 
knife  lifted  to  make  the  fatal  blow,  a 
VOICE  was  heard.  Yes,  God  was  there, 
and  being  pleased  to  know  that  Abra- 
ham was  wholly  separated  unto  Him, 
He  provided  a  substitute  for  the  offer- 
ing, a  ram.  So  Abraham  took  Isaac  off 
the  altar  and  offered  the  ram  instead. 
How  very  dear  God  must  have  been  to 
Abraham  that  day!  It  would  have  taken 
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the  sacrifice  of  your  life  and  mine  to 
satisfy  the  demands  of  the  law,  but  God 
gave  a  substitute  for  us,  even  Jesus,  and 
as  we  accept  His  atonement  we  become 
more  closely  separated  unto  God.  And 
we,  too,  are  called  on  to  sacrifice  for 
Him.  We  may  have  to  give  up  that 
loved  one  who  is  very  dear  to  us,  but 
if  God's  will  be  so,  then  our  fellowship 
with  Him  will  be  much  sweeter.  We 
may  have  to  give  up  that  ambition  that 
we  have  cherished  so  long  and  plans  for 
the  future,  but  by  so  doing  we  will  be 
more  wholly  separated  unto  God. 

SEPARATION  FOR  SERVICE 
Acts  13:2 
There  are  times  when  we  need  to  get 
out  of  the  "home  nest"  to  be  of  best 
service  to  God.  True,  we  enjoy  working 
with  those  we  know  and  love  and  it  is 
very  painful  to  think  of  leaving  the 
old  home  church  where  father  and 
mother  worshipped  with  us  since  child- 
hood, but  in  the  reference  above  we 
find  that  Saul  and  Barnabas  were  work- 
ing with  the  other  disciples,  but  it  was 
time  for  them  to  enter  new  fields  as  the 
Holy  Ghost  said  unto  them.  So  they 
went  out,  willing  to  be  separated  from 
fellowworkers  in  order  to  be  in  God's 
will.  And  when  they  obeyed  the  orders 
from  above,  many  souls  were  saved, 
many  bodies  healed,  new  churches  es- 
tablished and  new  fields  opened  to  the 
Word  of  God.  And  when  the  Holy 
Ghost  bids  you  or  me  to  go  to  new 
fields  of  service  let's  heed  the  call,  be 
willing  to  separate  ourselves  from  ev- 
erything and  everyone  to  be  closer  to 
God  and  in  His  will.  For  service  out  of 
the  will  of  God  will  not  bring  much 
reward.  Just  to  be  in  the  divine  will 
and  to  know  we  are  close  enough  to 
Him  to  hear  His  voice  when  He  calls 
to  service  will  bring  joy,  peace,  and 
fruitfulness  in  our  lives  and  God  will 
be  forever  glorified  thereby.  Therefore, 
separate  yourselves  unto  God  anew. 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Exelma  Holley 
mc,  "LIFT  UP  YOUR  EYES" 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
These  words  are  the  words  of  Jesus, 
and  had  it  not  been  needful  for  His  dis- 
ciples, He  would  not  have  told  them. 
He  also  warned  them  to  remember  Lot's 
wife,  and  said,  "No  man  having  put  his 
hand  to  the  plough,  and  looking  back,  is 
fit  for  the  kingdom  of  God,"  Luke  9:62. 
The  reason  so  many  are  going  back  is, 
they  fail  to  look  up  to  Jesus.  They  look 
down  at  these  perishable  things  as  Peter 
did  when  he  began  to  sink.  He  is  our 
only  hope  in  these  troublesome  times,  and 
these  trials  are  for  God's  people  to  see 
this  hope  and  put  their  faith  wholly  in 
Him  for  everything,  and  at  all  times. 
Remember,  unto  them  that  look  for 
Him   shall   He   appear   the  second   time. 


LOOK  AT  HIS  PROMISES 
Gen.    13:14,    15 

Here  God  told  Abram  to  view  the 
land  He  had  promised  unto  him  and  his 
seed.  Notice  he  had  to  lift  up  his  eyes 
in  order  to  see  all  the  promised  land. 
Now  we  can  do  the  same,  look  east- 
ward, westward,  northward,  and  south- 
ward, all  this  earth  belongs  to  God,  but 
we  hear  Jesus  say  in  Matt.  5:5,  "Blessed 
are  the  meek;  for  they  shall  inherit  the 
earth."  We  not  only  have  this  promise, 
but  if  we  open  our  eyes  and  read 
through  the  Bible  we  will  find  many 
more  that  will  inspire  us  to  strive  far 
more  earnestly. 

LOOK  TO  HIM  FOR  HEALING 
Num.   21:8,   9 

This  is  another  time  God's  people  had 
to  look  up,  but  this  time  to  be  healed. 
The  fiery  serpent  upon  the  pole  was  a 
type  of  Jesus  on  the  cross  and  with  His 
stripes  we  are  healed,  Isa.  5  3:5. 

These  people  had  no  other  hope  of 
life;  no  doubt  many  had  always  trusted 
in  physicians  for  their  healing  but  this 
time  they  only  looked  up  in  faith  and 
were  made  whole.  No  matter  what  your 
condition  may  be,  Jesus  has  the  power 
to  heal,  if  you  look  to  Him,  and  trust 
in  Him.  He  still  heals  all  manner  of  di- 
seases. 
LOOK  TO  HIM  WHEN  AFRAID 
2  Kings  6:15,   17 

Here  Elisha's  servant  was  afraid  of 
the  enemy  until  his  eyes  were  open,  and 
he  saw  that  they  were  more  with  them 
than  against  them.  Today  you  who  are 
afraid  need  your  eyes  open  to  see  that 
"the  angel  of  the  Lord  encampeth  around 
about  them  that  fear  him,  and  deliv- 
ered! them,"  Psa.  34:7,  to  see  Jesus 
standing  at  the  Father's  right  hand  as 
Stephen  did,  that  the  host  of  heaven  is 
behind  us,  and  greater  is  He  that  is 
within  you  than  he  that  is  in  the  world. 
Truly  this  will  encourage  our  hearts, 
for  after  all  we  are  told  not  to  fear 
man,   but   God. 

LOOK   UP   IN   TIME   OF   TROUBLE 
Psa.    121:1,    2 

We  don't  know  whether  King  Saul 
was  pursuing  David,  his  great  sin,  or 
what,  but  David  needed  help  that  man 
couldn't  give  and  looked  to  the  right 
source  for  it.  "God  is  our  refuge  and 
strength,  a  very  present  help  in  trou- 
ble," Ps.  46:1.  We  are  told  to  come  to 
Jesus  in  Heb.  4:16,  "Let  us  therefore 
come  boldly  unto  the  throne  of  grace, 
that  we  may  obtain  mercy,  and  find 
grace  to  help  in  time  of  need."  Those 
who  fail  to  do  this  will  go  down  in  these 
troublesome  times,  but  He  promised  to 
be  with  us  even  in  seven  troubles,  Job 
5:19. 

LOOK  AND  SEE    SOMETHING    TO 

DO 

St.   John   4:3  5 

Many    think    because    they    can't    do 


great  things  that  they  cannot  do  any- 
thing. Jesus  wanted  His  disciples  to  see, 
not  the  ripened  grain,  but  the  men  and 
women  who  were  without  God,  soon 
going  to  die  and  face  the  judgment.  So 
we  won't  have  to  wait  until  summer  to 
work,  but  do  as  the  wise  man  said, 
"Whatsoever  thy  hand  findeth  to  do, 
do  it  with  thy  might;  for  there  is  no 
work,  nor  device,  nor  knowledge,  nor 
wisdom,  in  the  grave,  whither  thou 
goest,"  Ecc.  9:10.  There  is  plenty  to 
do  and  the  more  we  do,  the  more  we 
will  find  to  do. 

LOOK  AT  THE  THINGS  NOT  SEEN 
2  Cor.  4:18 
Too  many  are  looking  at  someone's 
new  dress,  or  the  way  they  have  their 
hair  fixed  instead  of  setting  their  affec- 
tions on  things  above,  Col.  3:2.  Beauty 
fades,  youth  grows  old,  gold  is  soon 
taken,  clothes  wax  old,  and  other  visi- 
ble things  soon  perish,  but  the  gift  of 
God  is  eternal  life.  Jesus  said,  "The  life 
is  more  than  meat,  and  the  body  is  more 
than  raiment,"  Luke  12:23.  And  if  you 
"seek  first  the  kingdom  of  God,  and 
His  righteousness,  all  these  things  shall 
be  added  unto  you,"  Matt.  6:3  3.  So 
quit  looking  at  the  perishable  things 
and  as  children  of  God  see  something 
that  the  world  doesn't  see,  a  house  not 
made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  heav- 
ens, 2   Cor.   5:1. 

LOOKING   UNTO    JESUS 
Heb.   12:2 

He  is  the  author  and  the  finisher  of 
our  faith.  So  for  everything  we  must 
look  to  Him,  for  He  is  not  only  our 
hope,  but  our  life,  healer,  keeper,  Savior, 
helper,  resurrection,  and  soon  coming 
King.  We,  as  the  bride  of  Christ,  must 
get  so  dressed  for  the  marriage  of  the 
Lamb  until  every  time  we  look  up  we 
will  look  for  His  coming.  Don't  look  for 
a  hole  in  the  ground,  but  for  Jesus  to 
come  with  His  saints  to  take  us  to  the 
new  Jerusalem.  He  will  only  come  to 
those  who  look  for  Him,  all  others  will 
not  be  ready.  There  are  seven  good  rea- 
sons for  lifting  up  our  eyes.  There  is 
so  much  to  look  for  that  we  are  failing 
to  see. 

Song  suggested,  "Look  Up,"  No.  3  3 
in   Pearls  of   the   Cross  song   book. 


The  Beauty  of  a  Holy  Life 

When  death  called  away  Rev.  Robert 
Murray  McChcyne,  a  note  was  opened 
which  had  been  delivered  during  his  ill- 
ness. It  was  from  one  who  had  heard  his 
last  sermon  on  Isa.  60:1.  It  read,  "I 
heard  you  preach  last  Sunday  evening, 
and  it  pleased  God  to  bless  that  sermon 
to  my  soul.  It  was  not  so  much  what 
you  said,  as  your  manner  of  speaking 
that  struck  me.  I  saw  in  you  a  beauty 
in  holiness   that   I  never  saw  before." 
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Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

Although  I  have  never  written  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway  it  gives  me  the  great- 
est of  pleasure  to  be  acquainted  with 
you  and  all  the  many  young  people 
through  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  can 
hardly  wait  from  one  month  to  the 
next  to  receive  my  paper. 

The  Editor's  Message  just  seems  like 
a  personal  talk  from  a  mother  trying  to 
teach  her  children  how  to  live  for 
Christ.  I  can't  say  which  page  I  like 
best  for  I  enjoy  it  all.  Each  word  is  en- 
couraging to  me.  "At  the  Crossroads" 
is  a  wonderful  story. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  this  won- 
derful work.  Pray  for  us. — Ida  Belle, 
Blazer,   Parrottsville,   Tenn. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

It  has  been  a  long  time  since  I  have 
written  to  you  and  the  Lighted  Path- 
way but  I  still  enjoy  reading  the  most 
wonderful  paper  that  was  ever  printed 
for  young  people  to  read.  I  enjoy  so 
much  the  story,  "At  the  Crossroads." 
Also  I  enjoyed  the  temperance  story  in 
the  June  issue. 

Just  a  few  words  about  the  Lindsay 
Y.  P.  E.  On  May  15  we  had  an  all-day 
service.  Our  state  superintendent  was 
with  us.  In  the  afternoon  we  had  some 
splendid  talks  on  Sunday  School  and  Y. 
P.  E.  work. 

We  have  about  sixty  regular  attend- 
ants for  the  Y.  P.  E.  services;  only 
about  three  are  Christians  but  we  are 
praying  that  God  will  give  us  other 
Christians   from   this  number. 

May  God  bless  everyone  and  especial- 
ly Sister  Harrison.  Surely  you  will  have 
some  beautiful  stars  in  your  crown. — 
Mrs.   F.   A.  Miller. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

We  are  progressing  nicely  in  our  Y. 
P.  E.  here  at  Pelzer.  God  is  indeed  bless- 
ing. His  presence  and  power  is  with  us. 
Praise  His  name. 

We  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  very 
much,  especially  your  messages  help  me 
so  much.  Also  the  program  lessons  are 
splendid;  we  use  them  in  our  Y.  P.  E. 
—Mrs.   Willie  Waters,   Pelzer,   S.   C. 

Dearest   Sister   Harrison: 

Greetings  in  our  Savior's  name.  I  will 
speak  a  few  words  of  praise  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  There  is  nothing,  in 
paper  form,  in  the  world  I  appreciate 
any  more.  It  surely  has  proved  a  great 
blessing  in  my  life.  Some  time  I  can  read 
it  and  cry  and  other  times  the  good 
Holy  Ghost   comes   to  bless  my  soul. 

This  is  the  first  time  I  have  written 
to  you   but,    by  your   picture,   it    seems 


we  have  known  each  other  for  years. 

I  am  president  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  at 
Christian,  W.  Va.,  and  thankful  to  say, 
through  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  help 
from  God  we  are  doing  fine.  Our  young 
people  are  very  willing  to  work.  We  had 
the  privilege  of  getting  the  Y.  P.  E. 
state  banner  this  month  and  are  trying  to 
gain  it  in  July.  We  surely  are  proud  of 
Brother  T.  F.  Blackwell,  our  state  Y.  P. 
E.  president.  He  surely  is  a  God-sent 
man.  Brother  Van  D.  Browning  is  our 
pastor  and  if  God  ever  called  a  man 
into  the  ministry,  He  called  him  and 
he  is  a  one  hundred  per  cent  Y.  P.  E. 
helper.  We  want  to  tell  the  whole  Y. 
P.  E.  family,  we  do  appreciate  his  help. 

Sister  Harrison,  if  any  one  knows  how 
we  could  make  a  better  Y.  P.  E.  I  would 
like  to  know,  and  any  help  and  advice 
you  send  through  the  paper  will  always 
be  accepted  by  me.  If  you  and  I  could 
sit  down  and  talk  together,  how  happy 
I  would  be.  I  know  you  could  help  me 
to  build  up  a  real  Y.  P.  E.  that  would 
be  hard  to  beat. 

Come  on  everybody  in  the  Y.  P.  E. 
family,  let's  try  hard  to  make  a  great 
gain  for  the  last  month  of  the  Assem- 
bly year.  West  Virginia  is  running  hard 
for    the     national     banner. — Mrs.    Lucy 

Willard.  .;. 

Dear   Sister    Harrison: 

I  want  to  tell  you  how  we  love  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  We  can  hardly  wait 
until  the  next  issue  comes  each  time. 
We  read  it  from  cover  to  cover  and  en- 
joy it  all. 

I  am  so  glad  of  the  dear  old  Church 
of  God  and  the  good  Holy  Ghost  that 
leads  me  from  day  to  day.  May  God 
bless    you. — Katie    Stricklin. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Our  pastor,  Brother  Willie  Lyle,  or- 
ganized a  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Mt.  Pleas- 
ant, Tenn.  May  29.  Friday  night,  June 
3,  was  our  first  meeting  and  I  must  say 
that  I  don't  believe  I  have  ever  been  in 
a  better  Y.  P.  E.  service.  It  proved  a 
success  from  the  beginning.  We  had  a 
goodly  number  for  the  first  night.  I 
think   everybody   enjoyed   it. 

The  church  isn't  a  year  old  at  this 
place  and  we  have  some  opposition,  but 
God  said  if  He  be  for  us  who  could  be 
against  us? 

We  organized  with  thirteen  members 
and  several  more  expected  to  join  later. 
Out  of  the  thirteen  that  joined  we  only 
have  four  Christians  but  we  are  ex- 
pecting to  win  all  of  the  others  and 
many  more  in  the  near  future.  We  are 
depending  on  your  prayers.  —  Louise 
Medley,  president  of  Y.  P.  E. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison  and  all  the  readers 

of   the   Lighted   Pathway. 

I  surely  thank  God  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  what  it  means  to  me.  I 
love  it  and  think  it  is  fine. 

I  am  saved,  sanctified,  filled  and 
thrilled  with  the  sweet  Holy  Ghost.  I 
am  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God  at 
Bridge  Ford  church.  I  live  about  eight 
miles  from  the  church  and  don't  get  to 
go  much,  but  we  have  prayer  meeting 
close  around  my  home  three  nights  in 
the  week. 

I  am  a  single  girl  and  poor  but  I 
know  God  can  bless  me  richly.  I  am 
the  only  one  in  my  home  that  has  sal- 
vation and  sin  and  Satan  are  trying  to 
rob  my  home.  I  want  every  one  that  can 
get  a  prayer  to  God  to  pray  for  me  and 
and  my  home.  I  can  not  see  how  to 
work  in  the  field  and  it  makes  me  feel 
bad.  My  eyes  are  weak  and  I  am  near- 
sighted but  I  know  if  it  is  God's  will 
He   will  make   them  right. 

I  am  praying  that  God  will  bless  you 
and  your  work.  I  want  God  to  have 
His  way  with  my  soul.  I  want  you  all 
to  pray  for  my  mama  and  papa.  They 
are  both  unsaved,  also  my  two  brothers. 

I  surely  love  you,  Sister  Harrison,  and 
want  you  to  pray  for  me.  May  the  Lord 
bless  you  is  my  prayer. — Miss  Ira  Hand, 
Hazlehurst,    Ga. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  have  read  only  two  papers,  but  I 
have  enjoyed  both  of  them.  I  can  hard- 
ly wait  each  month  until  they  come.  It 
is  such  a  blessing  to  the  young  people.  I 
read  the  entire  paper  each  time  and 
wish  there  was  more  to  it. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  here  is  increasing  in 
members.  There  aren't  many  young  peo- 
ple here  who  are  saved  but  the  unsaved 
help,  willingly,  in  the  programs  and  we 
pray  that  God  will  save  them.  We  hope 
to  see  the  unsaved  young  people  come 
to  the  Lord  before  long. 

We  have  two  Y.  P.  E's.  One  is  Jun- 
ior and  the  other  Intermediate.  I  am 
leader  of  the  Juniors  and  there  isn't 
anything  I  enjoy  any  more  than  work- 
ing in  the  Y.  P.  E.  The  little  folks  seem 
to  enjoy  their  Y.  P.  E.  They  just  go 
right  up  in  the  choir  and  sing  and  you 
can  feel  the  Lord's  presence  during  the 
singing. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  helped  me 
a  great  deal.  I  get  some  of  the  poems 
from  it  for  the  children  to  recite.  I  like 
the  story  "At  the  Crossroads."  It  is 
very  interesting. 

I  am  a  young  worker  for  the  Lord. 
I  want  to  do  my  best  for  Him,  so  each 
one  who  knows  the  worth  of  prayer 
please  pray  for  me.  Also  pray  for  the 
young  people  here  who  are  unsaved. 
Pray  that  God  will  give  us  a  great  re- 
vival here. — Miss  Lavinia  Symanette, 
Riviera,  Fla. 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 

God  Bless  You  The  Y.   P.   E.   Pilot 


I  seek  in  prayerful  words,  dear  friend, 

My  heart's  true  wish  to  send  you, 
That  you  may  know  that  far  and  near, 

My  loving   thoughts  attend  you. 
I  cannot  find  a  truer  word, 
Nor,  fonder  one  to  caress  you; 
No  song  or  poem  have  I  heard, 
Is  sweeter  than,   "God  bless  you." 

God  bless  you,  so  I've  wished  you  all 

Of   brightness   life  possesses, 
For  can   there  any  joy  at  all 

Be  thine,  unless  God   blesses? 
God  bless  you,  so  I  breathe  a  charm, 
Lest  grief's  dark  night  oppress  you, 
For  how   can  sorrow   bring  you  harm 
If  it's  God's  way  to  bless  you? 

— Miss    Edwards 
On  the  Cross 

Jesus  died  on  the  cross  for  you  and  me 
That   we  might  be  made  free. 

Oh!  was  His  death  all  in  vain, 

That  you  and  I  be  free  from  pain? 

We  should  shed  a  great  many  tears, 
As  we  look  back  o'er  our  wasted  years, 

And  see  the  things  we  could  have  done 
For  God's  most  precious  Son. 

God  loved  His  only  begotten  Son, 
But  He  gave  that  sacred  Son 

To  prove  He  loved  us  even  more, 

So  we  could  dwell  on  Heaven's  shore. 

Oh,  why  do  we  linger  on  and  on? 

When  we  know  the  pain  He  has  borne, 
That  we  might  have  eternal  life, 

After  a  few  short  days  of  struggle 
and  strife. 

Let  us  live  for  Him  on  high, 

Mourn,   never  a   sorrow  or  sigh, 

For  we'll  never  suffer  as  much  as  He, 
When  He  died  on  the  cross  to  set  us 
free. 

Lois   White,  Lindsey,  Okla. 
Trouble 

If  you  are  in  trouble 

And  don't  know  what  to  do, 

Just  tell  it  all  to  Jesus, 
He  will  pull  you  through. 

Jesus  is  your  helper 

If  you  go  to  Him  in  prayer, 
He  will  help  to  pull  you  through 

In  the  place  of  prayer. 

So  just  look  to  Jesus 

Who  will  all  your  troubles  bear, 
He's  the  only  Savior, 

Who  will  hear  your  prayer. 

— Ethel  Knipple,  Johnstown,  Pa. 


Oh,  I'm  a  Y.  P.  E.  pilot 

And  I'm  going  to   fly  away, 
To  carry  Y.  P.  E.  messages 

In  time  for  Christ's  day. 
My   aeroplane   will    be   sailing 

And  soaring  up  so  high, 
You'll  think  it  is  a  great   big   bird, 

A-flying   through   the  sky. 

Oh,  I'm  a  Y.  P.  E.  pilot 

And  my  plane  I'll  safely  guide, 
To   bring    good   things   a-plenty 

That   will    gladden   the   younger   tide; 
So  if   you're   in   a   hurry, 

Why  the  wisest  plan  would  be, 
To   bring  your  cards  and   parcels 

And  entrust  them  all  to  me. 

My   motor   will  start   humming, 

Then  aloft  I'll  gently  sail; 
No  stunts,  or  loop  the  looping, 

When  I  carry  Y.  P.  E.  mail. 
But  in  the  summer  sunlight 

I   will   quickly  speed   away, 
To  carry  words  of  fire  and  light 

For   Y.    P.   E.   convention   days. 
—Ethel   L.   Collins,   Chattaroy,   W.   Va. 

I'm  Looking  to  Jesus 

Jesus   always   helps   me 

No  matter  where  I  go, 
Fie   never,    never   fails   me 

And  oh,  I  love  Him  so. 

Sometimes    when    I'm    unhappy, 

It's   then   I   need   a   friend, 
I  quickly  go  to  Jesus 

And  there  my  trouble  ends. 

I'm   glad  I've  learned   to   love   Him, 
Glad  I  gave  my  heart  to  Him; 

When  I  yielded  at  the  altar 
He   forgave   me  of  my  sins. 

And  now  my  life  is  happy, 

I'm    consecrated,    too, 
I've  given  my  all  to  Jesus, 

He'll    take    me    safely    through. 

And  now  I  will  advise  you 

That   you   might   love  Him   too, 

For  what  He  has  done  for  others 
He'll  do  the  same  for  you. 

— Viola  Cassady,  Davis,  W.   Va. 

Jesus  Found  Me 

Once   I   wandered   as  a   sinner 
Thru'  this  world  of  sin  and  strife; 
Until  the  loving  Savior  found  me, 
Led  me  to  the  way  of  life. 

Placed  His  loving  arms  around  me 
Then   my   burdens   rolled   away; 
Told  me  of  a  way  that's  narrow, 
But  it  leads   to  endless  day. 

And  if  I  follow  in  His  footsteps, 
Of  His  love  to  others  tell; 


Then  some  day  for  me  He's  coming, 
And  with  Him  I'll  ever  dwell. 

And  as  I  travel  down  life's  pathway, 
A  shining  light  I  want  to  be; 
Leading  wandering  ones  to  Jesus, 
Who  died  on  the  cross  to  make  us  free. 

I'm   so  glad   I   found   this   Savior, 
He's  so  wonderful  to  me. 
He's  a  friend  in  time  of  trouble, 
He's  a  friend  in   time  of  need. 

And  so,  dear  friends,  if  you  are  weary, 
And  your  way  seems  dark  and  long, 
Just   call  upon  this   friend  called  Jesus, 
And   in   your  heart   He'll   put   a   song. 

— Doris  Homey,  Grasonville,  Md. 

Youth 

"Remember  now  thy  Creator  in  the 
days  of  thy  youth,  while  the  evil  days 
come  not,  nor  the  years  draw  nigh,  ivhen 
thou  shalt  say,  1  have  no  pleasure  in 
them,"  Eccl.    12:1. 

This  is  a  direct  statement  given  to 
youth.  First,  let  us  take  the  first  clause, 
"Remember  now  thy  Creator  in  the  days 
of  thy  youth."  Who  is  our  Creator?  At 
once  we  respond,  "God."  Now  let  us 
consider  youth.  What  is  youth?  Youth 
is  our  early  life. 

God  wants  us  to  remember  Him  while 
we  are  in  the  bloom  of  life,  for  it  is 
then  before  the  fruit  has  begun  to  ma- 
ture, while  it  is  still  blossoming,  that 
God  wants  us  to  begin  our  service  for 
Him. 

I  know  from  experience  that  young 
people  of  today  turn  their  backs  upon 
the  very  idea  of  religion,  saying,  Why 
must  I  deprive  myself  of  the  pleasures 
that  I  can  find  in  this  life?  Oh,  these 
pleasures  that  shall  perish!  I  wonder  if 
we  can't  leave  this  question  with  them, 
"What  profit  will  these  pleasures  bring 
to  me?"  This  question  is  seldom  faced 
as  we  can  tell  by  the  course  the  large 
majority  of  youth  is  taking. 

Truly  they  are  making  a  sad  mis- 
take, for  we  find  that  He  says,  "While 
the  evil  days  come  not."  A  young  per- 
son has  never  had  to  face  situations  that 
as  they  grow  into  womanhood  and  man- 
hood they  are  found  to  face.  Many  .ire 
the  pathways  that  lead  astray  to  sor- 
row and  destruction.  But  if  we  nave 
God  in  our  lives  and  are  a  friend  to  Je- 
sus then  we  will  never  fail  to  take  the 
right   course. 

Again  He  says,  "Nor  the  years  draw 
nigh."  As  each  day  passes  by  and  we 
have  not  found  the  Creator  and  ac- 
cepted Him,  we  are  surely  letting  the 
years   creep  on. 

If  we  go  on  heedless  of  these  state- 
ments, then  we  find  what  our  reward 
will  be,  even  though  we  may  seek  and 
find  the  Lord  in  our  later  day.  "When 
thou  shalt  say,  I  have  no  pleasure  in 
them." 

The    Lord    does    not    find   pleasure   in 
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our  life  if  we  fail  Him  in  our  young 
days  because  we  have  wasted  the  better 
part  of  our  life  in  service  to  the  wrong 
master,    Satan. 

Go  to  some  older  person  who  failed 
to  seek  God  in  his  early  life.  Ask  him 
what  his  opinion  of  this  is.  I  am  sure 
his  answer  will  be  that  he  regrets  that 
he  never  sought  the  Lord  in  his  youth. 

If  you  search  statistics,  you  will  find 
that  people,  who  pass  by  the  opportuni- 
ty to  serve  the  Lord  in  their  youth,  very 
seldom  seek  salvation  in  their  later  days. 

A  very  sad  condition  indeed  is  one 
where  a  person  waits  until  he  is  on  his 
death-bed  to  call  upon  the  Lord  to  have 
mercy  and  to  save  his  soul,  to  offer  God 
the  ashes  of  a  wasted  life!  But  we  are 
being  ruled  by  a  merciful  God,  for 
which  even  sinners  should  be  thank- 
ful! 

Regardless  of  how  far  in  sin  we  may 
have  gone,  if  we  do  not  reject  the  voice 
of  God,  which  pleads  for  our  service  to 
Him,  He  will  blot  out  the  past  and 
from  the  first  day  of  our  new-born  ex- 
perience a  new  record  begins.  Christians, 
let's  do  our  best  to  make  a  perfect 
score! 

Young  people,  despise  not  thy  youth, 
but  seek  the  Lord  early,  while  you  have 
life  to  offer  in  service;  a  beautiful  life 
it  will  prove  with  the  smile  of  God 
upon  it. — Myrtle  Smith,  Verdunville, 
W.  Va. 


Holding  On 

When  Rudyard  Kipling  was  a  boy 
he  would  take  occasional  ocean  trips 
with  his  father,  who  was  holding  a  po- 
sition in  India.  On  one  of  these  trips, 
the  elder  Kipling  left  his  little  son  on 
deck  and  went  to  his  room  for  study. 
In  a  few  minutes  a  fellow  passenger  be- 
gan to  knock  excitedly  at  the  door  of 
Lockwood  Kipling.  "Your  little  boy," 
said  the  anxious  friend,  "has  climbed  out 
on  the  yard-arm  and  if  he  lets  go,  he'll 
fall  into  the  ocean."  The  elder  Kipling 
calmly  replied,  "Yes,  but  he  will  not  let 
go."  Kipling  knew  the  son  would  hold 
on,  and  this  holding  on  to  other  and 
larger  things  has  made  him  the  world 
figure  he  is. 

Many  of  us  get  the  idea  that  we  do 
not  amount  to  very  much  and  with 
such  a  destructive  idea  fixed  in  the 
mind,  we  do  not  try  to  amount  to  very 
much.  We  should  never  let  ourselves 
think  we  can't  do  something  for  God. 
A  life  of  a  young  Christian  worker  can 
be  wrecked  by  unwise  leaders  dropping 
such  negative  statements  as  "Mary  just 
can't  sing,"  and  "Jim  can  never  become 
a  speaker."  Instead  we  ought  to  en- 
courage them  to  hold  on  until  they  do. 

We  have  read  the  story  of  a  cub  lion 
caught  and  placed  among  sheep  in  a 
stockade.  The  cub  grew  and  was  ap- 
parently satisfied  until  a  huge  lion  one 
day  appeared  on  the  hillside  and  gave  a 


roar  that  echoed  up  and  down  the  val- 
ley. The  roar  of  the  old  lion  awakened 
powers  in  the  cub  that  he  knew  noth- 
ing of  until  then.  Finding  himself,  he 
now  leaped  the  stockade  and  joined  the 
old  lion  on  the  hillside.  We  young  peo- 
ple need  to  be  awakened.  There  are  huge 
reserve  forces  which  have  been  unused 
and  unknown. 

None  of  us  can  do  our  best  until  we 
get  the  dominant  idea  that  there  is  a 
power  within  us  which  will  make  our 
life  grand  and  glorious.  Most  of  us  have 
enough  reserve  power  to  master  our  tasks 
whatever  they  may  be,  if  we  would  but 
recognize  our  own  strength  and  then 
hold  on. 

When  the  Young  People's  Endeavor 
begins  to  break  up  or  to  decline,  it  is 
always  because  the  leader  fails  to  use 
his  reserve  power.  Let  him  believe  in  his 
own  possibilities  and  hold  on,  and  noth- 
ing on  earth  can  defeat  him. 

Let  us  be  like  the  cub  when  he  heard 
the  roar  of  the  old  lion  near  by.  He  had 
power  all  the  time  but  was  not  aware 
of  it.  No  longer  could  that  young  lion 
remain  in  a  sheep  pen.  There  is  a  power 
like  that  in  your  soul  and  mine  which 
ought  to  respond  to  the  call  of  the  ages. 
Young  people  who  are  asleep  are  noth- 
ing, but  look  out  when  they  are  wide 
awake  for  God.  When  we  arise  out  of  a 
subconscious  life  we  will  be  surprised 
at  what  we  can  do. 

The  prodigal  son  who  "came  to  him- 
self" was  richer  than  he  had  ever  been 
before  because  he  had  discovered  him- 
self. Many  of  us  are  still  prodigal  in 
that  we  do  not  use  our  reserve  powers. 
Let  us  awaken  the  giants  sleeping  in  our 
soul.  It  will  mean  all  the  difference  be- 
tween success  and  failure  in  our  Young 
People's  Endeavor.  —  Carrie  M.  Led- 
better,   Steele,  Mo. 

The  Rose  Beyond  the  Wall 

Near  shady  wall  a  rose  once  grew, 
Budded   and   blossomed      in   God's      free 

light, 
Watered  and  fed  by  morning  dew, 
Shedding  its  sweetness  day  and  night. 

As  it  grew  and  blossomed  fair  and  tall, 
Slowly  rising  to  loftier  height, 
It  came  to  a  crevice  in  the  wall, 
Through  there  shown  a  gleam  of  light. 

Onward  it  crept  with  added  strength 
With  never  a  thought  of  fear  or  pride; 
It  followed  the  light  through  the  crev- 
ice's length 
And  unfolded  itself  on  the  other  side. 

The  light,  the  dew,  the  broadening  view, 
Were  found  the  same  as  they  were  be- 
fore, 
And  it  lost  itself  in  beauties  new, 
Breathing  its  fragrance  more  and  more. 
Shall  claim  of  death  cause  us  to  grieve 
And  make  our  courage  faint  and  fall? 
Nay!   Let  us  faith  and  hope  receive, 
The  rose  still  grows  beyond  the  wall. 


Scattering  fragance  far  and  wide, 
Just  as  it  did  in  days  of  yore, 
Just  as  it  did  on  the  other  side, 
Just  as  it  will   forevermore! 

John  Robert  Oninn. 

(Sent  in  by  Juanita  Dixon) 

How  to  Be  Healed  by  the 
Lord 

By  Mrs.  C.  Nuzum 

A  lady  seventy-nine  years  of  age  fell 
and  fractured  her  back  so  badly  that  they 
had  to  lift  her  on  to  the  bed,  she  could 
not  raise  her  head,  and  if  one  even  took 
hold  of  her  hand  it  caused  great  pain  in 
the  back. 

For  two  days  and  nights  she  and  others 
prayed,  but  no  relief  came.  I  said  to  the 
suffering  one,  "Jesus  bore  all  your  sick- 
nesses as  well  as  your  sins,  so  He  bore 
that  broken  back.  He  tells  you  twice 
that  you  were  healed  by  His  stripes,  and 
He  said  on  the  cross,  'It  is  finished.'  It 
was  all  done  for  you,  now  you  need  it 
done  in  you."  I  went  on  to  quote  to  her 
Rev.  22:17,  which  tells  us  to  take  of 
the  water  of  life,  which  includes  all  that 
Jesus  purchased  for  us.  We  are  not  to 
try  to  take,  but  to  take.  I  said,  "Faith 
is  as  truly  a  hand  as  your  hand  of  flesh, 
and  can  take  what  Jesus  gives  you  as 
truly  and  really  as  your  hand  of  flesh 
takes  material  things." 

I  said  to  her,  "Take  my  hand."  She 
did  so,  and  I  said,  "How  did  you  get 
it?"  She  said,  "I  took  it."  "Then  take 
the  healing  of  Jesus  with  your  faith 
hand,  just  as  you  took  my  hand  with 
your  hand  of  flesh."  "Will  you  take 
it?"  "Yes."  "When  will  you  take  it?" 
She  said,  "Now."  We  laid  hands  on  her 
and  she  acted  with  her  fleshly  hand 
what  she  was  doing  with  her  faith  hand. 
She  reached  up  her  hand  of  flesh  toward 
God  and  said,  "Lord,  I  take  your  fin- 
ished healing."  She  shut  her  hand  tight- 
ly and  said,  "I  have  it.  I  drew  it  into  my 
broken  back  and  it  is  done  in  me  now." 
She  talked  to  God  about  five  minutes, 
got  up  and  walked  the  floor  several 
times.  She  then  dressed,  rode  with  us 
three  miles  to  the  tabernacle,  sat  through 
the  long  service,  and  on  Sunday  morn- 
ing came  back  with  her  lunch  and 
stayed  all  day.  She  does  all  her  house- 
work and  is  in  the  meetings  every  Sun- 
day. And  after  twelve  months  of  work- 
ing and  walking  her  testimony  is,  "My 
back  has  not  hurt  me  since  I  took  my 
healing.  I  would  never  have  gotten  out 
of  that  bed  if  God  had  not  healed  me." 
The  healing  is  the  more  remarkable  be- 
cause she  is  an  old  lady  and  has  passed 
the  age  when  bones  knit  readily. 

Did  not  God  ask,  "Is  there  anything 
too  hard  for  the  Lord?"  Did  He  not  say 
"Take"?  Would  He  ever  refuse  when 
people  obey  His   command   and   take? 
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AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
cumstances." 

"Oh,  I  do  want  to  see  them!"  said 
Stephen,  and  for  a  few  minutes  he  gave 
way  to  sobs  and  tears. 

"While  we  are  all  here  we  must  make 
immediate  plans  for  your  going." 

"But,  Father,"  remonstrated  Stephen, 
"I  have  had  so  much  expense  in  school 
lately,   I  haven't   a   cent  of  money.   You 


horizon.  Birds  were  sweetly  singing  their  pared  a  birthday  dinner  on  the  third  o: 

vesper  song  in  the  large  maple  trees.  A  June,    with   the   hope   that   dear   Charle' 

few  flowers  were  appearing  in  the  front  would  return;  each  year  you  have  taker 

yard.   All   nature   was   beautiful   and   all  the  cake  and  part  of  the  dinner  to  thi 

seemed  so  peaceful.  On  the  front  porch  crippled   man    across    the   street,      whos; 

at   the  Ludlow  home  in  Elm  Point,  Mr.  birthday    is    on    the    same    day,    becaus 

and  Mrs.  Ludlow,  grandparents  of  young  Charles  failed  to  come.  I  have,  for  somi 

Stephen,    were    comfortably      seated      in  time,    turned    all    my    cooking    and    bak! 

large  porch  chairs.  Mr.  Ludlow  was  read-  ing   over    to    Lottie,    our    faithful    cook 


but  as  before,  on  the  third  day  of  Jun 
1  shall  bake  a  cake  and  prepare  the  din 
ner   with   my   own   hands." 

"Do  not  build  your  hopes  too  high,  m 
dear,  so  that  your  disappointment  wi 
not  be  too  great  if  he  does  not  come." 

"No,  I  have  committed  it  all  into  th 


ing  a  book  to  his  wife. 

They  were  now  past  middle  life,   but 

have  done  so  much  for  me  already  that  truly,  they  were  growing  old  beautiful- 

I  feel  it   would   be  an  imposition  to  ask  ly.   They  were  children  of  God  and  had 

you    to    give    me    money    for    the    trip,  been    serving    Him    faithfully    for    many 

even    though    it    will    not    take    a    large  years.    The    Lord    had    blessed    them    fi- 

sum.  Would  it  not  be  better  if  I  should  nancially  so  that  on  this  line  they  did  not 

work    for   a    while    and   earn      my      own  have  a  care.  They  gave  liberally  to  God's       hands   of   a   loving   heavenly   Father.   Pi 

money?"  cause  and  He  was  blessing   them  boun-      gave  me  the  assurance  a  few  years  age 

"Stephen,"     said  Mrs.  Sylvester     very  tifully.   As  a   business  man  Mr.   Ludlow       after    fasting    and    praying    for    seven 

seriously,   "if  your  grandparents   are  yet  was  yet  quite  active,  but  he  had  trust-      days,  that  I  shall  meet  Charles  in  heavi 

alive   then    they    have    been    looking    and  worthy    men    to    whom    he    could    safely      en  if  nor  on  this  earth.     If  he     does  no; 

longing   for  some  tiding  from   their  lost  turn    the    business    over    for    weeks    at    a       come,    then    I    shall    not    rebel    but    bo^j 

boy    now    for    twenty-two      years      and  time,   that   he  might   devote  more  of  his       in    submission    to    my    heavenly    Fatheri 

should  we  postpone  your  going  for  even  a  time  to  his  Master's  service  along  other      will, 

.veek,  during  that  time  they  might  pass  lines. 


'The 


the   ta 


ib!      It   is 


away.  No,  I  think  that  we,  as 
a  family,  agree  that  you  must 
make  all  haste  to  go,  even 
though  it  may  mean  some  sac- 
rifice  for  us." 

Turning  to  her  husband  Mrs. 
Sylvester  said,  "My  dear,  have 
we  any  money  in  the  bank  at 
present?" 

"Only  a  few  dollars;  you 
know  I  just  recently  paid  off 
the  last  we  owned  for  hospital 
and  doctor  bills  for  my  opera- 
tion, but  we  will  manage  for 
the  trip,  even  though  we  must 
borrow  a  few  dollars." 

While    they    were   engaged    in 
conversation  in  regard  to  mak- 
ing   arrangements    for   Stephen's 
trip,  Raymond  and  Mary  were  convers- 
ing in  a   whisper.      Suddenly      Raymond 

left    the   room   and    ran      upstairs     three  Elizabeth,    their    only    daughter,    was 

steps  at  a  time  and  soon  returned  with  very  happily  married  to  Theodore  Har- 
the  same  speed.  "Father,"  he  said,  "you  vey.  Her  husband  was  now  president  of 
will  not  need  to  borrow  money.  Mary  a  holiness  college  in  the  West.  They  had 
and  I  have  been  saving  nickels  and  a  very  accomplished  young  daughter, 
dimes  and  quarters  for  the  last  year  to  Grace,  who  brought  much  joy  to  the 
get  a  nice,  comfortable  rocking  chair  hearts  of  her  parents  and  grandparents, 
each    for   you    and    Mother    for   wedding       Once  each  year  Elizabeth   and  her  fam- 

•  r  .i  i  i  r  t  i-Ai^u.     in     tx      utdULii  ui      inui  iixiii;      hula      i 

anniversary    gifts     it    now    amounts    to       ily   came   home   to   spend      a   few    weeks       delicate  she  was   ^J  Qn  a  m 

twenty   dollars.    If   you   and   Mother   are       with  her  parents.  tic    ^   neaf    ^      ^      murmurir 

willing  to  wait  until  we  can  save  again           <<w/u  ..   ■                           ■    J     j       i»       -J  u       1          j                    •             n             •  u   • 

i                        i-ii                                       what    is   on   your   mind,    dear?      said  brook  under  a  weeping  willow,   with  l 

and  get  your  chair  later,   then  we  want       A/r       T      ii                i-         -c           u      i  -j    u-  u         u       v        ■        i           a            i  •        u- 

cv     i_                  ii-                            ii          Mr.    Ludlow   to    his    wire   as   he    laid   his  branches   hanging   low.   A   mockins?    bn 

Stephen    to   take   this   money   so   that   heUJ          „i              i_lij<<           j  ujl                      llj: 

,.       ,     „            '                               hand    gentlv    on    her    shoulder,      you    do  was  perched  on  the  topmost  bough  or 

may  go  immediately.                                                                         i              ttj-  ll-i                •      •        i  •               ■ 

not    seem    tc    hear    what    1    am    reading;  near-by    birch    tree   singing   his    mornir 


Which  way  are  you  going? 


this    way   and    someone    is    lean' 
ing  out  of  the  window  wavin! 
at    us,"   said   Mr.   Ludlow,   leaq 
ing  forward  in  his  chair.  "The! 
are    driving    up    to    the    curbin; 
in    front      of      the      house — olj 
there  is  Elizabeth  and  her  fair' 
ily!    That    was    Grace   waving.1 
"Yes,    we    are    here,    and    Wi 
surprised  you,   didn't   we,"   sai 
Grace,   as  she  came  running  u, ; 
the    steps,      almost      before    ht! 
another    and    father    had    timi  j 
to  get  out  of  the  cab.  She  thrc;  I 
her  arms   around  her  grandpai 
ents  and  kissed  them  both,  say 
ing,  "You  see,  Father  got  awa|j 
from    his    work    a    week    soono 
than    he    expected    and    so    w 
thought  we  would  surprise  you,  and  hei 


It  was  a  happy  meeting  indeed.  Tr 
happy  group  sat  on  the  beautiful,  sp; 
cious,  vine-covered  porch  for  a  tin 
and  then  retired  for  the  night.  When  tl 
rest  of  the  family  arose  the  followin 
morning,  Grace  was  already  out  in  tl 
yard  among  the  flowers  and  birds.  A' 
tired    in    a    beautiful    morning    frock    ( 


"I    confess   that    for   some   moments   I 


Soon   all   were   busily  engaged   making  wnat  is   troubling   you?" 
preparations   for      Stephen's      unexpected 
journey.      At    midnight    he    waved    fare- 
well, from  the  rear  platform  of  the  fast  have  not  been  hstemng  to  your  reading 
train,    to   a   happy   little   group   standing  ~ have    you    bought    of    what    date      is 
on  the  depot  platform  as  the  train  bore  ^   aftcr  tomorrow?" 
him  away.  "Yes,    dear,    it    is    Charles'    birthday," 

It  was   a   beautiful  evening  in   spring,  he  answered  slowly  and  thoughtfully, 

the  first  day  of  June.  The  sun  was  cast-  "For    twenty-two    years,"      said    Mrs. 

ing  its  last  golden  rays  over  the  western  Ludlow,  "I  have  baked  a  cake  and  pre- 


carol.  Two  squirrels  that  had  beei 
saucily  barking  at  her,  had  gradual  | 
ventured  nearer  and  were  now  eatir 
from  her  hand.  To  see  her  seated  in  tlj 
deep  shade  of  the  trees,  with  the  dew  yij 
glistening  on  the  grass  at  her  feet,  a  bu;j 
of  lilacs  forming  a  background,  h) 
eyes  sparkling  with  gladness  and  h 
beautiful  face  radiant  with  joy,  the  ol 
server    would    at    once      be    reminded   i 
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youth,    beauty,   health    and    happiness. 

Grace  bore  a  very  marked  resem- 
blance to  her  Uncle  Charles.  An  abun- 
dance of  lovely,  soft,  chestnut  brown 
hair  was  adorning  her  head,  and  like  her 
uncle,  she  had  beautiful,  deep  brown 
eyes.  She  walked  erect  and  had  a  very 
striking  personality;  was  rather  reserved 
in  her  demeanor  and  yet,  because  of  her 
joyous  and  happy  disposition,  was  much 
loved  by  her  companions  and  friends. 
She  had  a  very  brilliant  mind  and  there- 
fore held  first  rank  in  her  classes.  Al- 
most from  her  infancy  Grace  had  been 
a  reader.  When  only  four  years  of  age 
she  gave  quite  lengthy  readings  before 
large  audiences.  At  the  age  of  sixteen 
she  won  first  prize  at  a  national  high 
school  contest  at  Washington,  D.  C., 
where  many  noted  persons,  including 
the  President  and  his  wife  from  the 
White  House,  were  in  the  audience.  She 
was  so  brilliant,  spoke  with  such  ease 
and  beauty  and  was  so  charming  on  the 
platform,  on  this  occasion,  that  before 
she  left  Washington  a  company  of  mov- 
ing picture  producers  offered  her  a  large 
sum  of  money  if  she  would  choose  the 
stage. 

Grace  met  the  committee  of  national- 
ly renowned  men,  who  presented  their 
proposition  and  offered  her  a  fabulous 
sum  of  money,  like  a  heroine  of  the 
cross.  With  her  face  aglow  and  radiant 
with  the  love  of  Christ  she  spoke, 
"Gentlemen,  I  thank  you  for  the  ex- 
pression of  your  confidence  in  my  abili- 
ty, but  I  decline  your  offer  on  the 
ground  that  I  cannot  glorify  my  Lord 
in  that  vocation.  I  am  a  Christian  and 
have  fully  consecrated  all  my  talents  and 
time  to  Jesus  Christ  who  purchased  my 
salvation   on    Calvary's    cross." 

The  spokesman  of  the  committee  of 
worldly-minded  men  sneered  and  an- 
swered, "Pardon  me,  Miss  Harvey,  but  as 
a  man  of  wide  experience  in  the  world 
and  older  in  years  than  you,  I  would  ad- 
vise you  not  to  lightly  and  thoughtless- 
ly permit  an  offer  like  this  one  to  slip 
from  yovir  grasp.  If  you  accept,  it  will 
doubtless  mean  national  fame  and  a  large 
purse  for  you,  such  as  you  can  never  hope 
to  possess  in  choosing  any  other  vocation 
— you  speak  to  me  of  Christ  and  the 
cross — I  am  offering  to  you  something 
real,  something  tangible — you  are  pur- 
suing a  phantom,  a  myth;  I  trust  that 
you  will  reconsider,  and  accept  our 
munificent    offer." 

"A  phantom! — a  phantom — a  myth! 
No,  no!  do  not  speak  thus  of  my  Christ 
and  the  cross  He  bore,"  Grace  spoke  in 
soft,  clear  tones  as  she  leaned  forward 
in  her  chair,  and  then,  as  if  touched  by 
a  divine  hand,  her  face  aglow  with  holy 
emotion,  and  with  the  love  of  her  Mas- 
ter as  a  compelling  force  within,  she 
arose,  and  with  her  natural  gift  of 
oratory  and  with  as  much  deep  feeling 


as  if  speaking  before  a  large  audience,  the 
burning  words  of  Bennard's  beautiful 
hymn  fell  from  her  lips: 

"  'On  a  hill  far  away  stood  an  old  rugged 
cross, 
The  emblem  of  suffering  and  shame; 
And  I  love  thai  old  cross  where  the  dear- 
est and  best 
For  a  world  of  lost  sinners  tvas  slain. 

"  'Oh,  that  old  rugged  cross,  so  despised 
by  the  world, 
Has  a  wondrous  attraction  for  me; 
For  the  dear  Lamb  of  God,  left  His  glory 
above, 
To  bear  it   to   dark   Calvary. 

"  'To   the   old   rugged   cross   I   will  ever 

be   true, 

Its  shame  and  reproach  gladly  bear; 

Then   He'll   call   me  some  day,     to    my 

home  far  axvay, 

Where  His  glory  forever  I'll  share. 

"  'So  I'll  cherish  the  old  rugged  cross, 
Till  my  trophies  at  last  I  lay  down; 

I  will  cling  to  the  old  rugged  cross, 
And   exchange    it     some    day    for    a 
crotvn.'  " 

The  men  sat  in  breathless  silence  while 
Grace  was  speaking.  Tears  were  moisten- 
ing the  eyes  of  every  member  of  the 
committee.  After  the  last  words,  "I 
will  cling  to  the  old  rugged  cross,  and 
exchange  it  some  day  for  a  crown,"  had 
fallen  from  her  lips,  for  a  moment  all 
were  deathly  silent;  Grace  stood  there 
motionless.  At  last  the  spokesman  of  the 
committee  arose,  took  Grace's  hand  and 
with  deep  emotion  said,  "Pardon  me — 
please  pardon  me,  Miss  Harvey,  perhaps 
you  and  my  Christian  mother  have  what 
is  real  and  tangible — perhaps  I  am  the 
one  who  is  pursuing  a  phantom,  a 
myth."  With  one  hand  holding  Grace's 
right  hand  and  with  the  other  wiping  a 
tear  away  he  added,  "Young  woman, 
cling  to  the  cross  and  some  day  you  will 
exchange  it  for  a  golden  crown  worth 
more   than  earth's   millions." 

Before  Grace  could  answer,  the  com- 
mittee had  disappeared  through  the  open 
door. 

Almost  two  years  had  passed  since 
Grace  returned  from  her  trip  to  Wash- 
ington. She  had  faithfully  kept  her  con- 
secration vow.  Her  talents  had  been  used 
only  in  the  service  of  her  Master.  While 
she  was  seated  there,  listening  to  the 
song  of  the  birds  and  the  squirrels  eat- 
ing from  her  hand,  the  breakfast  bell 
rang  and  a  happy  company  surrounded 
the  table. 

Having  finished  their  breakfast,  the 
family  gathered  in  the  large  parlor  for 
family  worship.  After  praying  and  sing- 
ing a  hymn  they  stood  in  a  group  be- 
fore the  beautiful  picture  of  Charles.  It 
was  an  enlarged  picture  taken  when 
Charles  was  nineteen  years  of  age. 


"Grandmother,  Uncle  Charles  must 
have  been  a  very  handsome  young  man; 
I  trust  that  he  shall  come  home  soon," 
said  Grace  as  she  stood  with  one  arm 
around   her   grandmother's   shoulders. 

"Charles  was  a  dear  boy  and  if  he  is 
yet  alive  I  believe  he  will  come  home 
some  day,  if  not,  I  am  sure  that  I  shall 
know  him  when  I  meet  him  in  heaven." 

"The  doorbell,"  said  Mr.  Ludlow  and 
started  toward  the  front  door. 

"I'll  go,  Grandfather,"  said  Grace  and 
hastened  to  open  the  door. 

"Is  this  where  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stephen 
Ludlow  live?" 

A  young  man  with  suitcase  in  hand 
stepped  inside.  All  eyes  were  immediate- 
ly fixed  on  the  stranger — all  for  a  mo- 
ment held  their  breath — there  stood 
Charles — but,  no — it  could  not  be 
Charles,  for  he  would  not  be  a  young 
man  twenty  years  of  age  at  this  time. 
However,  Mrs.  Ludlow  did  not  take 
time  to  think  that  time,  must  of  neces- 
sity, have  left  its  footprints  on  the  face 
of  her  boy.  To  her  Charles  would  be  just 
as  he  had  left  her,  and  as  he  looked  in 
the  picture  on   the   wall. 

Before  the  young  man  could  speak 
again  she  was  by  his  side,  and  embrac- 
ing him  said,  "My  precious  boy,  my  dear 
Charles,  you  have  come  home  to  Mother 
at  last." 

(To    be    continued) 


Two  Ways  of  Saying  It 

The  story  is  told  of  a  ruler  in  the  Far 
East  who  had  a  dream  and  called  in  one 
of  his  wise  men  to  interpret  it.  He  told 
the  ruler  that  the  meaning  was  this: 
"All  your  relatives  will  die  and  you  will 
be  the  last  member  of  your  family." 
The  ruler  was  so  displeased  that  he  had 
the  interpreter   beheaded. 

Calling  in  another  of  his  wise  men, 
the  ruler  asked  him  to  give  his  interpre- 
tation, which  was  as  follows:  "You  will 
outlive  all  your  relatives."  The  ruler  was 
so  pleased  with  this  interpretation  that 
he  rewarded  the  wise  man  with  a  hand- 
some present. 

Both  interpretations  were  the  same, 
the  difference  being  only  in  the  way  they 
were  given.  The  way  we  choose  our 
words  and  the  tone  of  voice  in  which  we 
speak  may  soften  what  might  otherwise 
be  shocking  news. 


Send  Us  Your  Picture 

Any  young  person,  quartette  or  group 
of  young  people  who  would  like  to  have 
your  picture  in  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
please  send  $2.00  to  have  cut  made  and 
we  will  be  glad  to  use  it  as  this  makes 
the  paper  interesting  to  other  young  peo- 
ple. You  may  have  your  cut  for  future 
use. — Editor. 
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decision  as  we  found  one  of  our  fellow 
passengers,  a  teacher  in  a  mission  school 
in  Mosembique,  began  a  class  in  Por- 
tuguese language  and  allowed  us  to 
join.  In  this  manner  we  had  twenty- 
eight  lessons  of  about  two  hours  each 
on  the  voyage  from  London  to  Lobito. 
This  brother  was  a  most  excellent 
teacher,  yet  he  would  not  accept  any- 
thing in  payment  for  his  services,  but 
insisted  that  he  was  doing  it  for  the 
Lord  and  we  must  accept  it  as  such. 
We  feel  that  God  had  this  all  arranged 
to  help  us  meet  the  need  in  this  field 
much  sooner,  ministering  to  those  who 
have  not  heard  yet  of  His  power  to  save 
from  sin. 

A  few  times  on  the  way  we  were 
asked  if  any  one  would  meet  us  at 
Lobito.  Our  reply  was  that  we  expected 
no  one  because  we  had  no  other  of  our 
Church  out  here  and  had  not  written  to 
any  missionaries  of  the  other  societies 
out  here.  Our  teacher  very  kindly  of- 
fered his  services  in  getting  through 
Customs  and  finding  a  place  to  stay. 
He  expected  to  be  able  to  do  this  be- 
cause the  ship  was  staying  several  hours 
in  port. 

As  soon  as  the  ship  was  tied  to  the 
docks  the  Immigration  officers  came 
aboard  and  we  immediately  presented 
our  passport  for  permission  to  land. 
One  of  the  customary  questions  of  such 
an  interview  is,  "What  is  to  be  your 
address?"  We  did  not  have  any  but  the 
Lord  gave  us  one  before  this  question 
was  put  to  us.  A  dear  brother  stepped 
up  during  this  interview  and  asked  if 
we  were  missionaries.  He  introduced 
himself,  saying  he  was  in  charge  of  a 
missionary  home  here  and  invited  us 
to  make  this  our  home  while  in  Lobito. 
Brother  Neipp  also  proved  a  great 
blessing  as  an  interpreter  and  advocate 
in  dealing  with  the  authorities,  saving 
us  no  little  expense  that  day. 

We  were  very  thankful  to  the  Lord 
for  all  the  kindness  shown  us  by  all  the 
officials  of  Lobito.  Brother  Neipp  tells 
us  this  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever 
gone  to  meet  a  boat  without  being 
asked  to.  We  insisted  that  the  Lord  had 
sent  him  in  answer  to  prayer,  he  replied 
that  if  so  then  God  had  sent  us  to  be 
there  for  him  to  meet.  It  is  wonderful 
to  serve  a  Lord  who  works  at  both  ends 
of  the  line.  This  brother  has  spent  forty 
years  working  among  the  tribes  of  An- 
gola and  is  still  in  love  with  Jesus.  We 
feel  it  a  great  privilege  and  blessing,  as 
well  as  educational,  to  have  this  con- 
tact with  him,  and  hear  him  tell  of  the 
blessings  of  the  Lord  in  the  work  here 
in  past  years. 

We  hope  to  begin  studying  again  on 
Monday,   May    16,   with   a   native   Chris- 


tian teacher  here  in  the  city  as  our  in- 
structor in  Portuguese,  and  later  the 
native  Umbundu  language.  We  feel 
that  again  it  is  the  Lord  who  has  pro- 
vided this  teacher  for  us. 

Since  Brother  Neipp's  wife  has  al- 
ready gone  home  to  Glory,  there  is  a 
need  here,  at  the  present,  for  a  married 
couple.  Our  brother  tells  us  that  the 
native  church  is  in  need  of  spiritual 
food,  that  is,  that  special  phase  of  teach- 
ing for  the  native  women  which  must 
be  supplied  by  a  married  lady  mission- 
ary. There  is  also  a  growing  demand  for 
Protestant  work  among  the  Portuguese 
for  whom   nothing   is  done. 

We  request  your  earnest  prayers  in 
behalf  of  these  deeds.  We  find  ourselves 
much  hindered  at  present  in  not  being 
able  to  help  either  of  these  causes  be- 
cause of  our  ignorance  of  these  lan- 
guages, we  are  now  studying.  Pray  that 
God  will  help  us  to  speedily  get  hold  of 
these  languages,  and  that  we  may  be 
able  to  step  into  this  open  door  soon. 
"That  utterance  may  be  given  unto  me, 
that  I  may  open  my  mouth  boldly,  to 
make  known  the  mystery  of  the  gospel," 
Eph.  6:19.  "For  a  great  door  and  ef- 
fectual is  opened  unto  me,"  1  Cor.  16: 
9.  At  present  we  are  "Barbarians,"  (1 
Cor.  14:11)  to  everyone.  Not  a  dozen 
people  in  this  city  speak  English  and  we 
speak  no  other  language  at  present.  We 
know  God  is  helping  us  for  Brother 
Neipp  marvels  at  the  grasp  we  have  of 
the  language  already,  but  we  have  far 
to  go  before  we  can  hope  to  be  effective 
in  this  ministry.  We  feel  your  prayers 
are   being   answered. 

May  God  bless  you  and  make  you  to 
know  that  your  labor  is  not  in  vain  for 
in  due  time  we  shall  reap  if  we  faint 
not.  Yes,  we  are  sure  that  many  will 
have  a  share  in  this  harvest.  May  we  all 
be  faithful  until  that  day  when  we  shall 
meet   face  to  face  with  Jesus. 

We  are  anxiously  waiting  for  our 
first  mail  from  the  homeland  and  are 
wondering  if  it  will  bring  us  a  letter 
from  you.  We  continue  to  be  interested 
in  the  work  and  the  blessings  of  the 
Lord  there.  We  shall  be  glad  to  keep 
you  informed  of  the  progress  of  the 
Lord's  work  here  if  you  care  to  hear 
from  us,  but  we  cannot  know  whether 
you  are  interested  unless  we  hear  from 
you  also.  As  we  can  do  nothing  of  our- 
selves, we  assure  you  again  that  we  are 
praying  for  you  and  greatly  appreciate 
an  interest  in  your  prayers. — Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Edmond  E.  Stark,  C.  P.  109  Lobi- 
to,   Angola,     Portuguese,     West    Africa. 

I  am  sure  we  will  all  be  glad  to  read 
these  Missionary  Travelogues.  One  of 
the  most  interesting  things  of  the  Bible 
is  Paul's  missionary  journey  but  this  is 
some  of  our  very  own  missionaries'  jour- 
neyings.  They  do  not  know  that  we  are 
publishing      these    letters.      Mildred    and 


Hoyle  are  writing  the  home  folks  and 
Brother  and  Sister  Stark's  letter  is  a  per- 
sonal letter  but  we  feel  that  you  will 
be  interested  in  their  travels  and  so  we 
are   publishing   them   for  you. — Editor. 

The  Real  Reason 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

She  said  they  were  made  especially  for 
our  bedrooms.  She  hoped  we  would  use 
them.  Just  think  of  the  time  she  spends 
in  making  them  for  her  friends,  but 
she  gets  so  much  enjoyment  out  of  her 
work.  Do  you  remember  those  dough- 
nuts she  used  to  make?  When  we  came 
back  from  skating  on  the  mill  pond 
across  from  her  house  she  would  call  to 
us,  and — " 

"Oh,  I've  not  forgotten  those  dough- 
nuts," put  in  Amy,  "but  these  little 
rugs,"  and  she  laughed  a  bit  scornfully. 

"She  told  mother  only  last  week  that 
she  had  pounds  and  pounds  of  rags  cut 
ready  for  sewing.  Her  sight  is  failing 
so  that  she  can  hardly  see  to  thread  a 
needle,  but  she  can  still  see  to  weave. 
What  do  you  say,  let's  go  down  Satur- 
day afternoon  and  sew  a  lot  of  them 
for  her,"  said  Nina  eagerly. 

"How  much  do  you  think  she  would 
pay  us?"  asked  Amy. 

"Pay  us,"  echoed  Nina  indignantly. 
"I  wouldn't  take  any  money  after  all 
she  has  done  for  us." 

"Well,  when  I  work  I  expect  to  get 
pay  for  it,"  declared  Amy.  "Say,  Nina, 
I  am  going  to  earn  some  pin  money  this 
summer.  Mrs.  Beach  wants  a  girl  of 
twelve  to  stay  with  her  mother  while  she 
helps  her  husband  in  the  store.  One 
would  not  be  expected  to  work  much. 
The  old  lady  is  nearly  blind  and  Mrs. 
Beach  does  not  like  to  leave  her  alone." 

"There  would  be  no  use  for  me  to 
apply  for  the  place  if  you  intend  doing 
so,"  returned  Nina.  "You  seem  to  have 
a  knack  of  getting  what  you  want 
Well,  if  you  don't  go  to  Grandma  Les- 
ter's   Saturday,    I'll    have    to    go    alone." 

Now  Mrs.  Beach  was  a  niece  of  Grand- 
ma Lester's  and  sold  some  of  the  rugs 
she  made.  They  were  on  display  in  her 
husband's  store.  To  her  surprise  several 
weeks  later  she  filled  all  of  her  orders  in 
a  short  time. 

One  evening  after  supper  Mrs.  Beach 
went  down  to  see  her  aunt.  She  listened 
to  the  old  lady  as  she  praised  the  girl 
who  had  come  in  and  so  generously 
helped  her.  "I'll  tell  you,"  she  con- 
cluded, "there  are  very  few  girls  now 
that   work   for  nothing." 

"Why,  some  of  them  don't  work 
very  good  when  they're  paid,"  said  Mrs 
Beach.  "Now  I'm  looking  for  a  girl  oi 
twelve,  who  during  vacation,  will  sta) 
with  mother  from  nine  in  the  morning 
until  five  in  the  afternoon.  I  want  on< 
who  will  be  kind  to  her." 

"Well,    you    had    better   go    and      sen 
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Nina  Wallace.  That's  the  girl  I've  been 
talking  about — the  one  who  helped  me. 
She  wouldn't  take  a  bit  of  pay.  Said  she 
just  enjoyed  helping  me.  I'm  sure  she  is 
the   girl   you   are  looking   for." 

"Worked  for  the  love  of  working, 
did  she?"  chuckled  Mrs.  Beach.  "I 
should  pay  her  for  staying  with  mo- 
ther." 

"And  she  worked  as  steady  as  though 
I  was  paying  her  by  the  hour,"  Grandma 
Lester  went  on.  "You  had  better  see  her 
right  away  if  you  want  a  girl  you  can 
depend  upon." 

So  it  was  Nina  Wallace  instead  of 
Amy  Robinson  who  got  the  place  to 
work  for  the  summer.  "She's  just  what 
you  recommended,"  said  Mrs.  Beach 
when  Grandma  Lester  called  her  up  to 
inquire    how    she    liked    the    new    girl. 

Amy  Robinson  says  she  was  out  of 
luck  for  once,  and  Nina  was  the  lucky 
one.  But  quite  a  number  know  the  real 
reason. 


His  Religion  Made  Him  Sing 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
I  can't  help  it!  Mv  heart  gets  so  full  ot 
music,  I  have  to  let  it  out."  He  smiled 
at  me  paternally  and  looked  at  me  queer- 
ly,  almost  as  though  he  felt  I  had  not 
understood  him.  "This  work's  not  hard," 
he  continued.  "I  enjoy  it,  and  I  bless 
God  that  He  gives  it  to  me  to  do." 

Lie  laid  another  stick  upon  the  saw- 
buck,  measured  carefully  with  his  eye, 
and  seemed  to  place  the  bucksaw  exact- 
ly in  the  center.  He  began  to  saw  and 
to  sing  at  the  same  moment.  Pausing, 
he  gazed  wearily  across  the  surrounding 
yards. 

"In  my  Father's  house  are  many  man- 
sions," he  quoted  softly.  His  mild,  blue 
eyes  looked  straight  into  mine  and  he 
asked,    "Do   you   know   that   scripture?" 

"Yes,"  I  said,  nodding  my  head. 

"If  it  were  not  so,  I  would  have  told 
you,"  he  repeated  emphatically,  as  if  it- 
were  a  precious  promise  or  assurance 
that  he  hugged  close  to  his  tired  heart. 
"And  the  Twenty-third  Psalm?"  he  in- 
quired, squinting  his  eyes  in  the  sun  and 
looking  directly  at  me  again.  "Do  you 
know  it?  I  had  to  learn  it  by  heart  when 
I  was  a  boy."  His  eyes  appeared  to  grow 
misty  at  the  recollection.  "That  was  a 
long  time  ago — before  you  were  born. 
'The  Lord  is  my  shepherd;  I  shall  not 
want.'  " 

Word  for  word,  he  repeated  the  entire 
psalm,  lovingly,  tenderly,  lingering  over 
the  words  and  nodding  his  head  to  give 
them   emphasis. 

Tears  coursed  slowly  down  his  with- 
ered cheeks.  "Brings  back  old  memories, 
son,"  he  said,  unashamed,  wiping  his 
eyes  and  picking  up  his  saw.  "My  mother 
was  a  fine  woman — the  best  that  ever 
lived.  She  loved  to  sing  the  old  hymns, 


and  she  taught  me  most  of  the  Scripture 
I  know.  But  I've  read  a  lot  for  myself." 
"Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled."  He 
leaned  upon  the  bucksaw.  "That  was  a 
favorite  of  my  mother's.  It  comforted 
her.  She  knew  most  of  it  by  heart.  God 
bless  her  dear  old  soul!  And  praise  be 
to  His  holy  name!  Well,  I've  got  to 
keep  on  sawing."  He  sighed  and  turned 
to  his  work. 

As  I  turned  to  leave,  I  saw  the  old 
man  lift  his  beaming  face  heavenward, 
and,  with  shining  eyes,  begin  another 
hymn: 

What  a  friend  we  have  in  Jestis, 
All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear; 
What  a  privilege  to  carry 
Everything    to    God   in    prayer. 
— By  Dean  Phillips,  in  Christian  Advo- 
cate. 


THORNS 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
for   the   thorns — for   sin.    Have    you   an- 
swered  to   Him? 

"Thorny  was  the  crown   that  He  ivorc. 

And  the  Cross  His  body  o'ercame; 
Grievous  were  the  sorroivs  He  bore, 

But  He  suffered  thus  not  in  vain. 
May  1  to  that  Fountain  be  led, 

Made  to  cleanse  my  sins  here  below; 
Wash  me  in  the  Blood  that  He  shed, 

And  I  shall  be  xvhiter  than  snow." 

— Messenger  of  Peace. 

AN  OLD  MAN'S  STORY 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
told  him.  Mrs.  Austin  and  her  son  went 
down  the  street  and  returned  the 
apples;  then  stopped  to  visit  a  few 
minutes  until  Mrs.  Austin,  watching 
for  the  man,  saw  him  coming  across  the 
street.  Then  she  tried  to  turn  the  sub- 
ject, as  she  wanted  it  to  go. 

"Mrs.  Rumble,  I  love  my  little  boy 
very  much  even  if  he  did  go  wrong  to- 
day. Don't  you  think  that  is  the  way 
all  mothers  feel?"  she  said. 

"I  am  sure  that  is  the  way  God  wants 
them  to  feel,"  said  Mrs.  Rumble.  "If 
I  could  see  my  boy  today  I  could  for- 
give anything." 

"But  would  you  love  him?"  asked 
her  friend. 

"Love  him?"  said  Mrs.  Rumble,  "I 
would  love  him  if  I  knew  he  had  just 
come  from  jail  to  me." 

"What!  would  you  love  a  jailbird?" 
Mrs.  Austin  used  those  words  for  she 
wanted  the  man  outside  to  feel  sure  of 
his  welcome. 

"I'd  love  him  if  he  were  guilty  of  ev- 
ery sin  there  is,"  said  Mrs.  Rumble,  with 
tears  running  from  her  eyes.  "I  pray 
God  to  send  him  back  to  me  before  I 
,  die.  I  feel  sure  He  will,  but  sometimes 
it  is  hard  to  wait." 

Tears  were  running  unchecked  down 
the  cheeks  of  both  women.  "Dear  God," 
prayed  Mrs.  Rumble,  "may  this  be  the 
day  of  gladness,  if  it  be  Thy  will." 


Just  then  the  door  opened  softly  and 
a  voice  sobbed,  "Mother."  The  old  lady 
was  deaf  but  not  too  deaf  to  hear  the 
voice  of  the  prodigal.  She  listened  a  mo- 
ment without  moving,  as  if  she  were 
afraid  of  driving  it  away.  "Mother," 
this  time  a  little  nearer.  The  old  lady 
got  up  from  her  chair,  forgetting  her 
cane,  and  started  across  toward  the  door. 
The  son  was  too  broken  up  to  speak  but 
he  put  his  arms  around  the  trembling 
old  lady  and  helped  her  back  to  her 
chair.  Then  he  fell  on  his  knees  by  her 
side  and  cried  out  his  plea  for  forgive- 
ness. Could  she  forgive  him?  Sure  she 
could  and  the  fact  that  she  had  forgiv- 
en him  seemed  to  give  him  courage  that 
God  would  listen  to  him  too,  for  he 
ceased  talking  to  his  mother  and  began 
to  ask  God  if  He  could  be  as  merciful 
as   his   mother   had   been. 

It  was  a  wonderful  place  to  be  for 
God  seemed  so  near,  just  as  if  He  too 
would  put  His  arms  around  the  wan- 
derer and  give  him  a  forgiving  kiss.  The 
poor  man  arose  from  his  knees  a  differ- 
ent man.  The  old  load  was  all  gone  and 
he  felt,  as  he  said  in  the  prayer  meet- 
ing the  next  night,  as  if  he  were  a  child 
again. 

And  so,  in  trying  to  keep  Little  Jim- 
mie  from  the  path  of  sin,  Big  Jimmie 
had  found  peace  in  his  soul.  The  joy  of 
the  old  lady  knew  no  bounds.  "Dear 
God,"  she  prayed,  "Thou  has  given  Thy 
servant  back  her  son.  Now  lettest  Thou 
Thy  servant  depart  in  peace." — Light 
and  Life  Evangel. 

MISSIONARY  TRIUMPH 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
stroy   this   whole  island   if   you   kill   this 
white  Jesus  Lady.  Oh  yes,  the  great  God 
is    very   angry.    If   you   love   your   wives 
and   little   ones   do   not   do   this   thing." 

A  strange  fear  fell  on  that  crowd  of 
hardhearted  men.  Petrea  began  to  pray 
again  fearlessly.  She  prayed  so  fervent- 
ly until  some  of  them  began  to  wring 
their  hands  and  cry.  Soon  Petrea  ceased 
praying  and  pitiful  moans  came  from 
her  tightly  closed  lips.  Every  one  waited 
for  something  to  happen,  they  did  not 
know   what. 

Lou  Bell  opened  her  mouth  and  be- 
gan to  sing: 

"Jesus  Lover  of  my  soul 
Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly-" 

On  and  on  she  sang  as  the  Spirit 
worked  in  the  hearts  of  these  heathen 
people.  The  old  chief  began  to  moan  and 
cry  and  soon  fell  on  his  knees,  the  others 
followed  his  example.  When  she  finished 
the  chief  rose  from  the  ground  and  said, 
still  weeping  freely,  "Let  her  go,  her 
God  has  saved  her.  It  is  as  Petrea  has 
said,  there  will  be  no  sacrifice  today." 
Then  turning  to  Lou  Bell,  he  finished, 
"Will  you  come  to  my  village  and  teach 
us  and  our  wives  and  our  little  ones 
about  the  great  God,  who  is  greater  than 
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all  gods?  We  will  build  you  a  hut  and  a 
Jesus   house   too,   if   you    will   come." 

Lou  Bell  was  smiling  down  on  them 
with  tears  of  joy  streaming  down  her 
cheeks  and  said,  "I  shall  be  glad  to  teach 
all  of  you  about  my  God."  With  happy 
heart  she  packed  up  her  things  the  next 
day  and  moved  into  the  hut  they  had 
prepared  out  on  the  coast.  It  was  not 
long  until  the  church  house  was  built 
and  many  hungry  hearts  found  God. 

One  month  later  Lou  Bell  was  sitting 
again  meditating  on  the  past.  Now  she 
felt  it  was  worth  while  to  leave  home, 
Raymond,  and  all  to  come  here,  for  she 
was  blissfully  happy  in  her  work  for 
God. — Fannie  S.   Foshce. 


EXCHANGE   PAGE 

(Continued   from   page    17) 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  can't  tell  you  how  much  I  enjoy 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  can 
hardly  wait  for  the  next  issue.  I  especial- 
ly enjoy  reading  the  story,  "At  the 
Crossroads." 

I  thank  God  for  the  many  Christians 
who  arc  not  ashamed  of  the  gospel  of 
Christ.  I  am  looking  forward  to  the  re- 
turn of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  It  makes 
my  heart  rejoice  when  I  think  of  that 
day.  I  have  been  in  this  way  a  long 
time.  I  surely  thank  Brother  A.  T. 
Little  for  recommending  the  Lighted 
Pathway;  I  have  been  getting  it  for 
about  two  years. 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Beck- 
ley.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  has  been  going  on  for 
about  two  or  three  years.  We  have  re- 
cently reorganized. 

The  money  I  make  on  the  Lighted 
Pathway  each  month  goes  to  build  up 
the  treasury.  —  Levinida  Broughman, 
Mabscott,   W.   Va. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

The  young  people  on  the  Eastern  Ken- 
tucky district  have  just  closed  one  of 
the  most  successful  conventions  for  Y. 
P.  E's  and  Sunday  Schools.  Truly  God 
was  with  us  from  start  to  finish,  be- 
cause His  great  magnifying  power  was 
felt  and  proven  in  the  very  beginning. 
I  thank  Brother  T.  F.  Blackwell  from 
the  very  bottom  of  my  heart,  for  such 
good  speakers  as  Brother  E.  R.  Noel, 
district  overseer  of  Mingo  Wayne,  W. 
Va.,  and  Brother  Ray  Hill  of  N.  Mate- 
wan,  W.  Va.  God  anointed  them  with 
His  mighty  power.  Brother  L.  S.  Coop- 
er gave  one  of  the  most  encouraging 
talks   I   have   heard   in   a   long   time. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  very  popu- 
lar on  this  district  and  we  hope  to 
keep  it  that  way.  Note:  To  you  Y.  P. 
E's  of  Eastern  Kentucky,  continue  to 
work  and  grow  until  we  hear  at  the  As- 
sembly time— AT  THE  BATTLE'S 
FRONT. — John  Adair,  district  president, 
Pinsonfork,  Ky. 


Watching  and  Watched 

"The  eyes  of  the  Lord  are  upon  the 
righteous,"  Ps.   34:15. 

The  Lord  is  watching  over  His  peo- 
ple from  the  heights  of  glory,  while 
they  are  watching  for  Him  to  appear  in 
glory.  I  have  read  that  when  Leech,  the 
painter,  was  a  boy,  he  was  placed  at  a 
boarding  school,  where  he  had  to  spend 
his  entire  terms,  including  vacations, 
until  his  school  days  should  be  finished. 
Llis  mother  pined  to  see  her  boy,  but 
the  rules  of  the  school  precluded  her 
from  gratifying  this  desire.  She,  there- 
fore, hired  an  upper  room  in  one  of  the 
houses  overlooking  the  playground. 
Here  she  watched  her  little  boy.  He  did 
not  know  that  anyone  was  looking  down 
upon  him;  but  that  eye  followed  him 
wherever  he  moved. 

So,  methinks,  Christ  longs  for  His 
disciples.  He  cannot  come  to  them  until 
"the  time  or  the  seasons  which  the  Fa- 
ther hath  put  in  His  own  power"  shall 
be  accomplished.  But,  meanwhile,  His 
eye  is  fixed  upon  them  from  the  win- 
dows of  heaven,  noting  every  act,  watch- 
ing every  step,  rejoicing  in  every  suc- 
cess of  theirs,  until  their  term  of  earth- 
ly service  and  education  shall  be  com- 
pleted. Then  He  will  come  again  and 
receive   them   unto   Himself. 

Meanwhile,  as  He  is  watching  over 
them,  they  are  watching  for  Him.  They 
long  for  the  day  of  their  schooling  on 
earth  to  be  ended.  They  have  no  calen- 
dar that  tells  them  the  exact  date  of  its 
closing,  but  they  know  that  when  the 
time  comes,  He  will  appear  to  take  them 
home.  His  Word  is  dear  to  them: 
"Watch  therefore:  for  ye  know  not  what 
hour  your  Lord  doth  come."  —  The 
Watchword. 

Consolation 

We   cannot    know   nor   understand 
The  leading  of  God's  mighty  hand. 

But   we  can  trust   that   love  Divine 
To   shaping  both   your   life   and   mine. 

And  from  this  trust  may  spring  anew 
A  courage  that  will  see  us  through. 

—Sel. 


Reading  Circle  Members 

From    Cincinnati,    Ohio: 

1 .  Ada   Queen 

2.  Willie    Walters 

3.  Kathline  Hughes 

4.  Feme   Huff 

5.  Opal    Salyers 

6.  Lucille   Salyers 

7.  Bulah   Huff 

8.  Delores   Coffey 

9.  Ruth    Coffey 

10.  Hazel  Coffey 

1 1 .  Anna    Belle    Burress 


12.  Mae  Muncy  Hornsby 

13.  Mary  Dahner 

14.  Eliza  Hill 

1 5 .  Era  Mae  Turner 

16.  Opal  Ratliff 

17.  Hazel   Childers 

18.  Gladys  Daniels 

19.  Ina  Sewell 

2  0.   Virginia  Cattings 

21.  Ethel  Collins 

22.  Marie    Johnson 

23.  Lake  Campbell 

24.  Grace  Napier 
2  5.   Mable  Covert 

26.  Mary   Zimmerman 

27.  John    Turner 

2  8.  Joey  Goins 
29.   Ann   Rancy 

3  0.   John    Dunn 
31.   George  Blake 
}2.   Edna   Innis 

33.  Mrs.  Sadie  Edenfield,  Manatee,  Fla. 
To  be  a  member  of  the  Reading 
Circle  you  must  promise  to  read  the 
Lighted  Pathway  from  cover  to  cover, 
then  if  possible  read  other  books  as  they 
are  recommended  through  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  Any  good  book  that  you  read 
we  would  appreciate  your  sending  in  a 
short  book  review  of  same.  We  are  very 
much  pleased  with  the  numbers  that  are 
joining  our  Reading  Circle.  Let's  try  to 
get  a  circle  large  enough  to  circle  the 
globe. — Editor. 

Coffeeville,  Miss,  has  recently  sent  in 
thirteen  new  members.  We  appreciate 
this  interest  at  Coffeeville  and  are  sure 
that  these  people  will  be  benefited  by 
their  reading. 

This  month  we  have  thirty-two  mem- 
bers from  Cincinnati,  Ohv>.  This  is  very 
encouraging.  When  we  are  able  to  work 
more  for  our  Reading  Circle  we  want  to 
suggest  some  interesting  reading.  Any 
one  reading  a  good  book  and  will  send 
us  a  book  review  of  same,  we  will  gladly 
publish.  Please  do  not  make  it  long. — 
Editor. 


I  Want  To  Tell  Jesus  My 
Daddy  Prays 

A  farmer  lived  near  a  little  running 
brook.  In  one  corner  of  the  fence  near 
by  his  little  eight-year-old  girl  had  built 
a  playhouse  where  she  spent  many  happy 
hours  by  the  side  of  the  brook.  Her  fa- 
ther was  not  a  praying  man  but  he  dear- 
ly loved  her.  She  was  taken  sick,  and 
when  near  the  close  of  life,  she  felt  a 
strong  desire  to  see  her  playhouse  again, 
and   asked   her  father   to   take  her  there. 

"My  dear,  you  are  too  sick  to  go 
there."  But  she  insisted,  and  he  finally 
took  her  carefully  in  his  arms  and  car- 
ried her  down  to  her  playhouse,  and  sat 
down  with  her.  She  gazed  a  long  time 
at  the  place  she  had  so  often  visited,  and 
then,  turning  toward  her  father,  said, 
"Daddy,   I   wish  you   would  pray." 

He   turned"  his   face   away   for  a   mo- 
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ment  to  hide  the  starting  tears,  and 
when  he  turned  again  to  look  at  her,  the 
gentle  spirit  had  fled. 

He  carefully  lifted  the  loved  form 
and  carried  her  back  to  her  bed,  but 
those  words,  "I  want  to  tell  Jesus  my 
daddy  prays,"  kept  ringing  in  his  ears, 
until  he  fell  upon  his  knees  and  became 
a  praying  man.  "A  little  child  shall  lead 
them." — Sel. 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

creature    who    will    find    this    Highway 
and  be  determined  to  walk  in  it. 

P.  S. — When  I  wrote  my  message  for 
this  issue  and  closed  it  I  did  not  know 
that  there  would  be  a  postscript  but  as 
you  have  perhaps  noticed  the  account 
of  my  accident  in  the  Evangel,  you  will 
understand  what  my  postscript  is  going 
to  be.  However,  there  may  be  some  who 
do  not  take  the  Evangel  and  I  will  try 
to  tell  you  something  of  my  accident.  On 
the  morning  of  June  20  I  arose  from  my 
bed  and  went  downstairs  to  prepare  the 
morning  meal.  As  I  entered  the  kitchen 
I  fell.  I  do  not  know  why  nor  how  but 
the  fall  was  very  serious,  breaking  the 
hip  bone.  So  I  have  been  confined  to  my 
bed,  lying  in  one  position  for  nearly 
three  weeks,  and  will  be  here  for  another 
three  weeks.  Many  prayers  have  been 
going  up  for  me  here  in  Cleveland  and 
on  the  field  and  I  want  to  thank  all 
those  who  have  sent  flowers  and  mes- 
sages of  sympathy.  I  want  to  thank  you 
also  for  the  good  work  you  have  been 
doing  for  the  Lighted  Pathway  and 
please  continue  the  good  work;  let  this 
be  the  greatest  year  that  our  Y.  P.  E. 
has  ever  seen  in  the  history  of  the  organ- 
ization. 

This  accident  will  not  hinder  our 
work  to  a  great  extent  as  my  secretary 
and  I  are  making  an  office  of  my  room 
and  the  good  work  goes  on. 

Through  the  prayers  of  my  friends 
and  the  goodness  of  the  Lord  I  have  not 
suffered  intensely.  Please  pray  that  this 
will  not  hinder  my  being  at  the  Assem- 
bly. May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  His 
service. — Editor. 


Men  Who  Persevered  Though 
Discouraged 

Galileo  was  forced  by  torture  to  re- 
tract his  theory  that  the  earth  revolves 
around  the  sun.  Yet,  going  from  the 
torture  chamber,  he  whispered:  "Still 
it  does  move."  Today  his  theory  is  ac- 
cepted by  all  scholars.  Disraeli  was 
hissed  after  his  first  speech  in  the  House 
of  Commons.  There  was  sublimity  in 
his  words:  "The  day  will  come  when 
they  will  be  glad  to  hear  me."  And  the 
day  did  come  when  all  England  hung 
upon  his  words.  The  great  preacher, 
Robert  Hall,  broke  down  in  his  first  at- 


tempt to  preach,  but  persevered.  The 
sharp  criticisms  which  greeted  his  first 
poems  might  well  have  discouraged  any 
young  poet,  but  Tennyson  persevered 
and  became  poet  laureate  of  England. 
George  Stephenson's  model  of  a  rail- 
way and  locomotive  was  looked  upon 
with  jeers  by  the  Committee  of  Parlia- 
ment, but  members  of  that  committee 
lived  to  travel  over  just  such  rails, 
drawn  by  such  a  locomotive. 

In  My  Father's  House 

By  Robert  Freeman 

No,  not   cold  beneath  the  grasses, 

Not     close-walled     within      the 
tomb; 
Rather,  in  my  Father's  Mansion, 

Living  in  another  room. 
Living,  like  the  one  who  loves  me, 

Like     yon     child     with     cheeks 
abloom, 
Out  of  sight,  at  desk     or  school- 
book, 

Busy  in  another  room. 
Nearer  than  the  youth  whom  for- 
tune 

Beckons  where  the  strange  lands 
loom; 
Just  behind  the  hanging  curtain, 

Serving  in  another  room. 
Shall  I  doubt  my  Father's  mercy? 

Shall  I  think  of  death  as  doom, 
Or  the  stepping  o'er  the  threshold 

To  a  bigger,  brighter  room? 
Shall  I  blame  my  Father's  wisdom? 

Shall  I  sit  enswathed  in  gloom, 
When  I  know  my  Love  is  happy 

Waiting  in  the  other  room? 

Press  On 

Patience!    then,  patience!   soon   the  pang 
of  dying 
Shall  all   forgotten  be, 
And  thou,   through  rolling  spheres,     re- 
joicing, flying 
Beyond  the  waveless  sea, 
Shalt   know   hereafter   where   thy      Lord 
doth  lead  thee, 
His  darkest  dealings  trace, 
And  by  those  fountains  where  His  love 
will  feed  thee, 
Behold  Him  face  to  face. 

Then  shalt  thou  tell  the  living  Lord  hath 
risen, 
And  risen  but  to  save; 
Tell  of  the  might  that  breaks     the     cap- 
tive's prison, 
And  life  beyond  the  grave! 
Tell  how  He  met  thee,  all  His  radiance 
shrouded; 
How  in  thy  sorrow  came 
His  pitying  voice  breathing,   when   faith 
was  clouded, 
Thine  own  familiar  name. 

So  at  the  grave's  dark  portal  thou  may'st 


linger, 
And  hum  some  happy  strain; 
The  passing  world  may  mock  the  feeble 
singer — 
Heed  not,  but  sing  again. 
Thus  wait,  thus  watch,  till  He  the  last 
link  sever, 
And  changeless  rest  be  won; 
Then  in  His  glory  thou  shalt  bask  for- 
ever, 
Fear  not  the  clouds — press  on. — Anon. 


Christian  Virtues 

1.  Grace,  James  4:6. 

2.  Faith,  Col.  2:5. 

3.  Knowledge,   Rom.    15:14. 

4.  Temperance,   Gal.    5:2  3. 

5.  Patience,  Luke  21:19. 

6.  Godliness,    1    Tim.    2:2. 

7.  Brotherly  love,  Heb.    13:1. 

8.  Kindness,  2  Cor.  6:6. 

9.  Meekness,    2    Cor.    6:6. 

10.  Humility,    1    Pet.    5:5. 

11.  Unselfishness,    Rom.    12:10. 

12.  Charity,   1   Cor.    13:13. 

Quiet  Hour 

There  are  times  when  we  are  alone 
and  everything  is  still.  What  do  we 
think  about  then?  Do  the  harsh  words 
and  unkind  deeds  pass  before  us  as  a 
procession  of  things  that  shouldn't  be? 
We  remember,  then,  what  we  said  to 
our  brother  and  how  hurt  he  looked,  but 
we  were  too  stubborn  to  take  it  back. 
We  remember  also  what  Sister  Dash  said 
to  us  and  how  we  snapped  back  at  her. 
We  recall  now  Jesus'  words,  "Whosoever 
shall  smite  thee  on  thy  right  cheek,  turn 
to  him  the  other  also."  We  remember 
too,  the  bitterness  we  felt  against  Broth- 
er Black  and  the  opportunity  we  let  slip 
by  to  tell  that  unsaved  man  about  Je- 
sus and  His  great  sacrifice  for  a  sin- 
darkened  world.  Then,  tears  moisten  our 
eyes  and  a  prayer  from  our  innermost 
heart  ascends  to  the  Master  of  our  sal- 
vation, "Oh,  heavenly  Father,  some  way 
help  us  this  day  to  live  a  life  free  from 
sin  and  oh,  Almighty  God,  guide  the 
destiny  of  our  ship.  Keep  back  the  swirl- 
ing waters,  the  roaring  waves,  and  the 
black  clouds  and  devastating  winds.  Oh, 
Father,  you  take  the  wheel.  We  can:t 
guide  our  ship  alone.  Speak  the  word, 
dear  Jesus,  that  will  calm  the  waves, 
still  the  winds,  and  drive  away  the  black 
clouds  of  despair  and  oh,  eternal  King, 
land  us  some  day  in  the  shining  harbor 
where  we  know  you'll  be  waiting  with 
arms  outstretched  ready  to  tie  our  lit- 
tle ship  safely  to  the  shore."  It's  in  the 
still,  quiet  hour  that  we  feel  that  sweet 
communion  with  the  "Rose  of  Sharon" 
and  feel  that  exaltation  that  comes  only 
from  an  untroubled  conscience.  Mighty 
God,  help  us,  we  pray,  to  live  a  life  that 
was  lived  by  your  beloved  Son. — Kuih 
Morgan,  Lake  Orion,  Mich. 
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Y.  P.  E's  Don't  Forget 


Y.  P.  E's  don't  forget  to  train  on 
the  national  programs  for  the  Assembly. 
In  May  issue  we  published  the  national 
song,  "At  the  Battle's  Front."  Please 
memorize  Isa.  6:1,  8  and  your  motto, 
Phil.  4:13.  Remember,  we  want  to  have 
the  best  services  at  this  Assembly  that 
we  have  ever  had.  It  is  true  that  we 
must  either  go  forward  or  backward. 
Remember  your  Y.  P.  E.  uniform,  white 
dresses  with  dark  blue  ties.  We  hope  that 
our  state  Y.  P.  E's  will  co-operate  in 
every  way  possible  to  make  our  Y.  P. 
E.  services  at  the  Assembly  attractive 
as    well    as    spiritual. — Editor. 


Unbroken  Circle  Off  the 
Press 

The  Unbroken  Circle,  which  we  ad- 
vertised in  last  issue,  is  off  the  press. 
We  are  sure  that  you  will  appreciate  this 
play  for  your  Y.  P.  E.  It  will  leave  your 
audience  in  tears.  It  will  make  your 
family,  who  is  divided  in  their  spiritual 
life,  desire  to  have  a  united  family  over 
there.  Choose  songs  along  with  this  play 
that  will  be  in  harmony  with  the 
thought. 

Please  do  not  put  off  sending  for  this 
play  as  we  have  had  a  limited  number 
printed.   Price,   2  5  c. — Editor. 


Attention  Please 

Just  one  more  issue  of  the  paper  until 
the  Assembly.  In  August  we  will  make 
our  bound  Lighted  Pathways.  If  you 
want  to  be  sure  to  get  one,  send  us  your 
order  now,  as  we  will  have  only  one  hun- 
dred of  them.  You  should  have  one  in 
your  home  for  your  children;  they  will 
spend  many  hours  reading  this  choice  ma- 
terial. Young  man  or  woman,  Christian 
worker,  minister,  or  whoever  you  may 
be,  you  will  appreciate  these  splendid 
helps  for  your  work.  Price  $1.00.  Order 
now  or  you  may  be  too  late.  Money 
must   accompany  order. 


Dear  Friend: 

We  are  sending  out  this  month  a 
large  number  of  4c  papers.  We  hope 
you  understand  our  ruling  in  regard  to 
the  4c  papers.  We  want  to  be  fair  and 
treat  everybody  alike  and  the  extra  pa- 
pers at  4c  each  are  only  for  free  distri- 
bution, in  jails  and  hospitals  and  in  new 
communities  where  the  paper  has  not 
been  advertised.  We  leave  it  up  to  your 
honor  as  to  whether  this  is  carried  out 
or  not.  We  are  very  anxious  to  start  our 
young  people  doing  missionary  work  and 
there  is  no  better  way  than  to  go  in  pris- 
ons, hospitals  and  new  communities  with 
this  paper  which  is  being  made  a  blessing 
to  you.  This  is  why  we  are  making  this 
reduction. — Editor. 


IF 

IF  you  are  a  Gideon,  your  order  is  al- 
ready placed  with  the  Publishing  House 
and  please  do  not  order  each  month. 
Some  have  received  two  orders  because 
of  this  and  wondered  why! 

IF,  however,  you  need  other  papers 
besides  the  regular  number,  please  order 
them  and  mention  that  it  is  an  extra 
order. 

IF  you  desire  your  roll  discontinued, 
please  write  us  by  the  10th  of  each 
month. 

IF  all  Gideons  would  sign  "Gideon" 
when  writing  to  us,  we  would  be  saved 
much  time  here  at  Headquarters. 

IF  possible,  avoid  changing  of  names 
and  addresses.  Each  time  you  change 
Gideons  we  must  change  our  records 
here.  So  let  the  paper  come  in  the  same 
name,  if  possible,  though  someone  else 
sells    the   papers.   Thank   you. — Editor. 


Important  Notice    To    Y. 
P.  E.  State  Supts. 

I  have  consulted  with  some  of 
our  officials  and  they  have  asked 
me  to  extend  the  time  for  the  clos- 
ing of  our  contest,  giving  a  little 
more  time  for  you  to  work  and 
we  are  giving  you  until  the  15  th 
of  August  to  have  your  report  in, 
in  full.  Any  order  for  the  Septem- 
ber issue  papers  postmarked  on  or 
before  the  15th  of  August,  provid- 
ing cash  is  with  order  will  count 
in  this  contest,  and  please  remem- 
ber that  your  superintendent  will 
not  have  time  to  write  you  and 
stir  you  up  in  regard  to  this 
change.  So  we  are  asking  that  ev- 
ery Y.  P.  E.  president  and  pastor 
please  note  this  change  and  work 
accordingly. — Editor. 


New  Gideons 

1.  Miss    Pearl    Milner,    Opelika,    Ala. 

2.  Nellie     Crawford,       Little      Rock, 
Ark. 

3.  Mrs.  Sadie  Edenfield,  Manatee,  Fla. 

4.  Katherine    Walker,    Naples,    Fla. 

5.  Gladys   Delk,   Candler,   N.   C. 

6.  Miss    Helen     Davis,     Londonderry, 
Ohio. 

7.  Lucy   Davis,    Stanton,    Tex. 

8.  Willie   Thompson,    Rocky    Mt.,   N. 
C. 

9.  Katie  Stricklin,  Eudora,  Ark. 
10.   Mattie    New,    Dora,    Ala. 

1  1 .   Odine    Morse,    Dunn,    La. 

12.  D.    M.    Eubanks,    West    Durham, 
N.  C. 

13.  Miss    Nancy    Hawkins,    Barea,    Ky. 

14.  Miss    Lauretta    Wyant,    Harrisburg, 
Pa. 

15.  Ola    Dean,    Spartenburg,    S.    C. 

16.  Miss   Jewel    Dixon,    Shamrock,    Fla. 

17.  Paul    Bailey,    Erwin,    Tenn. 
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18.  Mary  Lee  McElroy,  Heflin,  Ala. 

19.  Charley    Day,    Christopher,    Ky. 

20.  Mrs.   W.   B.   Wellmaker,   LaFrance, 
S.  C. 

21.  Miss   Anna   Lou   Hardin,   Burdette, 
Ark. 

22.  Mrs.  B.  E.  Chesser,  Horseshoe,  Fla. 
2  3.  Mrs.  D.  M.  Eubanks,  W.  Durham, 

N.  C. 
24.   Mrs.  Van  Browning,  Christian,  W. 

Va. 
2  5.  T.    P.   Douglas,   Vanceburg,   Ky. 

26.  J.   L.   Cooper,   Cherry   Valley,  Ark. 

27.  Mrs.  Virgie  Lester,  Dehue,  W.  Va. 

2  8.   Miss      Pauline      Ellis,      Doddsville, 

Miss. 
29.  Mrs.    H.    F.    Wheelus,      Shamrock, 
Fla. 

3  0.   Oneal   Hughes,   Jasper,   Fla. 

31.  Mrs.    F.    F.    O'Bannon,      Zellwood, 
Fla. 

32.  Eunice    Hinkle,    Judson,    Fla. 

3  3.   J.    A.    Lewis,   Panama    City,   Fla. 
34.  Mrs.    P.    C.   Canup,   Lakeland,   Fla. 
3  5.   Mrs.  Stella   Roberts,  Merrimac,  W. ! 
Va. 

36.  Mrs.    Eunice    Landers,    Seneca,    S.  I 
C. 

37.  Edward    E.    Worth,    Naples,    Fla. 
3  8.   Ellis   Michael,    Lexington,    N.    C. 

3  9.   Calvin    Lovelace,    Union,    S.    C. 

40.  Miss   Emmaline   White,      Cookville, 
Tenn. 

41.  Fannie   Foshee,    Jellico,    Tenn. 

42.  K.  D.  Beaube,  Etowah,  Tenn. 

43.  Mrs.      Ethel    Hill,      Newport    City, 
Tenn. 

44.  Mrs.  Oscar  Brown,  Granville,  Tenn. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  are  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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Who  Said  It? 

Dean  Swift  is  credited  with,  "Bread 
is  the  staff  of  life." 

It  was  Keats  who  said,  "A  thing  of 
beauty  is   a   joy  forever!" 

"Man  proposes,  but  God  disposes," 
remarked  Thomas  a'  Kempis. 

Franklin  is  authority  for,  "God  helps 
those  who  help  themselves." 

It  was  an  observation  of  Thomas 
Southern   that,   "Pity's    akin    to   love." 

We  arc  indebted  to  Colley  Cibber, 
not  to  Shakespeare,  for  "Richard  is  him- 
self  again." 

Edward  Coke,  the  English  jurist,  was 
of  the  opinion  that,  "A  man's  house  is 
his  castle." 

"When  Greek  joins  Greek,  then  is  the 
tug  of  war,"  was  written  by  Nathaniel 
Lee  in    1602. 

Edward  Young  tells  us,  "Death  loves 
a  shining  mark,"  and,  "A  fool  at  forty 
is  a   fool   indeed." 

"Variety's  the  spice  of  life,"  and  "Not 
much  the  worse  for  wear,"  were  coined 
by   Cowpcr. 

Charles  Pinkney  gave  the  patriotic 
sentiment,  "Millions  for  defense,  but 
not  one  cent  for  tribute." 

"Of  two  evils  I  have  chosen  the  less," 
and  "The  end  must  justify  the  means," 
are  from  Matthew  Prior. 

To  Mi'ton  we  owe,  "The  paradise  of 
fools,"  "A  wilderness  of  sweets,"  and, 
"Moping  melancholy  and  moonstruck 
madness." 

The  poet  Campbell  found  that,  "Com- 
ing events  cast  their  shadows  before," 
and,  "  'Tis  distance  lends  enchantment 
to  the  view." 

Christopher  Marlow  gave  forth  the 
invitation  so  often  repeated  by  his 
brothers  in  a  less  public  way,  "Love  me 
little,   love  me  long." 

To  Dr.  Johnson  belongs,  "A  good 
hater,"  and  to  Mcintosh,  in  1701,  the 
phrase,  often  attributed  to  John  Ran- 
dolph,  "Wise  and   masterly  activity." 

"First  in  war,  first  in  peace,  and  first 
in  the  hearts  of  his  fellow  citizens" 
(not  his  countrymen),  appeared  in  the 
resolutions  presented  to  the  House  of 
Representatives  in  December,  1799,  by 
General  Henry  Lee. — Southern  Chris- 
tian   Ad  locate. 

There  are  1,08  5,799  young  people  en- 
rolled in  the  universities  and  colleges  of 
the  United  States.  There  are  4,799,867 
more  attending  our  high  schools.  Even 
a  casual  survey  will  reveal  that  the  vast 
majority  of  these  young  people  know 
nothing  about  the  Bible  and  the  facts 
of  Christianity.  They  have  never  had 
a   definite    contact    with    a    vital    Chris- 


tian message. — M.  F.   Jamison,  M.  A.  — 'whereas  I  was  blind,  now  I  see'." 


There  are  5  93,493  words  in  the  Old 
Testament,  and  181,253  words  in  the 
New  Testament.  This  is  less  than  one  per 
cent  of  the  number  of  words  contained 
in  new  books  published  each  year  in 
the  United  States,  and  yet  the  Bible  has 
lived  through  countless  ages,  while  other 
books,  after  a  brief  period  of  popu- 
larity, are  quickly  forgotten.  And,  in- 
cidentally, the  Bible  is  still  the  best- 
selling  book  in  both  this  country  and 
England. — Selected. 

The  most  beautiful  sight  from  the 
pulpit  is  a  whole  family  seated  together 
in  a  pew.  The  church  service  is  not  a 
convention  that  a  family  should  merely 
send  a  delegate. — /.  A.  Holmes. 

Among  the  four  Gospels,  Mark,  ac- 
cording to  the  records  of  the  American 
Bible  Society,  has  been  the  most  widely 
published,  having  been  translated  into 
630  languages.  Matthew  appears  in  604, 
John  in   5  59,  and  Luke  in   5  50. 

Babies,  says  The  Watchman-Examiner, 
are  Japan's  most  serious  social  problem. 
The  birth  rate  is  about  3  3  per  1,000  of 
the  population,  nearly  double  that  of  the 
United.  States,  which  is  17.4.  Japan  has 
also  a  low  Oriental  death  rate.  From 
1875  to  1914  the  population  of  Japan 
nearly  doubled.  It  is  now  about  68,000,- 
000.  The  average  size  of  farms  is  one 
and  a  half  acres,  with  only  fifteen  per 
cent  arable. 

In  the  old  days  there  were  5,5  54  sa- 
loons in  Ohio.  Now  there  are  21,000, 
not  counting  the  122  state  liquor  stores. 
Dr.  A.  W.  Truman  says,  "There  are 
more  beds  in  the  United  States  for  the 
insane  than  for  all  other  diseases  com- 
bined. The  other  major,  oustanding  cause 
of  this  blasting  of  human  hopes,  this 
enormous  wastage  of  human  life,  is  al- 
cohol."— Herald  of  Holiness. 

Egypt  grows  apace.  Less  than  5  0 
years  ago  its  population  was  4,000,000; 
today  it  is  nearly  15,000,000,  an  in- 
crease probably  unique  in  modern  days. 
—October    (1934)    Dawn. 

Every  Methodist  has  been  familiar 
with  the  type  of  testimony  that  is  now 
challenged.  "I  may  not  be  much  of  a 
theologian,"  says  a  newly  converted 
man,  "I  cannot  profess  to  solve,  nor 
even  to  understand  the  problems  of  the 
Scriptures.  The  Riddle  of  the  Universe 
is  beyond  me,  and  even  the  existence  of 
God  I  am  not  able  to  prove,  but  one 
thing  I  know,  whereas  I  was  a  thieving, 
cursing,  immoral,  hell-deserving  sinner, 
blasting  my  life  in  wickedness,  now  I 
am  trying  to  live  a  good  and  useful  life 


David  Livingstone  told  how  he  had 
been  kept.  "I  return  without  misgiv- 
ing and  with  great  gladness,"  he  said, 
"for  would  you  like  me  to  tell  you  what 
supported  me  through  all  the  years  of 
exile  among  people  whose  language  I 
could  not  understand  and  whose  atti- 
tude towards  me  was  always  uncertain 
and  often  hostile?  It  was  this,  'Lo,  I 
am  with  you  alway,  even  unto  the  end 
of  the  world!'  On  these  words  I  staked 
everything,  and  they  never  failed." 

Dr.  Adam  Clarke,  the  great  com- 
mentator of  early  Methodism,  of  whom 
Charles  Spurgeon  said  he  was  the  out- 
standing scholar  of  the  past  thousand 
years,  also  left  on  record  a  testimony  to 
the  abounding  grace  of  God  in  the  ex- 
perience of  holiness.  He  says:  "I  re- 
garded nothing,  not  even  life  itself,  in 
comparison  of  having  my  heart  cleansed 
from  all  sin;  and  began  to  seek  it  with 
full  purpose  of  heart  .  .  .  Soon  after 
this,  while  earnestly  wrestling  with  the 
Lord  in  prayer,  and  endeavoring  self- 
desperately  to  believe,  I  found  a  change 
wrought  in  my  soul,  which  I  endeavored 
through  grace  to  maintain  amid  the 
grievous  temptations  and  accusations  of 
the  subtle  foe." 

Lady  Huntington,  a  Countess  of  the 
English  nobility  in  the  days  of  early 
Methodism,  says:  "My  whole  heart  has 
not  one  grain  this  moment  of  thirst 
after  approbation.  I  feel  alone  with  God; 
He  fills  the  void.  I  have  not  one  wish, 
one  will,  one  desire  but  in  Him.  Fie 
hath  set  my  feet  in  a  large  room.  I  have 
wondered  and  stood  in  amazement  that 
God  should  make  a  conquest  of  all 
within  me  by  love." 

Christianity  Today  says:  "American 
Negroes  have  $2  06,000,000  worth  of 
church  property  and  spend  $43,000,000 
annually  to  maintain  their  religious  en- 
terprises." Great  indeed  is  the  advance- 
ment made  by  the  Negro  race  since 
their  emancipation  less  than  a  century 
ago.  It  is  one  of  the  marvels  of  history. 

More  than  twice  as  much  money  is 
being  spent  on  the  world's  war  machines 
today  as  in  1914,  and  twice  as  many 
soldiers  are  ready  for  battle.  The  United 
States  will  spend  a  billion  dollars  on  its 
fighting  services  in  1938,  Britain  two 
billions,  Russia  three  billions,  Germany 
two  billions,  and  France,  Italy  and  Ja- 
pan about  a  billion  each.  While  Britain 
is  spending  $7,500,000,000  on  rearma- 
ment, she  is  now  only  midway  her  pro- 
gram. She  needs  until  1940  to  complete 
it. 
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AROUND  THE  WORL 

GOSPEL  L! 


By  J.  H.  INGRAM 


Street  scene  in  front  of  mission,  Ootacamund,  S.  India. 


HERE  are  two  scenes,  one  a  street  scene 
in  India  where  our  dear  Brother  and  Sis- 
ter Case  recently  sailed  for  and  will  be 
devoting  their  time  and  talent  working  for  the 
Lord.  The  other  shows  the  reconstructed  upper 
room  where  the  precious  Holy  Ghost  was  poured 
out  on  the  day  of  Pentecost  and  which  thou- 
sands of  people  in  our  present  day  enjoy. 
There  are  many  scenes  in  India,  Africa,  China 
and  other  foreign  countries  in  Brother  Ingram's 
book  "Around  the  World  with  the  Gospel 
Light." 


Price  $2.00 


ORDER  OF 


CHURCH  OF  GOD 
PUBLISHING  HOUSE 


WE  are  now  ready  to  receive  orders  for  this 
book  which  is  almost  ready  to  ship.  Many 
have  been  looking  forward  to  this  book 
and  we  are  sure  you  will  be  anxious  to  get  your 
copy.  It  is  a  144-page  book  containing  50  chap- 
ters on  his  life  from  boyhood  through  his  mis- 
sion tcur  around  the  world  with  more  than  100 
pictures  of  himself,  family,  old  home  places,  and 
scenes  in  foreign  lands. 

The  book  is  9x12  inches,  is  printed  on  the 
very  best  enamel  paper,  and  has  a  good  grade 
cloth  binding,  with  a  two  color  jacket  to  pro- 
tect the  cover.  Let  us  have  your  order  now. 
Orders  will  be  filled  in  order  received. 


Cleveland,  Tennessee 


The 


reconstructed    "upper   room,"   where   the   Holy   Ghost 
was  poured  out  on  the  day  of  Pentecost. 
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ntekcession 


ALICE  REYNOLDS  FLOWER 

Reach  across  the  miles,  dear  Father, 

Touching  every  serving  one, 
Those  who  stand  to  daily  offer 

Keep,  help,  and  comfort  to  Thine  own. 
Touch  their  ears  that  Thy  sweet  message 

Ever  may  be  clearly  heard; 
Touch  their  lips  that  they  may  freely 

Speak  Thy  pure  and  Living  Word. 


Reach  across  the  miles,  dear  Father, 

To  each  weary,  suffering  one; 
Breathe  anew  Thy  life,  Thy  healing 

Where  their  strength  is  almost  gone. 
Making  real  our  mighty  Jesus, 

Let  them  know  His  wondrous  pow'r 
By  the  working  of  Thy  Spirit, 

Bring  deliverance  this  hour. 


Reach  across  the  miles,  O  Father, 

To  each  missionary  dear — 
Those  who  stand  in  heat  of  conflict 

Need  Thy  presence  constant,  near. 
Some  who  feel  alone,  forgotten, 

In  the  darkness  of  that  night — 
Reach  across  the  waters  to  them 

Make  their  pathway  clear  and  bright. 

Reach  across  the  miles,  dear  Father, 

Unto  all  who  love  Thy  Name; 
By  the  Spirit's  intercession 

Quickening  for  them  we  claim. 
Lo,  the  vision  is  before  us 

Of  a  world  encircled  all 
By  the  prayers  of  the  faithful — 

Those  who  for  Thy  glory  call. 

— Gospel  Herald 


"Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a 
light   unto   my    path." 

Psalm   119:105 


ALDA  B.  HARRISON 
Editor 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

Wc  are  nearing  Assembly  time,  and 
isn't  it  grand?  We  are  having  a  vision 
now,  of  the  great  company  of  young 
people  who  will  gather  together  at  this 
time  and  we  are 
dreaming  of  that 
evening  during 
this  Assembly 
when  all  of  these 
young  people  will 
be  anxiously 
waiting  for  the 
hour  to  arrive, 
when  they  will 
begin  that  won- 
derful march  in- 
to the  auditori- 
um where  they 
shall  have  full 
charge  of  the  pro- 
gram. I  can  see  them  marching  with 
their  white  robes,  which  stand  for  the 
purity  of  our  Church  of  God  young 
people.  I  fancy,  I  can  hear  them  sing- 
ing, "At  the  Battle's  Front"  as  they 
march  into  that  great  auditorium;  then 
I  can  see  that  state  Y.  P.  E.  superin- 
tendent and  his  happy  young  people  with 
faces  shining  and  voices  uplifted  with 
praise  because  they  have  won  the  ban- 
ner for  the  best  work  during  the  year 
1937-38.  We  do  not  know  who  that  is 
going  to  be  yet,  but  it  will  not  be  long 
now  until  the  battle  has  been  fought 
and  won  by  one  of  our  states. 

We  are  also  getting  a  vision  of  those 
faithful  ones  who  fought  so  hard  and 
have  lost.  We  congratulate  them  on 
their  faithfulness,  their  bravery  and 
their  willingness  to  fight  the  good  fight 
of  faith.  They  are  not  losers,  for  dur- 
ing the  year  many  precious  souls  have 
been  saved  and  their  names  written  in 
heaven  because  of  their  untiring  ef- 
forts. We  thank  you  everyone  for  the 
assistance  you  have  given  this  year  in 
spreading  the  good  news  of  salvation 
through  the  printed  page. 

During  this  year  we  have  been  able 
to  distribute  four  thousand  Lighted 
Pathways  more  than  last  year.  The  last 
two  months  we  have  published  ten  thou- 
sand and  most  of  them  have  been  dis- 
tributed. 

We  are  also  having  a  vision  of  those 
good  morning  meetings  that  we  enjoy 
each  year.  Don't  forget  to  go  to  bed 
early  and  sleep  lots  for  two  weeks  so 
that  you  can  arise  early  during  these 
few  days  that  we  will  have  together. 
And  don't  forget  to  take  your  alarm 
clock. 

Last  but  not  least,  let  your  light 
shine  while  there,  for  many  will  be 
watching  you  to  know  if  this  is  the  way. 


Perhaps  at  this  Assembly  and  on  the 
field  there  will  be  many  who  are  dis- 
couraged and  ready  to  give  up  and  so 
we  are  giving  them  this  month  some 
thoughts  by  relating  to  you  a  dream 
by  C.  K.  Ober.  So  many  people  who 
have,  at  one  time  left  all  to  follow  Je- 
sus, are  turning  back  to  the  flesh  pots 
of  Egypt.  They  have  burned  their 
plows  but  have  found  new  ones.  They 
have  left  their  fish  nets,  but  have  gone 
back  to  them  again.  To  be  sure  the  way 
of  the  cross  means  suffering  sometimes. 
It  will  be  much  easier  to  go  the  way 
of  least  resistance;  but  what  about  the 
future  out  there  where  wc  are  to  meet 
God  face  to  face?  Let  us  see  what  this 


The  Two  Roads 

The  right  road  is  a  long  road, 

And  at  times  if  may  be  rough; 
But   don't  leave  it  for  the   wrong 
road, 
That    is    paved    with    sham    and 
bluff. 

And  don't  mistake  the  smiling 
Of   the    men    who   travel   there; 

Or   the  gold  that   they  arc  piling, 
As  a  sign  that  all  is  fair. 

For   beneath   the  jewels   shining, 
And   the   pleasures   they   possess, 

And  behind  their  hours  of  winning 
There's   a   fearful   loneliness. 

— Sel. 


dream  will  mean  to  us.  Here  it  is:  What 
if   they  had  quit? 

I  beheld  in  my  dream,  and  five  men 
— Peter,  Andrew,  Matthew,  John  and 
Paul — sat  on  a  hillside,  looking  out  over 
the  Sea  of  Galilee.  It  was  twenty  years 
after  the  "Day  of  Pentecost,"  and  they 
had  met  by  appointment  to  talk  over 
a  crisis  in  the  lives  and  programs  of 
three  of  their  number. 

The  work  was  going  hard  with  them. 
Paul  had  suffered  the  loss  of  all  things; 
Peter  had  left  all  to  follow  Christ  and 
was  finding  it  hard  to  support  his  fam- 
ily; and  Matthew  had  just  had  an  at- 
tractive proposition  at  a  large  income  to 
return  to  his  old  place  in  the  custom 
house. 

Peter,  as  usual,  opened  the  discussion. 
He  said,  "Simon  the  tanner  has  in- 
herited the  estate  of  his  brother,  who 
was  a  fisherman  and  an  old  friend  of 
mine  in  Bcthsaida,  and  he  has  offered 
to  give  me  a  complete  fishing  outfit, 
boats,  nets,  and  tackle,  with  an  estab- 
lished trade  in  Capernaum.  It  looks  like 


a  providential  leading  especially  as  rrn 
wife's  mother  has  opened  a  boardin; 
house  in  Capernaum  and  it  will  cost  u 
almost  nothing  to  live  with  her  while  w 
are  getting  started  again.  I  can  make 
good  living  and  a  little  more  by  fishin;! 
five  days  in  the  week  and  I  will  hav 
all  my  Sundays  for  evangelistic  work  ii 
cities  around  the  lake.  I  am  gcttin; 
along  in  years  and  am  afraid  I  can' 
stand  the  pace  at  which  I  have  beei 
working.  And,   too,   I  need   the  money.' 

Paul  said,  "Aquila  and  Priscilla  havi 
been  greatly  prospered  in  the  tent-mak 
ing  business  in  Ephesus  and  have  of 
fered  me  a  position  at  a  good  salary  t< 
open  a  branch  in  Philippi,  and  fron! 
there  to  develop  and  supervise  their  in 
terests  in  the  principal  cities  of  Mace 
donia.  I  can  do  this  work;  it  will  no: 
be  any  harder  for  me  than  the  care  o 
all  the  churches,  and  I  will  have  abuni 
dant  opportunity  for  Christian  work 
and  can  lay  by  a  little  something  for  th 
rainy  day  which  I  can  see  is  coming." 

Matthew  said,  "My  story  of  the  lif; 
of  Christ  is  having  a  large  sale  an< 
is  bringing  me  in  enough  to  pay  nv 
expenses,  but  my  business  experienc 
tells  me  that  I  ought  to  have  a  large 
margin.  Persecution  may  come  an< 
sales  would  fall  off.  I  have  a  chanc 
now  to  take  my  old  position  and 
know  that  I  can  make  enough  out  o 
it  not  only  to  support  myself  am 
family,  but  to  take  care  of  the  rest  o 
you  if  you  should  get  into  trouble.  An< 
then,  too,  I  will  have  more  leisure  fo 
writing  and  can  probably  help  the  caus 
more  in  this  way  than  by  travelin; 
about   the  country." 

Andrew  said,  "Peter,  do  you  remem, 
ber  the  day  when  you  thought  that  yoi 
had  lost  your  wife's  mother?  Do  yoi 
see  that  sand  beach  over  there?  That 
where  we  beached  our  boat  after  th 
miraculous  haul  of  fish,  and  where  wl 
quit  the  fishing  business,  and  where  thj 
Master  said,  'Fear  not,  from  hencfortl 
thou  shalt  catch  men.'  How  long  a  tim 
is  'henceforth'?  Do  you  see  the  hillsid 
over  there?  That  is  where  the  Maste 
fed  the  five  thousand,  and  I  can  see  th 
very  spot  where  that  lad  stood  when 
asked  him  to  give  up  his  lunch  for  th 
Lord  to  multiply.  Don't  you  remembe 
the  look  of  compassion  and  longing  01 
the  Master's  face  when  He  looked  ou 
over  the  multitude  and  asked  us  to  pra; 
that  laborers  might  be  thrust  forth  inti 
His  harvest?  If  we  are  going  to  con 
tinuc  to  pray  that  other  men  may  ris 
up,  leave  all,  and  follow  Him,  can  W 
do  less?" 

John,   who   was  leaning   against   Pctei 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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At  the  Crossroads 

MINNIE  E.  LUDWIG 

Used  by  Permission  of  Nazarene  Publishing   House 
(Continued  from  last  issue) 


SYNOPSIS 
In  the  dead  hours  of  night  Charles  Ludlow 
secretly  steals  away  from  the  happy  Christian 
home  of  his  childhood.  He  had  drifted  further 
and  further  into  sin  and  his  sweetheart,  a  beau- 
tiful girl  named  Viana  Harvey,  informed  him 
that  their  close  friendship  must  cease. 

With  the  decision  to  reform  and  lift  the  dis- 
grace he  has  brought  on  them  whom  he  loves 
dearest,  he  boards  the  train  for  Chicago,  where 
he  obtains  work  as  a  grocery  clerk.  He  reforms 
and  saves  his  money  for  a  while,  but  is  soon  back 
in  the  old  whirl  of  sin. 

Charles  meets,  falls  in  love  and  marries  Judith 
Delver,  a  woman  of  the  world.  A  son  is  born 
to  them.  Charles  names  him  Stephen  after  the 
first  martyr  and  his  father.  Judith  refuses  to 
care  for  him  and  puts  him  in  a  day  nursery.  At 
night  Charles  must  go  for  him  and  care  for  him 
while  she  spends  her  time   in   society. 

Suddenly  her  body  is  stricken  and  she  lives 
only  a  short  time.  Thinking  she  will  recover,  she 
refuses  to  make  peace  with  God.  She  realizes  her 
need  too  late,  and  while  dying  whispers,  "All 
is  lost,"  then,  "Oh,  it  is  so  dark,"  as  she  slips 
out  into  eternity,  unprepared. 

Charles  was  saddened,  his  past  life  of  sin 
haunted  him,  and  he  felt  that  had  he  only  known 
God,  Judith  might  have  been  spared  or  saved 
through    his    prayers. 

Six  years  had  passed.  Many  changes  had  taken 
place  in  his  old  home.  His  sister  had  married 
Viana  Harvey's  brother,  Theodore,  and  Viana  had 
married  a  young  minister,  but  Charles  knew 
nothing  of  these  changes,  but  he  knew  his  father 
and  mother  would  welcome  him  home.  He  decided 
to  take  little  Stephen  there.  Stephen  suddenly  be- 
comes ill  and  all  the  savings  are  spent  for  his 
recovery.  In  a  touching  service  one  Sunday  Charles 
is  gloriously  converted.  He  reads  the  Bible  to 
Stephen  and  points  out  the  folly  of  living  a  sin- 
ful  life. 

Once  more  they  begin  preparation  to  go  to 
Charles'  home.  While  walking  down  the  street 
next  evening  Charles  is  struck  by  a  car  and  dies 
almost    instantly,    leaving   Stephen    alone. 

Stephen  vacates  the  old  home  and  moves  into 
an  alley  shack.  He  is  befriended  by  a  newsboy 
and  begins  selling  papers.  His  good  influence 
leads  Freckles  to  quit  tobacco  and  swearing  and 
they  both  decide  to  begin   attending  church. 

Stephen  was  very  lonely  and  often  hungry.  He 
thought  of  his  father's  plan  of  going  to  his 
grandfather's  house  and  the  words  he  had  spoken 
the  night  before  he  was  killed,  "Grandmother 
will  let  you  call  her  mamma,  and  she  will  love 
you."  Then  he  remembered  his  father  told  him 
to  adopt  the  sweet-faced  lady  in  his  new  book 
for  his  mamma  until  he  went  to  his  grand- 
mother's. It  was  strange  he  had  forgotten  this 
but  he  resolved  to  do  as  his  father  had  told  him. 
By  the  good  instructions  in  this  little  book  he 
is  guided  into  the  right  road  and  improves  his 
manners  and  conduct. 

One  evening  Freckles  comes  to  Stephen's  shack 
and  tells  of  trouble  between  his  father  and  moth- 
er. Afterward  his  mother  repents  and  is  saved. 
Later  she  takes  sick  and  dies.  Freckles'  father 
moves   and   the  two   friends   have   to   part. 

When  walking  to  the  park  and  returning, 
Stephen  usually  passed  a  residence  which  was  the 
home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  and  their  two 
children,  Raymond  and  Mary.  Their  home  was 
but  a  modest  little  cottage  and  the  furniture  not 
expensive;  the  yard  also  was  not  large  but  well 
kept    and   beautiful    flowers    brightened    the   place. 


The  family,  as  Stephen  saw  them  each  evening 
when  passing  their  home,  reminded  him  of  his 
adopted  mother  and  her  family  in  the  book. 

One  evening,  Mrs.  Sylvester  persuaded  Stephen 
to  play  in  the  yard  with  her  children,  but  just 
before  dark  he  bade  them  good-night  as  he  said 
his  mother  desired  him  to  be  home  early.  He 
was    indeed    a    mystery    to    this    family. 

A  week  later  Mrs.  Sylvester  again  detained 
Stephen  at  their  home  and  at  this  time  she  urged 
him  to  bring  his  father  and  mother  over  some 
time. 

He  tells  them  that  his  father  is  dead  and  he 
is  embarrassed   when  asked   to  bring  his  mother. 

Mrs.  Sylvester  was  wise  and  did  not  press  the 
matter  any  further  but  invited  him  to  dinner 
that   following   Sunday. 

On  Sunday  they  learned  that  his  father  and 
mother  were  dead  and  that  he  had  a  book  called 
"Mother"  which  had  taught  him  manners  and 
conduct.  They  accompanied  him  home  and  found 
the   terrible   conditions .  under    which    he   lived. 

The  next  day  a  search  was  made  for  some 
relative  but  when  no  trace  was  found  of  his  kin- 
dred the  authorities  gave  the  Sylvesters  permis- 
sion to  adopt  the  child.  He  was  moved  to  their 
home  and  given  a  room  2nd  put  on  an  equal  with 
their  children.  On  Sunday  morning  he  accom- 
panies them  to  church  and  there  makes  peace 
with  God. 

While  Stephen  is  being  so  wonderfully  cared  for 
poor  little  Freckles  is  being  abused  by  a  drunken 
father.  Some  time  after  Stephen  had  moved  to 
his  new  home  he  met  up  with  Freckles  and  tells 
the  story  of  his  new  found  home.  He  gives 
Freckles  h»'s  mother  book  to  guide  him  as  he 
had  been  guided.  After  a  brief  visit  together  they 
part,  one  going  to  a  happy  home  and  the  other 
to  a  drunken  basement  room  to  be  abused  by  a 
drunken   father. 

Freckles  finds  the  book  Stephen  gave  him  to 
be  a  great  inspiration.  He  becomes  interested  in 
church  and  begins  to  attend.  Soon  he  is  con- 
verted and  becomes  a  fisher  of  men.  The  first 
one  he  thinks  of  is  his  Dad,  and  in  our  last 
issue  Dad  is  almost  persuaded  to  go  to  church 
with    him. 

Freckles  succeeds  in  getting  his  father  to  church 
and  finally  he  is  converted  and  becomes  a  changed 
man.  The  church  people  are  very  kind  to  them 
and   provide  them   with   the  comforts  of   life. 

Stephen  was  very  happy  in  his  new  home.  He 
was  ambitious  and  studied  hard.  At  the  age  of 
seventeen  he  finished  High  School  and  entered  col- 
lege the  next  fall. 

One  day  as  he  was  going  through  an  old  suit- 
case which  contained  his  father's  belongings  he 
found  a  letter  that  he  had  written  home  just 
before  he  died.  Through  this  letter  he  found  the 
address  of  his  grandparents. 

Stephen's  good  foster  father  and  mother  began 
immediately  to  make  preparation  for  Stephen  to 
visit   his   new   found    relatives. 

Over  at  Elm  Point  the  mother  of  Charles  has 
baked  a  cake  and  is  making  big  preparation  for 
Charles's  birthday.  Every  since  Charles  went 
away  she  has  baked  a  cake  and  prepared  a  birth- 
day dinner  for  him  and  tomorrow  is  his  birth- 
day. Elizabeth,  Charles's  sister,  and  family  are 
at  home  for  the  celebration.  This  family  consists 
of  Elizabeth  and  her  husband  and  daughter, 
Grace,  who  is  a  very  talented  young  lady  and 
fine   Christian   character. 

In  our  last  issue  our  story  ends  with  Stephen's 
arrival  at  the  old  Ludlow  home  on  his  father's 
birthday. 


Stephen  embraced  his  grandmother, 
and  for  a  time  was  not  able  to  speak,  for 
tears  flowing  freely,  then  with  much 
effort  he  said,  "Grandmother,  I  am  your 
grandson  Stephen,  Charles  was  my 
father." 

"Mother,  this  is  Charles'  son,"  Mr. 
Ludlow  said  tenderly  to  his  wife. 

"Charles'  son!  my  grandson, — yes, 
Charles  is  an  older  man  by  this  time, 
but,  oh,  you  look  so  much  like  my 
boy!"  and  she  again  embraced  him. 

Stephen  embraced  his  grandfather, 
who  then  introduced  him  to  Elizabeth 
and  to  her  husband,  Theodore  Harvey, 
and  to  Giace,  their  daughter.  After  the 
first  few  moments  of  excitement  of  the 
unexpected  meeting  were  over,  Mrs. 
Ludlow  drew  a  chair  close  to  her  own 
low  rocking  chair  on  which  she  was 
seated  saying,  "Now,  son,  sit  down  here 
and  tell  us  about  your  father,  is  he  yet 
alive?" 

Stephen  sat  down  close  to  his  grand- 
mother's side,  leaning  forward,  and  tak- 
ing her  hand  in  both  of  his,  said  very 
tenderly,  "Grandmother,  my  dear  father 
is  in  heaven  with  Jesus." 

"Son,  did  he  get  saved?  and  did  he 
tell  you  that  he  was  going  to  heaven?" 
she   said   anxiously,   in   a   low   tone. 

"Yes,  Grandmother,  he  was  converted 
one  Sunday  night  at  the  church,  and 
Monday  while  alone  in  prayer  the  Lord 
sanctified  him.  I  was  by  his  side  when, 
a  few  days  later,  the  Lord  took  him 
home.  He  was  very  happy  and  said  be- 
fore passing  away,  'Tell  my  father  and 
mother  that  the  Lord  has  forgiven  all 
my  sins  and  I  am  going  home  to  be  with 
Jesus.'  " 

"Thank  the  Lord,"  she  said  softly, 
"then  I  shall  meet  him  in  heaven — now 
son,  I  must  ask  you  another  question — 
are  you  a  Christian,  do  you  love  Jesus?" 
"Oh  yes,  Grandmother,  before  Father 
died  he  prayed  very  earnestly  that  I 
might  also  give  my  heart  to  the  Lord, 
and  some  time  later  I  did  and  I  am  now 
a    Christian." 

"Did  you  say  your  name  is  Stephen?" 
"Yes,  Grandmother,  Father  said  he 
gave  me  that  name  because  it  was  his 
father's  name  and  also  because  he  al- 
ways enjoyed  so  much  the  story  about 
Stephen  when  you  used  to  read  it  to  him 
from  the  Bible." 

"God  bless  the  dear  boy — yes,  I  re- 
member well  how  much  he  always  en- 
joyed the  story." 

"Now,  Stephen,"  said  Mr.  Ludlow, 
"will,  you  please  pardon  us  if  we  ask 
many,  many  questions  in  regard  to  your 
father — we  are  so  anxious  to  learn  all 
we  can  about   him." 

"Feel  free,  Grandfather,  to  ask  any 
question,  and  as  many  as  you  desire.  If 
you  wish,  I  will  in  short  tell  you  what 
took  place  from  the  time  father  left 
your  home  until  he  went  to  heaven.  I 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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Bible  Lessons 
Christ  Cleanseth  the  Leper 

In  Matthew  8:2-5  we  find  an  account 
of  Christ  healing  and  cleansing  a  man 
with  leprosy.  "And,  behold,  there  came 
a  leper  and  worshipped  him,  saying, 
Lord,  if  thou  wilt,  thou  canst  make  me 
clean."  This  man  had  faith  in  God  that 
He  could  heal  him.  It  takes  this  same 
sincere  faith  for  us  to  be  healed.  Was  it 
Jesus'  will  to  heal  this  man?  Yes,  for 
"Jesus  put  forth  his  hand,  and  touched 
him,  saying,  I  will;  be  thou  clean.  And 
immediately  his  leprosy  was  cleansed. 
And  Jesus  saith  unto  him,  See  thou  tell 
no  man;  but  go  thy  way,  shew  thyself 
to  the  priest,  and  offer  the  gift  that 
Moses  commanded,  for  a  testimony  unto 
them." 

What  disease  did  this  man  have?  Le- 
prosy. Did  he  worship  Jesus?  Yes.  What 
did  he  ask  of  Jesus?  To  heal  him.  Did 
he  believe  he  would  be  healed,  if  it  was 
Jesus'  will?  Yes.  Did  this  sincere  faith 
please  Jesus?  Yes.  Why  did  He  ask  him 
not  to  tell  this  to  others?  That  the  mul- 
titude might   not   throng  Him. 

A  Parable  of  the  Sower 

Matt.  13:3-18. 
Jesus  gave  many  of  His  lessons  by 
parables  and  in  the  following  scripture 
we  are  giving  you  a  lesson  on  the  para- 
ble of  the  sower.  "Behold,  a  sower  went 
forth  to  sow;  And  when  he  sowed,  some 
seeds  fell  by  the  wayside,  and  the  fowls 
came  and  devoured  them  up:  Some  fell 
upon  stony  pb.ces,  where  they  had  not 
much  earth:  and  forthwith  they  sprung 
up,  because  they  had  no  deepness  of 
earth:  and  when  the  sun  was  up,  they 
were  scorched;  and  because  they  had  no 
root,  they  withered  away.  And  some  fell 
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among  thorns;  and  the  thorns  sprung 
up,  and  choked  them:  But  other  fell  in- 
to good  ground,  and  brought  forth 
fruit,  some  an  hundredfold,  some  sixty- 
fold,  some  thirtyfold.  Who  hath  ears  to 
hear,  let  him  hear."  When  the  disciples 
asked  Him  why  He  spake  by  parables, 
He  said  it  was  given  to  them  to  know 
the  mysteries  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven 
but  unto  the  multitude  it  was  not  given. 
How  many  places  did  the  sower's  seed 
fall?  Four.  Where  was  the  first?  By  the 
wayside.  What  happened  to  them?  The 
fowls  of  the  air  devoured  them.  Where 
was  the  second?  On  stony  ground.  What 
happened  to  them?  The  sun  scorched 
them  because  they  had  no  root.  Where 
was  the  third?  Among  thorns.  What 
happened  to  them?  The  thorns  sprung 
up  and  choked  them.  Where  did  they 
fall  last?  On  good  ground  and  brought 
forth  fruit.  Why  didn't  Jesus  make  this 
lesson  plain  to  the  multitude?  Because 
it  wasn't  given  them  to  know  it. 

Bible  Characters 

NOTE:  We  are  giving  you  a  little 
change  in  this  lesson.  Perhaps  your  chil- 
dren will  enjoy  this  blackboard  word 
puzzle.  Use  your  blackboard,  writing 
one  word  at  the  time  and  let  the  chil- 
dren see  who  can  make  the  proper  word 
first. 

Instructions:  Each  group  of  jumbled 
letters  has  just  enough  letters  to  spell 
some  Bible  character  mentioned  in  the 
Old  Testament.  On  Page  2  3  will  be 
found  the  correct  arrangement  of  the 
words  which  are  Bible  names. 

Examples:  Thur:  Correct  arrange- 
ment:  Ruth. 

Objac  Sesmo 

Chelra  Adg 

Dahju  Arona 

Rahsa  Shaeli 

Hamabra  Huje 

The  Story  of  the  Good 
Shepherd 

Once  there  was  a  good  shepherd  who 
had  a  hundred  sheep.  He  knew  every 
one  of  them  by  name  and  took  very  good 
care  of   them,   because  he  loved   them. 

They  loved  their  shepherd,  too,  and 
every  morning,  when  he  opened  the 
sheepfold  and  spoke  to  them,  they 
jumped  up  and  ran  to  him,  because  they 
knew  he  was  going  to  lead  them  to  a 
nice,  cool  place,  where,  all  day,  they 
could  eat  tender,  green  grass  and  drink 
clear,   fresh   water. 

One  by  one,  they  came  out  of  the 
fold.  The  shepherd  walked  ahead,  leading 
the  way,  and  the  hundred  sheep  fol- 
lowed him,  over  the  hills  and  through 
the   paths.    Often    they    stopped    to    rest, 


and  then  on  they  climbed  through  tr.j 
rocks  until  they  came  to  the  place  wheij 
the  green  grass  grew. 

All  dav  the  shepherd  watched  then; 
If  a  wild  animal  had  come,  he  woul; 
have  chased  it  away.  He  wouldn't  Id 
anything  hurt  his  sheep  and  little  Iambi 
and  he  always  carried  his  crook.  Whe 
the  sun  began  to  go  down,  the  shepher 
knew  it  was  time  to  take  his  sheej 
home,  so  he  called  them  to  him.  The 
stopped  nibbling  the  grass  and  ran  a 
fast  as  they  could — they  loved  the  voic 
of  their  shepherd — then  he  started,  an 
his  hundred  sheep  followed  him.  Bac 
over  the  hills  and  rocks  the  shepherd  le 
the  way,  and  when  he  reached  home  b 
opened  the  door  of  the  sheepfold,  tha  I 
his  hundred   sheep  might  pass  through. 

One   by   one   they   went   in,    and   if 
little  lamb  had  hurt  his   foot  he  bathe 
it    tenderly    with    oil,    and    sometimes    ht 
gave  the  tired  sheep  a  drink  of  water. 

Then  he  counted  as  they  went  in— 
fifty,  sixty,  seventy,  eighty,  ninet) 
ninety-one,  ninety-two,  ninety-three, 
ninety-four,  ninety-five,  ninety-six,  nine 
ty-seven,  ninety-eighty,  ninety-nine,  buj 
where  was  the  hundredeth  one?  Jus 
think,  one  little  sheep  was  gone!  It  wa 
lost.  Where  could  it  be?  The  shepherd  fell 
so  sorry.  Quickly  he  closed  the  door  o 
the  sheepfold,  and,  although  he  wa] 
very  tired,  he  started  back  to  find  hi 
lost  lamb. 

Up  and  down  the  hills  he  went,  call! 
ing,  calling.  Over  the  rocks  and  stonei 
— looking  in  all  the  holes — calling,  call! 
ing   as   he   went. 

It  was  very  dark  and  his  feet  wer 
sore  and  tired,  but  he  didn't  stop  to  thin.i  j 
about  himself.  At  last  he  called  as  lou; 
as  he  could  and  listened — way  in  th 
distance  he  heard  a  faint  little  "baa-baa. 
Maybe  it  was  his  lamb.  He  hurried  orj 
calling  as  he  went. 

Sure  enough,  when  he  reached  th 
place  he  found  his  little  lost  lamb.  I 
was  tired  and  hungry,  and  gently  th 
shepherd  picked  it  up  in  his  arms  am 
carried  it  over  the  rocks  and  stones.  H 
wouldn't  let  it  walk. 

He  hurried  home  with  it  and  rubbe 
oil  on  its  sore,  tired  feet,  gave  it  wate 
to  drink  and  put  it  with  the  sheep 

He  was  tired,  but  oh,  so  happy. 

How  many  sheep  did  the  man  have 
One  hundred.  How  many  were  lost 
One.  What  did  the  man  do  when  h 
found  his  lamb  was  lost?  Left  th 
ninety-nine  and  went  back  to  look  fo1 
the  lost  cne.  Where  did  he  find  it? 
long  distance  from  the  sheepfold.  Wha 
did  he  do?  He  carried  it  home,  gave  i 
a  drink,  bathed  its  sore  feet  with  oil  an' 
put  it  with  the  other  sheep. 

NOTE:   We  hope  that  our  children' 

lessons    are    pleasing      you.      We       hav 

limited  space  for  these  lessons  and  so  w 

try    to    give    you    each    time    just    a    fe^ 

(Continued  on  page  23) 
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Consecration 

want    no   beauty,   Lord,   Thou   hast    a 

matchless  face; 

want    no    riches,    Lord,    Thou    hast    a 

boundless  store  of  grace; 

want    no    reputation,      Thou      hast    a 

mighty  Name; 

want    no   praise   or   glory,    I    want    to 

spread  Thy  fame. 

want  no  friends,  dear  Lord,  but  those 

Thou  dost  approve; 

want  no  love  from  any  one  who  will 

not  show  Thy   love; 

want  no  talent,  Jesus,  but  what  I  use 

for  Thee; 

want  to  serve  Thee  faithfully  on  life's 

uncertain   sea. 
want  myself  to  hide  away,  so  that  Thy 

life  within 
day   so   consume   the  outer   man,      that 

I'll   be   free   from   sin. 

want   no  home  in   this   wide  world,   I 
want  no  bed  to  rest 
^hat  might  obscure  my  Home  above — 
naught  sweeter  than  Thy  breast; 
want  no  dainty  food  or  meat,  but  just 
the  common   fare; 

want   to   hold      it   in   my   mind,      that 
all  my  treasure's  there. 

want  no  such  apparel  fair,  as  gold,  or 

pearl,  or  dress, 
tut  meek  and  mild     the     inner     man, 

adorned   with    holiness. 

want  all  beauty,  riches,  praise,  all  love 

to  be  for  Thee, 
^nd   if   I   serve  Thee   as   I  ought,   some 

will   reflect   on  me. 
—Margaret  E.  Cheatham,  missionary,  in 
Christian  Life. 

APPRECIATION  AND  SO 
PRECIATION 

E.  E.  Shelhamer 

Here  is  a  lesson  I  have  had  to  learn 
nd  relearn  many  times.  We  read,  "For 
very  one  that  exalteth  himself  shall  be 
based;  and  he  that  humbleth  himself 
hall  be  exalted."  This  is  a  law  as  un- 
hangeable  as  the  throne  of  God.  Exal- 
ation  means  abasement,  and  humiliation 
neans  exaltation.  The  lower  we  go 
[own,  the  higher  we  rise,  until  eventu- 
illy  we  get  out  of  sight  both  ways.  We 
>ecome  master  of  our  own  destiny. 

Life  is  made  up  of  opposites — joys 
ind  sorrows,  adversity  and  prosperity, 
ippreciation  and  depreciation.  As  a  rule 
:hey  generally  balance — the  greater  the 
me,  the  greater  the  other.  Children 
(and  sometimes  older  people)  are  not 
iware    of    these    antitheses.    When    great 


joys  and  prosperity  are  theirs,  they  do 
not  fortify  themselves  against  the  coun- 
teraction which  is  likely  to  follow; 
hence  weeping  often  follows  a  season 
of  laughter. 

Once  again,  we  read  we  should  "re- 
joice with  trembling."  I  take  it  that 
this  means  we  should  rejoice  over  victor- 
ies received,  but  at  the  same  time  we  do 
so  with  "trembling,"  lest  there  be  a  sud- 
den reverse.  It  may  be  all  right  to  blow 
the  whistle  long  and  loud  but  be  sure 
there  is  enough  steam  in  reserve  to  pull 
the  heavy  grade  ahead.  Business  men  tell 
us  that  in  the  very  nature  of  things, 
panics    follow    waves    of   prosperity. 

Very  few  lives  flow  on  continually 
like  a  song,  without  any  interruptions. 
Indeed,  such  a  life  might  be  called  a  ca- 
lamity. It  seems  we  need  shocks  and  dis- 
appointments, lest  we  become  earthly 
minded,  and  forget  our  dependence  upon 
God  and  others. 

An  evangelist  was  invited  to  hold  a 
revival.  Through  much  prayer  and  fast- 
ing God  came  in  power  and  many  were 
saved.  The  news  spread  far  and  wide. 
"He  did  us  great  good  and  must  come 
back  next  year."  He  returns,  but  not 
like  Paul  to  Corinth,  "In  weakness,  and 
in  fear,  and  in  much  trembling;"  there, 
is  more  or  less  self-confidence  and 
feigned  humility.  Then  follows  the  cut- 
ting and  slashing  out  of  the  Spirit.  Fin- 
ally it  is  whispered,  "He  is  not  like  he 
was  the  first  time."  What  a  pity  that 
depreciation  must  come  so  quickly  after 
appreciation. 

Again,  there  is  such  a  thing  as  mak- 
ing a  good  impression  in  one  place,  hence 
other  places  clamor  for  the  same  man. 
Reader,  if  thou  art  the  man,  now  learn  a 
lesson!  Do  not  accept  too  quickly!  If 
you  allow  yourself  to  be  swallowed  too 
soon,  you  may  not  stay  down.  Swal- 
lowing is  spectacular,  but  assimilation 
is    quite   another   thing. 

I  was  overpersuaded  to  change  dates 
and  postpone  one  meeting  for  another. 
"You  are  the  man!  You  must  come 
now;  the  iron  is  hot  and  we  must  strike, 
for  everything  is  ready  for  a  great  re- 
vival." 

"I   am   rather  doubtful,     but     if  the 

other  pastor,  Brother  ,  is  willing 

that  you  should  crowd  in  ahead  of  him, 
very   well." 

"I  will  make  a  special  trip  and  see 
him." 

He  did,  and  talked  the  other  pastor 
out  of  his  date.  When  I  arrived,  the 
house  was  packed,  but  I  felt  a  misgiv- 
ing.     I    was   in   the   right    place    at    the 


wrong  time.  However,  did  my  best  in 
prayer,  preaching  and  fasting,  but  it  was 
a  hard  pull.  To  my  surprise,  the  pastor 
suddenly  closed  the  meeting  when  about 
half  the  time  had  elapsed  and  secured 
another  man  to  finish.  This  was  a  good 
chance  to  prove  if  I  had  the  real  experi- 
ence. I  could  have  demanded  full  pay, 
but  not  in  the  Spirit  of  Jesus;  or,  I 
could  have  remained  away,  or  set  back 
and  sulked.  But  it  was  another  thing  to 
go  and  cry  mightily  to  God  that  the 
other  man  should  succeed.  He  did  his 
best  (blessing  on  him)  without  results, 
declaring  (privately)  that  he  was  out  of 
Divine  order  in  being  there. 

What  a  pity!  The  meeting  ended  in 
a  failure,  the  Spirit  was  grieved,  and 
sweet  fellowship  broken,  all  because  a 
good  man  got  ahead  of  God. 

Young  man,  learn  a  lifelong  lesson 
here!  Flattery  generally  flattens,  and 
overmuch  appreciation  sometimes  ends 
in  depreciation.  Too  much  sweet  makes 
the  sourest  vinegar.  —  The  Herald  of 
Light  and  Zion's  Watchman. 

The  "Quiet  Zone" 

Albert    G.    Johnson 

We  live  in  an  age  of  noise.  Civiliza 
tion  is  noisy.  Our  streets  are  in  a  con 
stant  uproar.  Our  public  dining  rooms 
are  becoming  more  and  more  noisy.  Noise 
has  invaded  the  home,  by  a  perversion  of 
radio  use,  transmitting  jazz.  Our 
churches  and  religious  gatherings  are  in 
danger.  There  is  a  tendency  to  judge  a 
"good  time"  by  the  volume  of  noise. 
The  noise  of  the  world  grows  louder  and 
louder;  it  goes  all  day  and  half  of  the 
night.  Must  we  always  have  this  noise? 
Cannot    the   civilized   world   be   quiet? 

We  are  in  danger  of  becoming  ab- 
normally accustomed  to  noise,  and  un- 
aware, I  fear,  of  its  destructive  power. 
It  is  now  scientifically  proved  by  labor- 
atory methods  that  noise  is  a  great  fac- 
tor in  contributing  to  the  inefficiency 
of  the  workers  and  is  partly  responsible 
for  the  breakdown  of  health. 

He  is  a  benefactor  to  society,  who, 
through  inventive  genius,  can  eliminate 
noise  from  our  civilization.  Nature's 
own  haunts  are  quiet  and  musical.  God 
has  given  us  a  delicate  and  exquisitely 
fashioned  organ  attuned  to  nature's 
sweet  sounds.  Who  has  not  heard  the 
crackling  of  a  twig  high  up  in  a  tree, 
the  dropping  of  a  chestnut  in  the  wood, 
the  woodpecker's  pneumatic  drill  at 
work  in  the  distance,  the  flutter  of  a 
bird's  wings? 

Think  of  the  abuse  of  the  eardrum, 
this  constant  battery  of  noise  at  the  en- 
trance gate  of  the  soul,  drowning  out 
the  voice  of  God!  Set  a  daily  "Quiet 
Zone"  around  your  life.  Give  God  a 
chance  to  speak  through  His  written 
Word,  the  Scriptures,  wherein  He  re- 
veals the  Word  incarnate,  our  Lord  and 
Savior  Jesus  Christ. — Western  Recorder. 
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TRIALS  OF  PROFIT 

Mary  Hartsell  Greager 
The  word  "trial,"  printed  or  spoken, 
commands  the  attention  of  every  one, 
because  every  life  has  its  trials.  Little 
children  have  trials  which  are  as  great 
a  burden  on  their  tender  little  hearts 
as  our  trials  are  on  our  mature 
hearts.  As  you  and  I  observe  others, 
from  a  distance,  we  are  quite  sure 
to  think  that  certain  ones  have  no 
trials:  but  as  we  become  intimately  ac- 
quainted with  their  life  and  circum- 
stances we  always  learn  that  they,  too, 
have  their  trials  and  usually  those  who 
first  appear  to  have  none  live  under 
much  greater  strain  than  most  of  us. 
The  difference  is  they  "carry  their  cross 
with   a  smile." 

The  saved,  living  nearest  to  God,  are 
not  exempt  from  trials.  In  fact,  they 
are  subject  to  the  greatest  of  trials.  If 
we  belong  to  Christ  and  are  serving  and 
honoring  Him  faithfully,  the  world  is 
hostile  to  us  and  we  are  surrounded  by 
enemies  who  are  also  enemies  to  God 
and  Christ.  Therefore,  we  can  expect 
criticism  and  trouble  of  all  description: 
for  our  greatest  foe  is  the  devil  himself. 
The  nearer  we  live  to  God,  the  stronger 
will  be  his  opposition.  The  harder  we  try 
to  win  souls  for  Christ,  the  greater  will 
be  the  trials  and  testings  Satan  will  bring 
before  us,  for  every  soul  saved  by  the 
Blood    of    Christ      is    snatched    from    his 

grip- 
Trials  and  troubles  do  come;   there  is 
no  escape.  What,  then,  is  your  attitude 
concerning   them?   Are  you  despondent? 
Are    you   rebellious?    Do   you    "fret    be- 


cause of  evildoers"?  Psalm  37:  1,  ? 
commands,  "Fret  not  thyself  because  of 
evildoers,  neither  be  thou  envious  against 
the  workers  of  iniquity.  For  they  shall 
soon  be  cut  down  like  the  grass,  and 
wither  as  the  green  herb."  Do  you  mur- 
mur against  God?  When  in  the  wilder- 
ness journeying  toward  Canaan,  the  land 
of  blessing,  Israel  murmured  against 
God  and  was  severely  rebuked  and  pun- 
ished. 

Are  you  sometimes  tempted  to  think 
God  does  not  know  about  your  trials, 
that  He  has  no  knowledge  of  activities 
on  the  earth  which  He  created  and 
swung  into  space?  There  are  men  who 
would  teach  us  so.  However,  Hebrews 
1:3  tells  us  that  our  Lord  and  Savior 
Jesus  Christ  is  upholding  all  things  by 
the  Word  of  His  power.  Nahum  1:3  de- 
clares He  has  "his  way  in  the  whirlwind 
and  in  the  storm."  John  2:24,  2  5  says 
Jesus  "knew  all  men,  and  needed  not 
that  any  should  testify  of  man:  for  he 
knew   what    was   in   man." 

Since  our  Lord  knows  all  about  our 
trials,  why  does  He  permit  them?  Can 
He  not  prevent  my  trials?  Most  assured- 
ly He  can  if  He  wills  to  do  so.  He  pos- 
sesses all  power  and  overrules  all  things. 
Do  these  facts  only  increase  your  why 
to  your  God?  Let  us  then  draw  nearer 
to  Him  who  alone  can  explain  His  work- 
ing toward  us  and  in  us  and  through  us 
and  for  us. 

We  have  considered  the  human  view- 
point of  trials;  now  let  us  learn  God's 
viewpoint. 

How  familiar  are  the  words,  "Jesus 
knows   all   about  our   trials."      Since  our 


God  knows  all  things  and  is  perfect  in 
His  knowledge,  He  knows  and  thorough- 
ly understands  all  that  comes  into  our 
lives.  If  you  are  a  child  of  God,  saved 
by  faith  in  Jesus  Christ,  you  are  under 
His  special  care  and  in  His  special  love. 
He  is  tenderly  watching  over  you  with 
a  jealous  love.  He  declared  to  Israel  long 
ago  that  He  was  a  jealous  God,  that  is, 
He  wants  your  undivided  love  and  de 
votion  as  we  are  children  of  God  and 
He  deals  with  us  as  a  father.  Prov.  3: 
12  says,  "Whom  the  Lord  loveth  he 
correcteth;  even  as  a  father  the  son  in 
whom  he  delighteth."  In  Heb.  12:5,  6 
we  are  told  that  He  "speaketh  unto  you 
as  unto  children,  My  son,  despise  not 
thou  the  chastening  of  the  Lord,  nor 
faint  when  thou  art  rebuked  of  him: 
For  whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  chasteneth, 
and  scourgeth  every  son  whom  he  re- 
ceiveth."  He  desires  that  His  children 
grow.  He  longs  that  you  become  mature, 
an  honor  and  a  joy  to  Him.  This  re- 
quires much  patience  and  long-suffer- 
ing on  His  part,  and  close  attention  and 
strict  obedience  and  true  humility  on 
our  part. 

God's  requirements  of  His  children 
are  strongly  opposed  by  fallen  human 
nature.  This  old  nature  will  dominate 
us  if  we  allow  it,  and  at  best  it  will  sud- 
denly take  advantage  at  times.  Unless 
we  are  constantly  alert,  ready  to  deny 
self  and  allow  the  Holy  Spirit  to  have 
His  way  in  our  lives,  we  are  sure  to  be- 
come proud  and  disobedient  to  our  God. 
Such  a  child  needs  discipline  and  our 
Father  God  sees  to  that.  He  often 
chastens  us   with   trials. 

In  Deuteronomy  8  God  speaks  through 
Moses  to  Israel  and  explains  the  trials 
which  they  experienced  in  the  wilder- 
ness. He  said  He  did  it  "to  humble  thee, 
and  to  prove  thee,  to  know  what  was  in 
thine  heart,  whether  thou  wouldest  keep 
his  commandments,  or  no  ...  .  that 
he  might  make  thee  know  that  man  doth 
not  live  by  bread  only,  but  by  every 
word  that  proceedeth  out  of  the  mouth 
of  the  Lord  doth  man  live  ....  that 
he  might  humble  thee,  and  that  he 
might  prove  thee,  to  do  thee  good  at  thy 
latter  end."  Thus  does  God  sum  up  the 
reason  for  Israel's  severe  testings  and 
trials  which  lasted  forty  years  in  the 
wilderness. 

Most  of  us  have  entirely  too  much 
pride  swelling  up  in  our  hearts.  To  up- 
root this  and  purge  it  out  of  our  hearts, 
God  deals  with  us  patiently  and  perse- 
veringly  with  much  mercy.  These  les- 
sons are  not  pleasant,  for  the  flesh  re- 
bels, and  we  shall  not  profit  by  them  un- 
less we  receive  them  graciously  and 
prayerfully. 

Not  all  trials  and  tribulation  are  pun- 
ishment for  sins  committed.     God     says 
they  prove  what  is  in  our  hearts.  Abra 
ham's  greatest  test  was  the  offering  up 
(Continued   on   page   26) 
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A  Test 

A  little  boy  came  to  his  father  and 
laid  his  hand  upon  his  knee,  looking  up 
wistfully.  "Do  you  want  a  penny, 
child?" 

The  sweet  face  glowed,  and  the  an- 
swer came:    "No,  papa,   only  you." 

So  it  is  with  the  child  of  God.  He 
does  not  want  the  good  things  of  the 
world  one- millionth  part  so  much  as  he 
wants  to  know  his  Father's  love.  This 
is  a  true  test  for  each  of  us,  and  by  it 
we  may  know  whether  we  are  really  in 
the  faith. — Frances  E.  Willard. 

The  Dead  Do  Not  Beg 

Go  to  the  cemetery  some  time.  There 
lie  the  dead  in  long  rows,  grave  by 
grave.  You  can  walk  all  day  through 
that  congregation  of  the  dead  and  be 
ungreeted  and  there  will  be  no  one  to 
hail  you,  beg  anything  from  you,  or  ask 
your  help.  The  dead  do  not  ask  for  any- 
thing. Look  around  you  in  your  church, 
in  your  local  congregation.  There  you 
hear  pleas  and  prayers.  There  you  will 
find  and  hear  cries  for  help  in  mission- 
ary projects  and  your  church  schools-* 
there  are  orphans,  poor  students  and  alll 
sorts  of  suffering  humanity,  all  of  which] 
need  your  help.  These  are  all  signs  of  the/ 
fact  that  there  is  life!  Wherever  there ^s 
no  begging  and  pleading  for  help,  and 
there  is  no  giving,  there  the  church  be- 
comes a  cemetery,  the  resting  place  for 
the  dead. — Lutheran  Tidings. 

The  Main  Question 

There  is  a  story  of  an  old  Negro  who 
was  asked  one  day  about  his  denomina- 
tional belief.  In  reply,  he  said:  "Dere  are 
fo'  roads  leadin'  from  mah  home  to 
town.  De  sho'  road,  de  swamp  road,  de 
hill  road,  and  de  long  ribber  road.  But 
when  I  go  to  town  wif  a  load  ob  grain, 
dey  don't  ask  mc,  'Cal,  what  road  did 
yo'  come  by?'  but,  'Is  yo'  got  good 
wheat?'  " — Source    Unknown. 

He  Got  Left 

Clara  Logan  sat  by  a  log  fire  telling 
stories  of  children.  "A  lady,"  she  said, 
"was  reclining  on  a  couch  in  her  library 
one  night  with  the  light  low,  trying  to 
sleep.  Beside  her  on  a  table  was  a  dish 
of  fine  fruit.  As  she  lay  there  she  saw 
her  little  daughter  tiptoe  into  the  room, 
in  her  Ion?,  white  nisrht-ffown.  The 
child,  thinking  her  mother  was  asleep, 
advanced  cautiously  to  the  table,  took  a 
bunch  of  grapes  and  stole  out  again.  The 
mother  was  grieved  at  such  misconduct 
on  the  part  of  her  good  little  daughter, 


but  said  nothing.  Five  minutes  passed, 
then  back  into  the  room  again  crept  the 
child,  the  grapes  untouched.  She  re- 
placed them  on  the  dish  and  as  she  de- 
parted her  mother  heard  her  utter, 
'That's  the  time  you  got  left,  Mr. 
Devil!'  " — Selected. 

An  Act  of  Kindness 

"Fanny  Crosby,  the  blind  song  writer, 
was  at  the  McAuley  Mission.  She  asked 
if  there  was  a  boy  there  who  had  no 
mother,  and  if  he  would  come  up  and 
let  her  lay  her  hand  on  his  head.  A 
motherless  little  fellow  came  up,  and  she 
put  her  arms  around  him  and  kissed 
him.  They  parted.  She  went  from  the 
meeting  and  wrote  that  soul-inspiring 
song,  'Rescue  the  Perishing,'  and  when 
Mr.  Sankey  was  about  to  sing  the  song 
in  St.  Louis,  he  related  the  incident.  A 
man  sprang  to  his  feet  in  the  audience 
and  said,  'I  am  the  boy  she  kissed  that 
night.  I  never  was  able  to  get  away  from 
the  impression  made  by  that  touching 
act,  until  I  became  a  Christian.  I  am  now 
living  in  this  city,  with  my  family,  am 
a  Christian,  and  am  doing  a  good  busi- 
iess.'  " — Scl. 

"To  read  of  the  multifarious  labors 
of  Wesley  and  Calvin  and  Judson  makes 
the  average  minister  feel  like  an  idler. 
)nc  thinks  of  John  Knox's  exclamation, 
"Give  me  Scotland  or  I  die!"  and  of 
Livingstone's,  "I  will  go  anywhere,  pro- 
vided it  be  forward,"  and  of  the  declar- 
ation of  that  modern  pastor  of  a  great 
church,  "There  will  be  a  revival  in  the 
First  Church,  or  there  will  be  a  funeral 
in  the  First  Church  parsonage."  .... 
Well  does  Carlyle  grimly  remark,  "No 
man  is  adequate  to  do  anything  but  is 
first  of  ali  in  right  earnest  about  it." 
There  will  be  no  forward  movement 
unless  the  Lord's  people  have  the  three- 
fold equipment  of  vision,  power,  and 
earnestness. — Daniel   Hcitmcycr. 

John  Wesley  once  stood  out  very 
nobly  in  disregarding  the  eyes  of  men 
so  long  as  he  stood  acquitted  in  the  eyes 
of  God.  Among  his  many  persecutions 
are  to  be  numbered  the  falling  back  of 
former  friends,  including  his  wife.  These 
turned  against  him,  and  published  many 
spiteful  things,  even  defaming  his  char- 
acter in  a  shocking  manner.  Brother 
Charles  hastened  off  in  alarm  and  in- 
dignation to  find  out  what  defence 
Brother  John  would  set  up.  There  was 
no  time  to  lose!  The  eyes  of  the  world 
were  upon  him,  and  God's  enemies  and 
his  own  would  be  glad  to  make  capital 


out  of  so  contemptible  a  business!  What 
was  Charles'  surprise  to  find  that  John 
was  resolved  on  doing  simply  nothing! 
The  great  preacher  was  calm  and  com- 
fortable in  mind,  being  entirely  free 
from  any  concern  in  the  matter.  Why 
should  he  be  perplexed  when  he  had  en- 
trusted God  with  his  all — even  his  re- 
putation? None  are  so  safe  as  those 
whose  characters  are  in  God's  keeping. 
— Spurgcon. 

A  young  minister  came  to  an  old  min- 
ister and  told  him  how  discouraged  he 
was,  for  he  had  been  preaching  and 
preaching  away,  and  still  the  people 
would  not  repent.  "Oh,"  said  the  old 
minister,  "you  don't  know  how  to  fish. 
When  a  man  goes  to  catch  fish  he  takes 
a  fine  line  and  a  small  hook,  puts  on  a 
fly  and  drops  it  softly  into  the  stream. 
But  you  take  a  weaver's  beam  and  tie  a 
cart  rope  to  it,  and  attach  a  pot-hook, 
and  bait  it  with  a  snapping  turtle,  and 
splash  it  into  the  stream,  and  then  tell 
the  people   to  bite  or  be  damned!" 

The  Spirit  of  the  Martyrs 

Joseph  Parker  says:  "Christian  service 
survives  all  ill-treatment.  The  apostles 
preached  the  better  for  their  persecu- 
tion. We  should  have  wonderful  preach- 
ing if  we  had  more  burning  and  ston- 
ing. We  should,  too,  have  wonderful 
hearing  as  well  as  wonderful  preaching. 
If  we  had  to  steal  into  the  church  by 
some  back  way  and  had  to  listen  in 
fear  and  trembling  lest  the  oppressor 
should  lay  his  iron  grip  upon  us,  oh, 
how  we  should  listen!  How  every  prom- 
ise would  be  a  door  straight  opening 
upon  the  glory  unseen!  How  the  Bible 
would  be  like  a  sheet  let  down  from 
heaven,  containing  sweet  messages  from 
the   skies!" 

Do  Not  Trust  in  Feeling 

My  friends,  God  is  above  feeling.  Do 
you.  think  you  can  control  your  feel- 
ings? I  am  sure  if  I  could  control  my 
feelings  I  never  would  have  had  any  bad 
feelings,  I  would  always  have  good  feel- 
ings. But  bear  in  mind  Satan  may 
change  our  feelings  fifty  times  a  day, 
but  he  cannot  change  the  Word  of 
God;  and  what  we  want  is  to  build  our 
hopes  of  heaven  upon  the  Word  of  God. 
When  a  poor  sinner  is  coming  up  out  of 
the  pit  and  just  ready  to  get  his  feet 
upon  the  Rock  of  Ages,  the  devil  sticks 
out  a  plank  of  feeling,  and  says,  "Get 
on.  that,"  and  when  he  puts  his  feet  on 
that,  down  he  goes  again.  Take  one  of 
these  texts — "Verily,  I  say  unto  you,  he 
that  heareth  my  word  and  believeth  on 
him  that  sent  me,  hath  everlasting  life, 
and  shall  not  come  into  condemnation, 
but  is  passed  from  death  unto  life." 
That  rock  is  higher  than  my  feeling. 
And  what  we  need  is  to  get  our  feet 
upon  the  rock,  and  the  Lord  will  put  a 
new  song  in  our  mouths. — Selected. 
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"You  have  evidently  had  a  bitter  dis- 
appointment; but  have  you  ever  had 
your   prayers   answered?" 

"Oh,  yes." 

"Then  since  God  has  answered  your 
prayers  in  times  past,  you  really  ought 
not   to   make      so      rash      an      accusation 


A  TRUE  CONFESSION 

of  one  who  couldn't  get  his  prayers  an- 
swered,  as    told   to    the   editor. 
"I'm    through!"    I 


grumbled  to  my- 
self, as  I  received  a  telephone  message 
to  the  effect  that  the  job  that  I  had 
made  request  for  had  been  given  to  old 
Jack  Strother.  For  two  weeks  I  had  been 
praying  and  working  for  this  job. 

"There's  no  use  praying  when  your 
prayers  are  not  answered.  If  anybody 
needed  that  job,  I  surely  did,  and  the 
Lord  knows  I  needed  it,"  I  continued 
in  silent  but  perturbed  soliloquy.  "There 
is  old  Jack  Strother  whom  everybody 
knows  to  be  shiftless,  irresponsible  and 
good  for  nothing.  He  has  no  family  to 
support,  drinks  up  all  he  makes,  never 
goes  to  church,  yet  he  got  the  job  that 
should  have  been  mine.  This  is  too  much 
for  me." 

The  evening  of  that  day  I  went  to  see 
Mr.  Harrington,  who  is  one  of  the  pil- 
lars of  the  church  here.  I  wasn't  quite 
satisfied  with  my  own  attitude,  and  I 
thought  that  he  might  say  something  to 
help  me. 

"Brother  Harrington,  I  feel  as  though 
I  had  fallen  into  a  well,  and  the  bucket 
had  dropped  in  on  top  of  me,"  I  com- 
plained to  my  good  neighbor  as  he  es- 
corted me  to  a  comfortable  seat  in  his 
living  room. 

"Well,  my  friend,  what  is  your  dif- 
ficulty?" he  sympathetically  inquired 
as  he  drew  his   chair  closer   to  mine. 

"God  doesn't  hear  my  prayers  any 
more." 

"Why  do  you  say  that?"  he  asked. 

"You  see,"  I  explained,  "it's  like  this. 
Two  weeks  ago  last  Thursday,  I  learned 
that  there  was  to  be  a  vacancy  in  the 
bookkeeping  department  of  the  Com- 
pany. I  have  a  job  now,  as  you  know, 
but  I  have  been  working  only  about 
two  days  a  week.  Expenses  have  been 
piling  up  on  me  during  these  hard  times 
and  I  am  about  to  lose  my  car.  Bill  col- 
lectors are  hanging  around  me  like  buz- 
zards  around  a   dying  cow. 

"With  all  this  trouble  before  me,  the 
possibility  of  obtaining  this  job  looked 
as  good  as  a  policeman  coming  to  your 
aid  when  a  robber  is  stroking  your  ribs 
with  an  automatic  while  he  empties  your 
pockets.  T  knew  the  job  would  be  avail- 
able today;  so  my  wife  and  I  made  the 
matter  a  subject  of  prayer  for  two  full 
weeks.  Three  times  daily  we  prayed  for 
the  position.  We  even  fasted  all  day  yes- 
terday. But  still  God  didn't  hear  our 
prayers.  So  what  is  the  use  of  praying?" 
Thus  I   emptied   out   my   feelings. 


against  Him.  Let  me  ask  you  a  simple 
question:  Did  your  earthly  father  al- 
ways grant  every  request  you  made 
when  you  were  under  his  care?" 

"Of  course  not.  Often  he  did  the  op- 
posite to   my  wish.   But,  of   course,   that 

The  Secret 

I  wet  God  in  the  morning. 

o 

When  my  day  was  at  its  best, 
And  His   presence   came  like   sun- 
rise, 
Like  a  glory  in  my  breast. 

All  day  long  the  presence  lingered, 
All  day  long  He  stayed   will)   me, 
And  ivc  sailed  in  perfect  calmness 
O'er   a    very   troubled   sea. 

Other  ships    were   blown   and   bat- 
tered, 
Other  ships  were  sore  distressed; 
But  the  ivinds  that  seemed  to  drive 
them 
Brought  to  us  a  peace  and  rest. 

Then    1    thought    of    other    morn- 
ings, 
With   a    keen    remorse   of    mind, 
When  1,  too,  had  loosed  the  moor- 
ings 
With    the    presence    left    behind. 

So  I  think  I  know  the  secret, 

Learned   from    many   a    troubled 
iv  a  y : 
You   must  seek  Hi  in  in  the  morn- 
ing 
If   yon    want   Him    through   the 
day. 

— Dr.   Ralph   S.   Cushman. 

was  because  he  understood  what  was 
really  best   for  me." 

"Surely  then  you  will  agree  that  you;' 
Heavenly  Father,  who  knows  the  end 
from  the  beginning,  would  be  justified 
in  not  granting  our  ofttimes  unwise  re- 
quests." 

"But,"  I  remonstrated,  "this  case  is 
different.    I   really   needed   that   job." 

"No  doubt  you  needed  a  job;  but  pos- 
sibly the  Lord  saw  that  for  your  best 
development  and  spiritual  good,  it 
would   be   unwise  to  give  you   that   par- 


ticular job. 

"Now  I  want  you  to  remember  this," 
Harrington  continued,  "God  always  an- 
swers our  prayers;  but  sometimes  He 
says,  No." 

The  fog  began  to  lift  from  my  over 
cast  horizon,  as  I  mused  on  that  sig 
nificant   remark. 

"Then,  too,  there  may  be  certain  con 
ditions  which  keep  God  from  answering 
prayers    which    would    ordinarily   be    an- 
swered. Let  me  read  this  to  you." 

Taking  up  his  well-used  Bible,  which 
lay  up  on  the  table,  he  read,  "  'If  I  re- 
gard iniquity  in  my  heart,  the  Lord  will 
not  hear  me,'  Ps.  66:18.  Do  you  have 
hatred  in  your  heart  toward  anyone?  Are 
you  a  faultfinder?  Flave  you  defrauded 
anyone?  Do  you  love  all  mankind?  Is 
your  life  clean?" 

That  night  I  checked  and  rechecked 
my  life  by  that  wonderful  standard  of 
God.  And  before  I  got  down  to  pray 
that  evening,  I  had  written  two  letters 
to  persons  away  back  in  Maine,  whom 
I  had  not  treated  right,  asking  them  to 
forgive  me.  Also  I  made  a  vow  to  God 
to  keep  one  of  the  commands  in  His 
law  which  I  had  been  breaking.  My 
prayer  on  that  evening  was  a  prayer  of 
confession  and  consecration.  And  I  ab- 
solutely know  my  prayer  was  answered; 
for  He  has  promised  to  forgive  our  sins 
when  we  confess  them,  and  I  have  the 
assurance  of  God's  forgiveness  in  my 
soul. 

After  meeting  God's  requirements  in 
this  fashion,  it  was  only  a  few  days  un 
til  I  obtained  a  job,  even  better  than  the 
one  I  had  been  seeking  a  few  weeks 
previously.  I  have  learned  that  if  one 
meets  God's  requirements,  He  will  never 
let   one   fail. — 'Presbyterian   National. 

2_y      EARLY  "RISING 
Dr.  R.  G.  Lee 

Abraham  rose  early  to  stand  before 
the   Lord,   Gen.    19:27. 

Jacob  rose  early  to  worship  the  Lord, 
Gen.   28:18. 

Moses  rose  early  to  give  God's  mes- 
sage to  Pharaoh,  Exod.   8:2  0. 

Moses  rose  early  to  build  an  altar  to 
God,  Exod.   24:4. 

Moses  rose  early  to  meet  God  at  Si- 
nai,  Exod.    34:4. 

Joshua  rose  early  to  lead  Israel  over 
Jordan,   Josh.   3:1. 

Joshua  rose  early  to  capture  Jericho, 
Josh.   6:12. 

Joshua  rose  early  to  take  Ai,  Josh.  8: 
11)'. 

Gideon  rose  early  to  examine  the 
fleece,    Judges    6:3  8. 

Hannah  and  Elkanah  rose  early  to 
worship  God,   1   Sam.   1:19. 

Samuel  rose  early  to  meet  Saul,  1  Sam. 
15:12. 

David  rose  early  to  do  as  his  father 
bade  him,    1    Sam.    17:20. 

(Continued  on  page  25) 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


Trust 

Frances  McKinnon  Morton 

I  do  not  understand  God's  love  for  me, 

That   I,  who  follow  so  unworthily 

The  path  of  life  which  He  has  set   for 

me, 
Should  be  upheld  by  Him  so  tenderly. 
I  cannot  understand  His  patient  care 
That    guards      and    guides    my    pathway 

here, 
Forgives    my    faults,    hears    all    my    daily 

prayer, 
And    keeps    my    spirit    safe    from    doubt 

and   fear. 
I  only  know  I  feel  His  presence  near, 
Unfailing    strength      around    me    every- 
where 
7  o   help   me   with    the   burdens   I      must 

bear, 
And  grant  me  hope,  my  drooping     heart 

to  cheer. 
I  do  not  understand  these  priceless  things 
That  bless  my  life  and     give     my  spirit 

wings; 
How  One,  who     is  the  King  of  earthly 

kings, 
Before    whose    throne    a    ceaseless    chorus 

sings, 
Should   stoop   to  bless   me   in  my 

ways 
And    comfort    me    when    my    lone    spirit 

prays; 
But  for  the  measure  of  my  earthly  days, 
I    cannot    cease    to    give    Him    love    and 

praise! — Sunday  School   Banner. 


lowly 


Is  Th 


is 


Ri 


"Is  this  the  right  road  Home,  O  Lord? 

the   clouds   are  dark   and   still, 
The   stony  path  is   hard   to   tread,      each 

step  brings  some   fresh  ill. 
I  thought  the  way  would  brighter  grow 

and  that  the  sun  with  warmth  would 

glow, 
And  joyous  songs  from  free  hearts  flow, 

i;   this  the   light   road   Home?" 


"Yes   child,   this   very   path   I   trod;      the 

clouds  were  dark  for  me, 
The  stony  path  was  sharp  and  hard,  not 

sight,    but    faith,    could   see 
That    at    the    end    the   sun   shines    bright 

forever   where   there   is   no  night, 
And  glad  hearts  rest  from  earth's  fierce 

fight;  it  is  the  right  road  Home." 

— Rosalind  Goforth. 

Sweet  Communion 

When  you  awoke  from  sleep  this  morn- 
ing, 
Though  the  hour  was  rather  late, 
Did  you  stop  to  speak  with  Jesus, 


And  His  benediction  wait? 
Did   you   thank   Him   for  His  mercy, 

For  His  care  through  all  the  night, 
That  no  evil  had  befallen, 

That  no  tears  now  dim  your  sight? 

Did  you  ask  Him  for  the  blessing 

Of   His   presence    through    the    day, 
For  His  leading  safely  onward, 

For  His  guiding,  lest   you  stray? 
Did  you  tell  Him  that  you'd  gladly 

Go  wherever  He  would  lead; 
That  you'd  try  to  do  His  bidding, 

Helping  every  soul   in  need? 

If  you  go  without  these  blessings 

As  you  start  another  day, 
Be   assured   your   strength   will    fail   you, 

And   you'll   faint   along   the  way. 
Oh,  live  closer  to  the  Master; 

For  unless   you're  very  near, 
Words  of   love  He  whispers   to  you 

Will    not    reach    vour    listening    ear. 

— Author   Unknown. 

Paths 

Grace   Noll   Crowell 

So  many,   many  glittering  paths 
Lie   at   your   feet   today, 
So  many  far  divergent  roads 
To  beckon  you  away. 

Which   shall      you      choose,      O      valiant 

Youth? 
Down  yonder  road  lies   fame — 
As  clear  as  if  a  voice  calls  out, 
It  bids  you,  "Seek  a  name." 

And    this    long,    steep       path      leads    to 

wealth, 
To   banks  and  bonds   and   lands, 
Waiting  for  you   to  clutch  its  stores 
With   avid   reaching   hands. 

One  brilliant  way  is  loud  with  noise, 
It::   glare   is   blinding,    white, 
Where  Pleasure  bids  you  drink  her  wine, 
And   dance   with  her  at   night. 

And   there   a   cool   path    that    leads 
Across   the  earth's   good  sod, 
Where  in  the  stillness  you  can  find 
Yourself,    and    find    your    God. 

So  many  beckoning  paths  today, 
With  much  to  gain,  or  lose, 
O    Youth,    before   you    start,    think    long 
And  well  before  you  choose. 

— The   Young   People's   journal. 

The  Merry  Heart 

When  you  come  to  a  wearisome   bit  of 
the  road, 
Where    the    stones    are    thick    and    the 


path   is   steep, 
And  the  back  is  bowed  with  the  heft  of 
the   load, 
As  the  narrowing  way  is  hard  to  keep, 
Don't  stop  just  then  for  a  wasteful  sigh, 
But    challenge    the    worst    with    stead- 
fast cheer; 
If  nowhere  else,   there  is  help  on  high — 
God's  angel  will  hasten,   your  pioneer. 

When   you    reach   a   lonesome   bit   of    the 
road, 
Curtained  about  with  mist  and  murk, 
And  you   hear   faint   sounds      from      the 
dread   above, 
Where      shivering,      grim      hobgoblins 
lurk, 
Just  laugh  to  scorn  their  doleful  cries — 
This  is  the  place  to  whistle  and  sing; 
Brush  the  fog  from  your  fearless  eye, 
And  close  to  the  faith  of  your  fathers 
cling. 

When   you   stand    at    a   sorrowful   bit    of 
the  road, 
And   a   hand   you   loved   has   loosed   its 
clasp; 
When  streams   are  dry  that  in  sweetness 
flowed, 
And    flowers    drop    from    your    listless 
grasp; 
E'en  now  take  heart,  for  further  on 
There  arc  hope  and  joy  and  the  dawn 
of  day; 
You  shall   find   again   what   you   thought 
was  gone; 
'Tis  the  merry  heart  goes  all  the  way. 

—Sel. 

Golden  Windows 

By  Mabellc  Davidson 

My  palace  is  just  a  gray  hovel 

Beside    an    azure    lake; 
Where  lilies  blow  in   the  sunlight 

And  the  birds  sing  at  daybreak. 

Beside    the    broken    arbor 

That   overhangs    the   well, 
The  morning-glories   twine  around 

The   rusty   dinner-bell. 

Along  the  weed-grown  pathway 
That   leads  down   to   the  shore, 

I've   built   a   bench   of   silver   birch 
And  I'm  building  one  by  the  door. 

The  chimney,  it  is  falling  down; 

The   moss-grown   bricks   are   loose; 
The  swallows,   finding   me  a  friend, 

Flave   borrowed  it   for   a  roost. 

But    here's    the    wonder    of    my    home, 

And   this  I  always  show; 
My  home   has   two  golden   windows 

When  the  sun  is  getting  low. 

God   knew   I    wanted    beauty, 

But  I  was,  oh,  so  poor! 
So  He  g^ve  me  two  golden  windows; 

I  give  Him  thanks  and  ask  no  more. 

7140  Rosewood  Ave.,  Carthage,  O. 
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The  Cleft  of  the  Rock 


CORA  M.  BAER 


How  carefree  Ruth  felt  as  she  walked 
along  with  the  buoyant  step  of  youth 
unconsciously  singing  the  beautiful 
hymn  to  herself.  She  felt  especially  hap- 
py as  she  was  walking  homeward  to- 
night, for  only  that  day  she  had  received 
a  raise  in  wages.  Her  feet  could  scarcely 
carry  her  swiftly  enough  to  bring  the 
glad  news  to  her  mother.  As  she  walked 
along  she  turned  her  face  toward  the  sky 
and  from  the  depth  of  a  fervent  heart 
she   breathed,   "Father,   I   thank   Thee." 

When  Ruth  was  just  a  mite  of  a  girl 
her  father  had  died.  She  could  scarcely 
remember  him.  Sometimes  she  wasn't 
sure  whether  it  was  memories,  or  only 
stories  her  mother  had  told  her  of  him. 
Her  mother  was  left  to  face  the  storms 
cf  life  alone.  After  funeral  expenses  had 
been  paid  there  was  nothing  left  but  the 
pleasant  little  cottage  to  which  her 
mother  had  come  a  few  years  before 
with  her  noble  husband,  a  happy,  care- 
free bride.  But  Nora  Forbes  was  a  brave 
little  woman,  and  through  her  childlike 
trust  in  God  she  faced  life  with  a  brave 
determination.  People  marveled  that  she 
could  cheerfully — almost  gaily  —  re- 
sume the  duties  thrust  upon  her.  Little 
did  they  know  the  grief-torn  heart  hid- 
den beneath  the  cheerful  attitude  toward 
those   who   came  in   contact   with   her. 

Now,  as  Ruth  was  walking  home,  her 
heart  was  singing  for  she  knew  what  the 
extra  income  would  mean  to  her  mother. 
As  she  hurried  along  she  recalled  the 
times,  when  she  was  a  child,  that  she 
had  seen  her  mother  in  tears.  For  after 
Ruth  had  been  safely  tucked  into  bed 
the  heartbroken  mother  would  kneel 
at  her  bedside,  and  often  when  Ruth 
awoke  in  the  middle  of  the  night  her 
mother  was  still  kneeling  there.  Some- 
times her  head  would  rest  on  the  open 
Bible.  They  still  had  that  old  Bible,  and 
it  fell  open  at  a  certain  passage.  The 
page  was  blurred  and  blotted  by  tear- 
drops, and  Ruth  always  felt  certain  that 
on  nights  like  that,  her  mother  had  added 
a  few  more  blots  on  that  page.  The  place 
was  in  the  Psalms  and  this  verse  was 
heavily  underscored. 

"For  in  time  of  trouble  He  shall  hide 
me  in  His  pavilion:  in  the  secret  of  His 
tabernacle  shall  He  hide  me;  He  shall 
set  me  up  upon  a  rock"  (Ps.  27:S). 

All  this  passed  through  Ruth's  mind 
as  she  hastened  toward  her  home,  and 
she  felt  that  she  could  just  begin  to  re- 
pay her  mother  for  what  she  had  done 
for  her.  With  the  increased  salary  her 
mother  would  not  have  to  work  so  hard, 
and  could  give  more  time  to  rest.  Or 
late  Ruth  was  beginning  to  see  the  roses 
of  health  and  youth  die  from  h  e  r 
mother's    cheeks      and    she    was    mutely 


worried. 

She  turned  the  corner  that  led  to  their 
cozy  little  home.  Yes,  the  lights  were 
shining  from  the  windows.  She  could 
almost  smell  the  savory  supper  her 
mother  would  have  waiting.  But  when 
she  came  up  to  the  path  a  strange  fear 
gripped  her — for  there  stood  a  car  that 
surely  looked  like  Dr.  Grey's.  "But  no, 
it  is  just  an  agent,"  she  tried  to  assure 
herself.  Yet  in  spite  of  herself  her  heart 
went  like  a  trip  hammer  and  she  fairly 
rushed  up  the  steps. 

As  she  opened  the  door  the  odor  of 
camphorated  oil  greeted  her  nostrils  in- 
stead of  the  supper.  She  felt  herself  sick- 
ening, but  bracing  herself,  she  quickly 
took  off  her  coat  and  walking  into  the 
kitchen,  met  Dr.  Grey,  who  was  in  con- 
ference with  a  neighbor,  Mrs.   Jones. 

"G  doctor,  is  it  very  serious?"  she 
exclaimed. 

The  doctor  turned  his  kindly  eyes  to- 
ward her  and  said,  "Now,  don't  you 
worry.  Your  mother  is  quite  sick,  but 
we  are  doing  for  her  all  we  can." 

Ruth  grew  strangely  faint.  The  doc- 
tor and  Mrs.  Jones  became  vaguely  misty 
before  her  eyes.  The  doctor's  tone  of 
voice  had  scared  her.  She  clutched  the 
back  of  the  chair  for  support  and 
breathing  a  prayer  for  strength,  she 
said,  "I  am  ready  to  hear  about  it  now; 
tell  me  all.  Yes — hide  nothing — for  I  can 
bear  it  now." 

The  doctor  pushed  her  gently  into  a 
chair  and  sitting  down  beside  her  said, 
"Ruth,  your  mother  has  pneumonia,  and 
is  seriously  sick.  Mrs.  Jones  and  I  have 
been  doing  all  we  can  for  her  and  she 
seems  to  be  resting  easier  now  than  she 
did  an  hour  ago.  It  seems  she  took  ill  very 
suddenly,  and  the  sickness  had  a  good 
start  before  I  could  get  here;  but  she 
has  a  strong  heart  and  we  hope  that  she 
will   safely   pass   the  crisis." 

Ruth  exclaimed,  "Oh,  doctor,  will 
she — she  die?  Do  tell  me." 

"Well,  we  hope  not,  and  chances  are 
strong  in  her  favor,  because  of  her 
strong  vitality.  For  your  mother's  sake 
you.  must  be  brave.  You  may  go  into  the 
bedroom  now,  if  you  are  very  quiet." 

Ruth  quietly  tiptoed  into  the  bed- 
room. Her  mother  was  breathing  labori- 
ously. How  altered  she  was!  Only  that 
morning  she  had  kissed  Ruth  good-by 
and  brightly  said,  "Remember  the  Rock 
that  is  higher  than  you  as  you  meet  your 
problems  today."  And  she  also  recalled 
the  tired  look  in  her  eyes  for  almost  a 
week — and  with  it  came  a  feeling  of  re- 
gret that  she  had  not  insisted  on  .medical 
aid  then.  All  this  came  to  her  in  a  flash 
as  she  looked  at  that  loved  face  so 
changed  in   a   few  short  hours. 


The  doctor's  words,  "you  must  be 
brave  for  your  mother's  sake,"  kept 
ringing  in  her  ears,  as  she  walked  reso- 
lutely out  to  the  kitchen  and  asked  if 
there   was   anything   she   could   do. 

"Yes,"  said  the  doctor,  "Mrs.  Jones 
has  gotten  a  bite  of  supper  ready,  and 
you  are  to  sit  down  and  eat  it;  then  I 
want  you  to  go  upstairs  and  lie  down, 
for  we  may  need  you  during  the  night 
— and  we  do  not  want  another  sick  one 
on  our  hands." 

Ruth  smiled  at  the  doctor's  gruff  but 
kind  way,  and  sat  down  to  her  lonely 
meal.  Then  she  went  up  to  her  room, 
but  not  to  sleep.  She  recalled  her 
mother's  advice  of  the  morning,  "Re- 
member the  Rock  that  is  higher  than 
you." 

She  closed  the  door  and  there  alone 
she  poured  out  her  soul  to  One  who  un- 
derstands. Never  before  did  she  realize 
how  much  her  mother  had  meant  to 
her.  Oh,  how  fervently  she  prayed  that 
God  should  restore  her  mother — yet  she 
felt  no  relief  from  the  awful  burden 
upon  her  heart.  Deep  in  her  heart  she 
felt  that  her  prayer  was  a  selfish  one; 
yet  she  did  not  have  the  grace  to  say, 
"Thy  will  be  done." 

"But  why  should  God  want  to  take 
her  mother  away  from  her?"  she  rea- 
soned. She  threw  herself  on  her  face  and 
again  entreated  God  for  her  mothei's 
life.  From  sheer  exhaustion  she  finally 
fell   asleep. 

She  awoke  with  a  start — the  room  was 
cold  and  she  was  shivering. 

"It  must  be  almost  morning,"  she 
said.  She  quickly  stole  down  and  met 
Mrs.  Jones  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  She 
needed  only  to  look  into  the  face  of  the 
kind  old  woman  to  learn  how  her  mother 
was. 

"C  Mrs.  Jones,  is  Mother — oh — " 
and  she  broke  out  sobbing.  Mrs.  Jones 
put  her  aim  around  her  shoulders  and 
said,  "No,  no,  dear,  not  that — but  she 
is  very  low — we  will  hope  for  the  best. 
I  have  just  called  for  the  doctor — I  hear 
him   in   the  vestibule  now." 

Saying  this  she  left  Ruth,  who  tip- 
toed into  the  bedroom.  Her  mother  was 
lying  as  she  had  been  in  the  evening. 
Her  breath  came  in  quick,  short  gasps. 
Great  drops  of  sweat  stood  out  on  her 
brow.  Ruth  stole  a  little  nearer,  and 
gently  wiped  the  sweat  from  the  hot 
forehead.  At  this  her  mother  opened  her 
eyes  and  her  lips  moved.  Ruth  bent  very 
close  and  could  catch  between  the  gasps, 
these  words, 

"I  know — my — girl  will  be — re- 
signed— to  God's  will — even  if — He — 
should  see — fit — to  call — me — to — Him- 
self." The  eyes  closed  wearily — and  once 
more  mother  was  apparently  unconscious 
of  her  surroundings. 

Ruth  felt  as  if  she  would  choke,  for 
she  knew  that  she  was  not  resigned — no, 
there  was   rebellion      rising  in  her  heart.. 
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She  was  beginning  to  question  if  God 
really  answered  prayers. 

Just  then  Dr.  Grey  came  in.  After 
feeling  the  patient's  pulse  and  watching 
her  closely  for  several  moments  he 
gravely  shook  his  head.  Ruth  watched 
him  and  read  every  gesture  as  plainly 
as  words.  Everything  grew  vague  and 
misty  before  her  eyes.  The  next  she 
knew  she  saw  Mrs.  Jones  put  a  wet 
cloth  on   her   forehead. 

"What  is  wrong?  Did  I  faint?"  she 
questioned. 

"Yes,"  answered  the  kind  woman, 
"but  lie  still,  and  try  not  to  worry  and 
you  will  soon  be  all  right.  Your  mother 
is  just   the  same." 

"With  this  she  left  her  and  hurried  in- 
to the  bedroom  where  the  sick  woman 
lay. 

Ruth's  head  ached,  and  the  burden  on 
her  heart  was  heavier.  Left  alone  she 
again  pleaded  with  God.  She  felt  that 
she  should  pray  that  God's  will  be  done, 
but  she  was  afraid  of  what  that  might 
mean  to  her,  and  for  awhile  she  strug- 
gled on,  pleading  with  God — her  same 
selfish  petition.  She  was  passing  through 
her  Gethsemane,  and  as  she  lay  there  she 
saw  the  Christ  as  He  passed  through  His 
in  perfect  submission.  At  length  she 
said,  "I  want  to  be  resigned  to  God's 
will."  Then  she  did  the  hardest  thing 
she  had  ever  done — she  felt  as  if  her 
heart  was  breaking — the  sweat  came  out 
on  her  brow,  so  great  was  the  effort,  but 
she  humbly  whispered,  "Not  my  will, 
but  Thine,  O  God,  be  done.  I  commit 
Mother  into  Thy  care.  Do  as  pleaseth 
Thee." 

As  she  said  the  words  the  burden  on 
her  heart  was  lifted  and  sweet  peace 
flooded  her  soul.  God's  will  was  now  hers 
and  she  was  content. 

Just  then  Mrs.  Jones  entered  the  room 
and  said,  "Your  mother  seems  to  be 
resting    just    a    little   easier." 

"Oh,  I  hope  it  is  God's  will  to  re- 
store her,"  said  the  girl  eagerly.  She 
closed  her  eyes  and  soon  fell  asleep.  When 
she  awoke  the  first  red  streaks  of  morn- 
ing were  peeping  through  the  closed 
gray  curtains.  How  light  her  heart  felt 
in  spite  of  her  great  anxiety.  She  softly 
repeated  to  herself,  "For  in  the  time  of 
trouble  He  shall  hide  me  in  His  pavilion: 
in  the  secret  of  His  tabernacle  shall  He 
hide  me;  He  shall  set  me  up  upon  a 
rock." 

Quickly  arising  from  her  bed  she  en- 
tered her  mother's  room.  The  doctor  was 
still  there.  When  Ruth  entered  he  turned 
a  troubled  face  toward  hers — but  she 
did  not  flinch.  She  said,  "Tell  me,  doc- 
tor, do  you  not  think  mother  will  get 
well?" 

The  doctor  seemed  to  hesitate,  but 
Ruth  continued,  "Don't  be  afraid  to 
tell  me — I   can  bear  it  now." 

As    he    met    her    unflinching    gaze    he 


said,  "As  long  as  there  is  life  there  is 
hope — but  if  she  gets  well  it  will  be 
nothing  short  of  a  miracle.  I  have  done 
all  I  can.  We  must  commit  her  to  a 
higher  Power." 

"I  have  already  done  that,"  replied 
Ruth,  "and  I  feel  that  He  will  do  what 
is  best." 

The  doctor  and  Mrs.  Jones  were 
amazed  at  the  calm  way  in  which  Ruth 
took  the  doctor's  verdict,  but  Ruth  was 
hiding  in  the  cleft  of  the  Rock  and  the 
storms  could  not   touch  her  there. 

There  was  great  anxiety  on  the  part 
of  watchers  at  the  bedside  of  Mrs.  Forbes 
through  long  wearisome  days  and  nights 
when  her  life  hung  in  the  balance.  And 
no  one  of  the  watchers  knew  how  often 
Ruth  stole  from  the  sick  room  to  her 
own  room  to  pour  out  her  heart  to  the 
One  who  felt  her  sorrows,  and  to  ask 
for  grace  to  bear  whatever  He  saw  best 
to  send. 

Friends  and  neighbors  were  amazed 
at  the  way  in  which  Ruth  bore  her 
trials.  Some  said,  "She  is  young  and  does 
not  realize  her  loss  should  her  mother  be 
taken."  Some  were  even  critical  when 
she  did  not  weep  and  lament  and  said, 
"She  doesn't  appreciate  all  her  mother 
did  for  her.  When  she  is  left  alone  she'll 
learn."  Little  could  they  know  the  strug- 
gle Ruth  had  gone  through.  But  Geth- 
semane had  been  passed  through;  should 
Calvary  come  she  could  see  the  glorious 
Garden  of  Resurrection  beyond,  and 
she  was  resigned. 

Later  one  day  when  Ruth  came  from 
her  solitary  closet  of  prayer  she  was  met 
by  a  kind  neighbor  who  joyfully  told 
her, 

"The  doctor  said  your  mother  has 
passed  through  the  crisis,  and  with  good 
care  she  will  soon  be  well  on  the  road 
to  recovery.  She  was  conscious  when  the 
doctor  was  here  this  morning." 

Ruth's  joy  knew  no  bounds  as  she  en- 
tered the  sick  room  and  was  recognized 
by  her  mother.  But  such  a  weak,  pale 
mother — yet  oh,  she  might  get  well. 
Ruth  went  back  to  her  own  room  and 
throwing  herself  on  her  bed  gave  way  to 
her  suppressed  feelings.  She  wept  out  her 
prayer  of  thanksgiving.  The  tears  flowed 
freely  but   they  were   tears  of  joy. 

The  recovery  was  slow,  but  day  by 
day  Mother  grew  sfonger  and  stronger. 
One  day  when  she  was  again  quite  strong 
she  called  Ruth  to  her  bedside  and  said, 

"Will  you  sing  for  me,  dear?" 

"What   shall  it   be?" 

"Just  sing  what  is  on  your  heart.  I  am 
too  weak  to  think,"  replied  her  mother. 

Without  a  moment's  thought  Ruth's 
sweet  voice  burst  forth  singing: 

"Oh,  soul,  thou   who   now  are  weary, 
To  the  Rock  do  come  for  rest; 

Come  to  Him   who  only  can  cheer  thee, 
To  the  dear  loving  Savior's  breast ," 

— The  Youth's  Christian  Companion. 


Young  People's  Day  at  Camp 
Meeting 

NOTE:  We  received  this  report  too 
late  for  the  last  issue  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  nevertheless,  we  are  pub- 
lishing it  in  this  issue  so  that  you  will 
not  miss  reading  about  the  wonderful 
convention  that  the  Florida  young  peo- 
ple  enjoyed. — Editor. 

Praise  the  Lord  for  the  blessing  and 
inspiration  of  another  great  Young 
People's  Day  at  Wimauma  camp  meet- 
ing. First,  we  thank  our  state  overseer 
and  those  in  charge  for  permitting  us  to 
have  this  time.  We  also  wish  to  express 
our  appreciation  for  the  work  of 
Brother  W.  C.  Byrd,  our  state  Y.  P.  E. 
superintendent,  and  the  committee  in 
arranging  this  program;  we  are  so  glad 
that  they  left  room  on  the  program  for 
the  Holy  Ghost.  We  thank  God  for 
Brother  Byrd,  his  life  and  his  work  in 
our  Y.  P.  E's  over  the  state  during  the 
past   few   months. 

At  2:4 5  about  two  hundred  young 
people  gathered  just  outside  the  taber- 
nacle for  our  annual  march  to  our 
places.  The  Lord  began  blessing  at  the 
very  beginning  of  the  march  and  contin- 
ued to  shower  down  His  approval  all 
during   the  service. 

The  various  musical  numbers  were  too 
numerous  to  mention  but  all  so  good. 
Our  young  people  sing  so  well  because 
they  know  whereof  they  sing.  Praise  the 
Lord  for  the  blessings  and  inspiration 
of  song. 

Our  financial  report  was  given  by 
our  state  treasurer,  Brother  Maxie 
Thomas,  proving  that  the  Y.  P.  E.  in 
Florida  is  really  alive  and  growing.  We 
are  doing  things. 

From  the  good  talks  on  "Lighted 
Pathway"  by  a  pastor  and  an  older 
laymember  we  were  delighted  to  have 
further  proof  that  this  wonderful  paper 
is  a  blessing  and  help  to  all  classes,  ages 
and  positions.  These  two  good  talks 
were  followed  by  more  good  remarks 
by  Brother  Byrd  for  our  paper.  He  in- 
formed Brother  Robert  Johnson  of 
South  Carolina,  who  was  present,  that  he 
was  going  to  make  him  work  if  South 
Carolina  beat  Florida.  Come  on  Flori- 
da Y.  P.  E's,  let's  individually  and  col- 
lectively back  him  up. 

The  concluding  part  of  the  afternoon 
service  was  a  good  sermon  by  Brother 
Robert  Johnson  on  the  subject  of  "Our 
Debt,"  using  the  scripture,  Rom.  1:14- 
15.  He  emphasized  the  thought  that  we, 
as  young  people,  owe  so  many  debts:  To 
Jesus  who  died  for  us,  to  our  parents  who 
have  labored  and  prayed  for  us  and 
lived  the  life  before  us,  to  the  older 
ministers  who  have  fought  the  hardest 
battles  that  our  way  might  be  easier. 
How  are  we  going  to  pay  these  debts? 
By  our  lives  and  obeying  God's  voice  at 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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TRAVELOGUE 


Bv  Mildred  Blackwell  Case 


May  11,  193S 
Dear   Mother   and   All: 

We  have  just  left  Gibraltar  and  had 
lunch,  and  most  of  the  passengers  are 
resting  in  their  cabins,  or  the  lounge,  or 
in  deck  chairs.  Most  of  them  on  deck  are 
dozing  but  soon  it  will  be  "tea  time" 
and  somehow  all  Englishmen  awake  in 
time  for  tea.  Their  tea  is  about  three 
times  as  strong  as  I  like  it.  "Real  tea" 
they  call  it,  but  I  have  learned  how  to 
"doctor"  it  so  that  it  tastes  quite  good 
to  me.  I  have  to  use  three  cubes  of  sugar 
and  about  one-fcurth  milk,  and  it  is 
quite  palatible.  Do  they  serve  if  often? 
Early  morning  before  breakfast,  with 
breakfast,  and  at  4:00  p.  m.  Also  after 
lunch  and  dinner  tea  and  coffee  are 
served  in  the  lounge  instead  of  in  the 
dining  hall  because  they  like  to  linger 
over  their  cups  and  chat!  The  surgeon 
on  this  ship  told  us  he  drinks  from  ten 
to  twelve  cups  of  tea  a  day.  He  also 
stated  that  there  is  more  caffeine  in  tea 
than    coffee. 

Gracious!  what  a  narrow  escape!  The 
wind  wafted  this  sheet  away  almost  to 
the  edge  of  the  deck  before  I  could  grab 
it.  Too  bad,  had  your  letter  gone  into 
the  sea!! 

We  certainly  have  had  a  lovely  voy- 
age since  leaving  Liverpool;  such  smooth 
sailing,  with  something  of  interest  ev- 
ery now  and  then.  We  traveled  a  good 
distance  in  sight  of  Portugal.  At  2:00  p. 
m.  yesterday  we  saw  the  beautiful  Cape 
St.  Vincent  and  were  up  to  see  the  sun- 
rise and  Rock  of  Gibraltar  this  morn- 
ing. We  have  not  yet  seen  the  sunrise  on 
wate ',  but  have  seen  some  lovely  sun- 
sets. We  needn't  have  arisen  so  early 
this  a.  m.  had  we  known  that  we  had  to 
return  out  of  harbor  exactly  as  we  came 


in  and  had  a  much  better  view  of  the 
rock  coming  out!  We  did  not  dock  but 
anchored  in  the  bay  and  a  smaller  boat 
took  passengers  ashore  and  returned 
them  after  only  two  hours  of  sight-see- 
ing. We  decided  not  to  go  ashore,  not 
knowing  how  badly  we  might  need  our 
cash  later.  We  plan  to  go  ashore  in  Mar- 
seilles. We  shall  arrive  there  Friday,  the 
13th,  and  leave  Saturday.  Gibraltar  is 
British,  so  we  wouldn't  have  seen  any 
Spanish  life,  but  in  Marseilles  we  shall 
see  a  truly  French  city.  Of  course  we 
can  see  Spain  from  the  ship  and  it  is 
very  pretty, — green  mountain  slopes, 
with  towns  on  the  hilltops  or  at  the 
seacoast,  sheltered  by  mountains  in  the 
background.  Portugal  is  also  mountain- 
ous. 

Rock  Gibraltar  is  certainly  huge, 
magnificent  and  beautiful — far  more 
imposing  and  impressive  than  all  the  pic- 
tures of  it.  No  wonder  it  is  called 
"the  key  to  the  Mediterranean." 
From  the  ocean  side  it  rises  a  for- 
midable precipice  and  slopes  down 
toward  the  bay  (on  the  backside)  where 
are  the  docks  and  the  town.  The  front 
is  bare,  rugged  rock,  but  on  the  town 
side  there  is  quite  a  bit  of  vegetation — 
trees  and  lovely  flowers  (flowers  accord- 
ing to  the  report  of  those  who  went 
ashore) . 

My  heart  swelled  with  admiration  of 
the  "Rock  of  Ages"  and  you  may  bv 
sure  I'm  glad  it's  in  the  hands  of  the 
British.  No  doubt,  even  at  this  time  we 
could  not  pass  this  way  because  of  the 
war,  if  this  were  in  the  hands  of  Spain. 
Imagine  going  all  the  way  around 
Africa! 

We  have  had  a  few  opportunities  to 
show  our  color.  Almost  everyone,  wom- 
en and  men  alike,  smokes  and  drinks 
on  board.  Not  frequenting  the  bar  and 
never  seen  smoking,  marks  us  immedi- 
ately. Again  we  are  marked  each  eve- 
ning as  all  the  others  wear  Tuxedos  and 
evening  gowns  and  we  do  not  "dress  for 
dinner,"  neither  do  we  proceed  after 
dinner  to  the  lounge  for  tea  and  coffee 
and  later  cards  and  on  up  to  the  drawing 
room  for  dancing,  but  rather  retire  to 
our  cabin  for  evening  worship,  some- 
times a  stroll  on  deck,  and  later  retire 
without  mixing  with  them  in  their  eve- 
ning "gaities."  Too,  they  have  a  game 
of  guessing  the  distance  to  be  travelled 
each,  day  and  each  contestant  puts  up 
so  much  cash.  Of  the  total  proceeds, 
ten  per  cent  goes  to  a  Charity  Fund, 
the  balance  to  the  winner  (closest 
guess).  Hoyle  was  solicited  to  enter  but 


he  informed  them  he  did  not  gamble. 
Of  course  they  insisted  it  was  not  gamb- 
ling but  he  steadfastly  refused  to  gam- 
ble. I  have  noticed  that  these  two  men 
who  were  soliciting  him  were  previous- 
ly very  friendly  to  him  but  do  they  give 
him  the  cold  shoulder  now!!  By  the  way, 
both  of  them  are  landing  at  Cachin  too; 
one  to  do  buying  and  selling  in  a  textile 
mill  there;  the  other  to  work  in  tile 
works. 

In  public,  I  do  not  mix  with  such  a 
worldly  crowd  much,  because  even  their 
conversations  do  not  interest  me  and 
their  constant  "stink  of  tobacco  and 
whiskey"  is  very  unpleasant  to  me.  Of 
course,  I  have  been  very  earnest  and 
continuous  in  prayer  for  their  convic- 
tions and  salvation  and  that  God  will 
make  our  lives  a  daily  conviction  of 
their  sins.  Hoyle  has  talked  to  several 
with  regards  to  salvation  with  varied 
results.  We  can  only  let  our  lights  shine 
and.  seize  every  opportunity  we  have 
and  leave  the  harvest  in  God's  hands. 

You  may  be  interested  to  know  how 
the  English  write  the  date — 11th  May, 
193  8  or   11-5-3  8 — the  day,  month,  year. 

There  is  one  small  baby  about  three 
months  old  and  two  small  girls  (not  sis- 
ters), one  five,  the  other  seven,  on  this 
ship.  Our  cabin  is  near  the  nursery  md 
playground,  and  I  spend  a  great  deal  of 
time  with  these  two  little  girls.  I  wish 
Naomi  Ruth  and  Norma  Rose  were  here 
to  play  with  them.  You  could  learn  some 
new  games  and  most  likely  teach  them 
some,  too.  Instead  of  dolls,  they  have  ani- 
mals to  play  with — teddy  bears  and  dogs! 
They  have  beautiful  dresses  in  which  they 
"doll  up"  these  animals  and  take  them 
on  their  "camel  caravan"  for  long  rides! 
Their  "caravan"  consists  of  some  covered 
machinery  on  which  they  can  climb  and 
sit.  Of  course  they  have  tea  regularly  and 
make  their  animals  very  English  in  that. 
The  older  one,  Joy  is  her  name,  has  prom- 
ised to  read  to  me — just  any  book,  she 
says.  The  younger  one,  Joan,  insisted  the 
other  day  to  the  older,  "I'm  the  biggest 
because  I  decide  the  biggest  things." 
"Well  spoken,"  I  thought,  for  she  cer- 
tainly is  bossy.  The  other  one  just  lets 
her  talk  and  do  as  she  pleases,  saying 
little.  Joan  fully  described  a  couple  of 
weddings  in  which  she  was  bridesmaid. 
They    must    have    been    lovely. 

One  more  bit  of  dining  room  news. 
At  our  table  is  an  officer,  three  ladies 
going  to  Colombo,  Ceylon,  Hoyle  and  I. 
One  of  these  ladies  lives  there  and  the 
other  two  are  going  out  there  to  be 
married  to  two  British  policemen  and 
live  there  for  two  years;  then  most  like- 
ly their  husbands  will  be  transferred  to 
other  posts.  One  of  these  girls  had  ten 
bouquets  of  flowers  given  her  on  leaving 
Liverpool,  and  we  have  had  some  lovely 
samples  on  our  table  every  day.  The  other 
(Continued   on   page    23) 
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OUR  YOUNG  PEOPLE 

How  We  May  Help  Them  to 
Make  the  Most  of  Themselves 

From  the  time  our  children  are  wee 
tots,  they  will  begin  to  show  a  great 
deal  concerning  their  dispositions  and 
inclinations. 

These  characteristics  are  not  mere 
trifles  which  will  change  entirely  as 
time  passes.  To  be  sure,  the  expression 
may  and  will  be  different,  but  the  un- 
derlying disposition  remains,  giving  the 
basis  or  foundation  for  the  superstruc- 
ture to  be  builded  through  the  years. 

Obviously  it  is  the  duty  and  respon- 
sibility of  parents  to  recognize  the  dif- 
ferent types  of  individuality  and  to  help 
tactfully  and  wisely  in  the  growth  and 
anfolding  of  each  little  life. 

If  baby  tears  a  leaf  from  a  book,  or 
:hrows  a  dish  upon  the  floor,  breaking 
t  to  pieces,  or  finds  some  candy  and 
;ats  it  all  up,  it  doesn't  necessarily  mean 
that  he  is  going  to  be  an  older  boy  or 
nan  who  will  be  utterly  indifferent  to 
the  rights  of  others,  destructive,  greedy 
ind  dishonest.  But  it  does  mean  that  the 
thild  responds  to  his  own  impulses  read- 
ly,  and  that  he  must  be  helped  to  de- 
/elop  a  measure  of  self-control  for  his 
)wn    protection. 

He  can  and  should  be  restrained  from 
tearing  paper.  Most  children  like  to 
iear  the  noise  it  makes  when  it  is  being 
torn. 

Mother  can  point  to  the  torn  page  or 
Daper,  even  if  it  be  newspaper,  shake  her 
lead  and  say,  "No,  no,  we  mustn't  spoil 
things!"  He  can  be  reproved  for  throw- 
ng   a   dish   and   breaking   it. 

Or  again,  baby  may  be  shown  a 
tlean,  whole  glass  and  the  word  be 
fpoken,  "Nice,  nice."  Then  pointing  to 
:he  broken  glass  and  shaking  the  head 
gravely,  the  descriptive  words  can  fol- 
ow,    "All   spoiled!" 

It  is  a  good  thing  to  have  some  com- 
panion words  which  have  a  meaning  to 
the  child,  as  "nice" — "spoil."  Even  the 
ittlc  child  will  soon  gather  the  idea  that 
Mother  approves  of  anything  that  is 
lice,  and  disapproves  of  what  is  spoiled. 

As  the  child  grows  older,  other  les- 
sons are  taught,  naturally,  day  by  day 
— to  be  kind  to  pets,  to  be  generous 
with  playmates,  to  be  truthful  and 
honest,  and  to  refrain  from  touching 
diings  that  belong  to  others  unless  we 
lave   permission. 

It  is  going  to  take  time  and  patience 
and  a  great  deal  of  love  and  under- 
standing to  encourage  virtues  of  lovely 
characteristics    to    take    the      place      of 


nursery   faults — weeds   in   the   garden   of 
the  little  life. 

The  mother  herself  is  often  overtired 
and  hurried  and  anxious  and  irritable. 
She,  too,  must  avoid  yielding  to  these 
weaknesses.  They  are  likely  to  make  her 
impatient  and  faultfinding  and  some- 
times ready  to  punish  for  what  is  ig- 
nored  at   other   times.    This   isn't    fair. 

We,  who  are  mothers,  need  to  culti- 
vate the  gracious  fineness  in  the  disci- 
pline and  training  of  our  little  people, 
which    will    bring    out    the    best    in   each 


Mother  Leads   Heaven- 
ward 

In  his  ninetieth  year,  Dr.  John 
R.  Miller,  writing  a  letter  to  a 
young  mother  about  her  spiritual 
problems  said,  "God  came  to  me 
first  in  my  mother.  He  could  not 
have  come  to  me  in  any  other  way 
to  bless  me,  so  He  put  His  love 
and  tenderness  and  purity  and 
grace  and  sweetness  i  n  t  o  my 
mother,  and  she  revealed  them  to 
me.  After  awhile  I  began  to  know 
God  in  other  xvays,  learning  to 
trust  Him  and  to  lean  upon  Him. 
Now  in  my  old  age  my  mother  has 
gone,  but  God  remains.  And  what 
my  mother  ivas  to  me  in  my  in- 
fancy, God  is  to  me  in  my  old 
age." 


Does  my  daily  life  with  my  pre- 
cious children  reveal  God  to  them? 
Does  each  day's  experience  build 
the  ladder  higher  w  h  i  c  h  leads 
heavenward?  Or  does  my  impa- 
tience and  faithlessness  erect  bar- 
riers that  shut  out  His  loving  pres- 
ence? If  the  latter  be  true,  let  me 
pray  God  to  forgive.  Let  me 
strive  that  my  daily  example  in 
the  home  form  the  ladder  by  which 
my  loved  ones  mount  round  by 
round   toward  God. 

one,  and  give  each  small  lad  and  lass 
the  assurance  that  Mother  loves  each 
one  even  if  he  has  been  disobedient  or 
naughty. 

The  utter  desolation  of  a  child's  heart 
is  indescribable  if  it  finds  itself  ignored 
or  severely  punished  when  no  wrong 
had.  been  intended  or  thought  of.  Con- 
tinued treatment  of  that  kind  will 
surely  bear  bitter  fruit,  and  perhaps  give 
birth  to  a  spirit  of  defiance  and  stealth 
and  deceitfulness.  Many  a  child  has  said 
in  its  own    heart,      "Just    wait    until  I 


grow  up  and  I'll  show  you  that  you 
can't   treat  me  like  this!" 

Better  far  to  take  time  to  help  the 
little  one  to  understand  that  it  hurts 
kitty  to  pull  its  tail,  and  that's  why 
kitty  mews  and  scratches;  that  telling 
what  isn't  so  is  too  bad,  because  after 
a  while  no  one  will  believe  us  when  we 
do  tell  the  truth,  and  besides,  it  shows 
that  we  are  cowardly  —  not  brave 
enough   to   tell   things   as   they  are. 

The  little  lad  who  took  a  fifty-cent 
piece  from  the  pocketbook  which  a 
caller  had  left  beside  her  hat  in  the 
hall,  had  a  motive  for  taking  that  mon- 
ey. It  was  not  to  spend  it  or  to  enjoy 
a  treat  of  some  kind.  The  reason  was 
this: 

John  was  a  delicate  child  and 
couldn't  play  many  of  the  games  other 
children  could  enjoy.  So  he  sought, 
without  realizing  it,  for  compensation 
in  his  own  life,  and  to  show  the  other 
children  that  in  some  ways  he  could  ex- 
cel them. 

The  other  children  often  had  pennies, 
occasionally  a  nickel,  and  once  in  a 
while  a  dime.  But  John  had  never  seen 
any  of  his  little  friends  have  a  big  coin 
like  that.  It  must  represent  great  wealth. 

Curiosity  led  him  to  look  into  that 
pocketbook.  Long  before  he  had  reached 
that  age  he  should  have  been  taught 
that  we  have  no  right  to  listen  to  what 
is  not  intended  for  us  to  hear,  or  to 
satisfy  our  curiosity  by  looking  into 
someone  else's  things,  even  to  enter  a 
closed  door  uninvited  and  without  rap- 
ping. 

If  John  had  not  opened  the  pocket- 
book  he  would  not  have  faced  the  temp- 
tation of  the  fifty-cent  piece,  but  even 
at  that  he  needed  to  know  that  it  was 
not  his  and  he  shouldn't  take  it  or  even 
want   it. 

Fortunate  is  that  little  one  who  has  a 
mother  who  will  talk  over  the  problems 
of  his  young  life  frankly  with  him,  and 
help  him  to  see  how  to  meet  them  in 
just   the   finest   way  possible. 

Years  ago  there  were  two  sisters.  The 
older  one  always  sacrificed  for  the 
younger  one  and  did  all  possible  for  the 
little  one's  happiness.  The  little  one 
grew  to  be  selfish,  boastful  and  vain. 

The  older  one  married  a  man  of  con- 
siderable wealth.  The  younger  one  mar- 
ried, a  man  of  very  limited  means.  The 
older  one  was  always  doing  for  the 
younger  one  and  her  children,  continuing 
to  put  as  much  happiness  and  joy  into 
her  sister's  life  as  she  could. 

The  time  came  when  conditions  were 
reversed.  The  older  sister  lost  her  husband 
and  her  money.  The  younger  one  and 
her  family  were  in  better  circumstances 
and  prosperous.  It  was  then  that  the 
younger  one  might  have  shown  consid- 
eration and  love  and  kindness.  But  she 
didn't  do  it  for  she  had  not  been  taught 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  In  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic. 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  ble-ssing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
!r>    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  shou'd  be 
icandcd  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
Intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  yon  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  pen- 
pie  from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in   a    Y.    P.    E.    meeting, 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  ana 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    frienas. 

Bible  Lesson 

Ruth  Ayres 

Topic:  "HOW  TO  FIND  HAP- 
PINESS" 

The  pursuit  of  happiness  is  universal. 
In  its  pursuit,  some  men  take  to  ac- 
count only  of  this  life  and  of  this  world. 
Others  recognize  and  take  into  account 
the  world  to  come.  I  seriously  doubt  if 
a  naturalistic  philosopher  of  life  has 
ever  discovered  the  true  answer  to  any 
of  the  problems  that  perplex  humanity. 
The  book  of  Ecclesiastes  is  a  book  of 
wisdom,  but  of  a  materialistic  wisdom. 
It  is  the  wisdom  of  this  world  as  against 
the  wisdom  of  a  divine  revelation.  Solo- 
mon, who  wrote  it,  was  a  pure  mate- 
rialist, and  the  book  is  the  word  of  a 
disappointed  and  disillusioned  man  whose 
whole  philosophy  of  life  is  based  on  a 
premise  of  "under  the  sun." 

Solomon  found  himself  with  an  as- 
sured position,  a  guarantee  of  wealth 
and  honor,  and  the  consciousness  of  so- 
cial and  moral  obligation — just  like  ev- 
ery other  man  in  that  situation.  He  at 
once  set  himself  to  find  the  path  to  the 
house  of  permanent  happiness.  If  we  are 
willing    to    learn    with    him    and    from 


him,  it  is  easy  to  be  seen  that  there  are 
only  five  possible  paths  to  that  house  of 
happiness  as  long  as  we  accept  the  limi- 
tations of  our  search  to  his  philosophy 
of  "under   the  sun." 

HE  TRIED  WISDOM 

Solomon  tried  out  the  path  of  wisdo 
that  wisdom  that  comes  from  observa 
tion,  meditation  and  conversation.  It  is 
the  particular  wisdom  of  this  world. 
Solomon  was  a  Scientist,  a  Biologist,  a 
Botonist,  a  Geologist,  and  Astronomer 
by  observation,  a  Socialogist,  a  States- 
man. He  knew  the  lore  of  ages  and  he 
wrote  three  thousand  proverbs  of  prac- 
tical wisdom  concerning  everyday  life, 
but  when  he  found  out  all  he  could 
know  and  wrote  all  he  would  write,  his 
only  conclusion  was  that  life  isn't  worth 
living,  "It  is  vanity  of  vanities." 
TRIED  WINE 

Second,  he  tried  the  path  of  wine.  It 
cheered  his  flesh  to  see  pleasure  through 
the  stimulation  of  alcoholic  drink — not 
that  he  was  a  drunkard  but  that  he  re- 
cognized and  indulged  in  the  realm  of 
wine.  He  recognized  it  in  politics  and  in 
society,  and  as  a  program  of  his  per- 
sonal life.  But  he  soon  discovered  the 
wine  realm  is  always  a  disappointment 
and  nothing  at  the  bottom  of  the  cup 
but  dregs. 

TRIED  WEALTH 

Third,  Solomon  tried  the  path  of 
wealth.  He  piled  up  gold  and  precious 
stones  in  Jerusalem,  imported  tin,  con- 
trolled commerce  of  the  seas  and  gave 
himself  to  trade  which  made  wealth 
flow  in  the  streets  of  his  city  as  water 
in  the  river  bed.  But  after  gaining  all 
the  luxuries  of  life  which  wealth  made 
possible,  retinues  of  slaves,  musical  and 
artistic  programs,  the  finest  equipages 
and  royal  palaces,  he  again  decided  that 
life  wasn't  worth  living.  Why?  But  let's 
go   on. 

TRIED  BUILDING 

Then  he  gave  himself  to  the  building 
program  with  unlimited  national  wealth 
as  his  resource,  and  in  command  of  the 
finest  architectural  geniuses  of  his  age, 
he  erected  a  palace  with  cedars  for  him- 
self, and  the  temple  sealed  with  gold 
for  his  God.  He  built  a  great  city  and 
supplied  it  with  aqueducts  and  viaducts. 
He  planted  great  nurseries  and  built  re- 
servoirs to  sustain  them,  only  to  find 
that  his  works,  like  his  wealth  could  not 
stand  the  test  of  circumstance  or  of 
time,  and  left  him  at  the  last  with  noth- 
ing stable  to  rest  his  weary  heart  and 
jaded  mind  upon. 

So  after  having  tried  all  possible  paths 
of  earthly  wisdom,  Solomon  discovered 
that  he  hated  life.  So  will  every  man 
who  seeks  to  wrest  from  it  the  secret  of 
heart  happiness  while  he  leaves  God  out. 
Suddenly  Solomon  discovered  that  God 
has  written  "Eternity"  in  the  heart  of 
man,  and  that  we  were  made  for  God, 
and   cannot    rest   until    we   rest   in   Him: 


our  God,  our  hope,  and  salvation. 

We  can  see  that  happiness  radiates 
from  God's  love  that's  been  rooted  in  the 
heart — a  happiness  so  genuine  that  it  is 
unmistakably  true.  Nothing  but  it  can 
ompletely    satisfy. 

Bible  Lesson 

"COMPLETE    CONSECRA- 
TION" 
LEADER'S  POINTS 

God  chooses  to  have  our  entire  being, 
our  all.  He  can  only  use  us  as  we  sur- 
render ourselves  to  Him.  Therefore,  we 
are  to  study  what  "Complete  Consecra 
tion"  means.  As  we  look  in  the  Bible  for 
a  number  that  will  stand  for  complete 
ness,  we  find  that  the  number  seven  is 
used  more  than  any  other  to  stand  for 
completeness.  Our  lesson  this  time  will 
have  to  do  with  consecration  in  a  seven- 
fold way.  Each  speaker  will  take  a  dif 
ferent  part  of  our  body  and  tell  why  it 
must  be  given  over  to  the  Lord's  use. 
for  the  whole  body  to  be  consecrated  to 
God.  It  takes  giving  our  mind,  hands, 
tongue,  eyes,  ears,  feet  and  heart.  Rom 
12:1.  Consecration  as  a  word  is  not 
found  in  the  Bible  but  this  Scripture 
means  giving  or  presenting  our  bodies 
a  living  sacrifice,  which  is  consecration 
(Points  for  the  speakers  are  mostl) 
scripture  verses  and  points  by  M.  A 
Monday.) 

PRESENTING  OUR  MINDS 

First,  we  notice  Rom.  12:2,  "Be  nol 
conformed  to  this  world:  but  be  yi 
transformed  by  the  renewing  of  youi 
mind,  that  ye  may  prove  what  is  thai 
good,  and  acceptable,  and  perfect,  wil 
of  God."  So  unless  we  present  or  givi 
our  minds  to  God  so  that  they  will  re 
ceivc  that  renewing  from  Him,  we  can- 
not know  the  will  of  God.  The  ques 
tion  might  be  asked,  "How  can  I  givi 
my  mind?"  God's  Word  is  His  will,  s< 
if  we  study  the  Word  we  should  not  b 
ismorant  concerning  His  will.  We  fin<! 
then  that  we  can  give  our  minds  b)l 
study  of  God's  Word.  The  person  wh< 
feeds  his  mind  on  poor  thoughts  wilj 
soon  starve  his  soul  to  death.  Let's  no| 
starve  our  souls.  We  need  a  mind  t< 
work.  If  we  study  the  Word  we  canno 
but  find  plenty  to  do. 

GIVING  OUR  HANDS 

Eph.  4:2  8,  "Let  him  that  stole  stea 
no  more:  but  rather  let  him  laboui 
working  with  his  hands  the  thing  whic 
is  good,  that  he  may  have  to  give  t 
him,  that  needeth."  The  Bible  also  say 
that  he  that  hath  clean  hands  and  a  pur 
heart  shall  ascend  into  the  hill  of  th 
Lord.  The  hill  of  the  Lord  is  the  heigh 
that  every  Christian  is  seeking  wit' 
God;  so  we  see  it  is  important  to  givl 
our  hands  to  the  things  that  will  hel 
us  to  go  higher  with  God  or  to  be  mor 
consecrated  to  God.  Another  reason  i 
is  important  is  that  he  who  fails  to  plac 
his  hand  in   the  hand  of  God  is  easy  t 
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be  led  astray.  Our  hands  must  be  dedi- 
cated to  God.  If  we  would  give  more 
of  what  we  make  with  our  hands,  we 
would  have  more  blessings  coming  our 
way  from  God. 

GIVING  OUR   TONGUES    TO  GOD 
IN  CONSECRATION 

Our  tongues  must  be  tamed  as  we  find 
in  James  3:5-9.  (Read  the  reference  and 
comment.)  The  tongue  depends  more 
or  less  on  the  consecration  of  the  ears, 
eyes  and  other  parts  of  the  body.  If  the 
ears  are  consecrated  to  God,  they  will 
refuse  to  hear  some  things  that  the  un- 
tamed tongue  will  pass  along  as  gossip. 
If  the  eyes  are  consecrated,  they  will 
not  see  some  things  that  the  untamed 
tongue  will  pass  as  news.  The  same  wav 
with  the  mind  that  is  consecrated,  not 
having  time  to  think  on  some  things 
that  an  untamed  tongue  will  delight  to 
pass  to  someone  else.  Surely  the  tongue 
is  a  fire.  We  know  that  God  alone  can 
tame  the  tongue,  therefore  the  great 
need  of  sanctification  by  the  blood  of 
Jesus   Christ. 

EYES  TO  SEE  GOD 

Matt.  26:41,  "Watch  and  pray,  that 
ye  enter  not  into  temptation."  We  should 
behold  Jesus  always!  Praise  His  name! 
Look  for  things  like  Him  in  our  fellow- 
men  and  ourselves  will  be  lost  sight  of. 
That  is  the  great  secret  of  entire  or  com- 
plete consecration,  losing  sight  of  our- 
selves. If  we  look  on  Christ  always  in- 
stead of  looking  back  into  the  world  of 
material  things,  we  will  always  be  quali- 
fied  for  God's  use   and  kingdom. 

We  find  in  Psalms  5:3  that  David  de- 
clared that  he  would  look  up.  And  you 
will  notice  that  he  said  when  he  would 
do  this  too.  He  said  he  would  pray  in  the 
morning  and  look  up.  Now  we  should  be- 
gin early  in  the  day  and  consecrate  our- 
selves daily  to  God.  Luke  also  tells  vis 
that  we  will  see  the  Son  of  man  com- 
ing in  the  clouds  with  power  and  great 
glory,  then  to  look  up  for  our  redemp- 
tion draweth  nigh.  Then  why  not  look 
up  always  to  Jesus,  seeing  only  those 
things  that  would  please  blim  for  us  to 
do?  Let  us  consecrate  our  eyes  where- 
by we  can  only  see  God  and  not  the 
things  that  would  make  our  tongues 
gossip   and   displease  Him. 

EARS  THAT  HEAR  GOD 

"Doth  not  the  ear  try  words?"  Job 
12:11,  In  this  verse  we  find  that  even 
as  the  mouth  tastes  meats  presumably 
to  see  if  it  is  the  kind  to  be  desired,  so 
doth  the  ear  try  words  to  see  if  they  are 
the  right  kind.  Oh,  how  we  should  be 
careful  to  weigh  words  or  try  them  out 
before  we  pass  them  on  with  our  lips  or 
lodge   them  in  our  minds. 

Prov.  17:4  tells  vis  that  a  liar  gives 
ear  to  a  naughty  tongue,  so  we  see  that 
our  members  or  the  different  parts  of 
our  body  are  dependent  on  each  other. 
We  must  be  completely  consecrated, 
dedicated  or  sanctified.   Praise  the  Lord 


for  Matt.  13:16,  "Blessed  are  your  eyes, 
for  they  see:  and  for  your  ears,  for  they 
hear."  Acts  7:51  should  be  a  warning 
to  us  along  this  line. 

It  keeps  our  minds  busy  to  grade  the 
things  that  come  into  our  ears. 

FEET  THAT  WALK  WITH  GOD 

Heb.  12:1;  1  Pet.  2:1,  2.  If  we  are 
to  lay  aside  the  weights,  what  are  they? 
You  know  the  Word  of  God  should  take 
the  place  of  other  things.  If  we  fill 
ourselves  with  the  milk  of  the  Word  and 
also  build  a  wall  of  protection  around 
vis  with  the  Word  we  will  be  able  to 
grow  toward  Him  in  praise  and  thanks- 
givings. However,  if  we  are  weighted 
down  with  these  things,  all  malice,  guile, 
and  hypocrisies,  and  envies  and  all  evil 
speaking,  we  cannot  go  on  in  the  race 
that  is  set  before  us.  If  we  have  feet  that 
walk  to  church  whenever  there  is  any 
service  that  we  can  receive  a  blessing 
from  (that  is  all  of  the  services)  or  go 
to  someone  in  need  to  help  him,  in  other 
words,  if  we  go  only  where  we  can 
glorify  the  Lord,  by  going  our  feet  then 
are  consecrated  feet.  These  are  the  things 
that  will  prove  whether  we  are  conse- 
crated,   mind   you. 

A  CONSECRATED  HEART 

Those  that  abide  in  the  tabernacle  of 
the  Lord  have  truth  in  their  hearts,  we 
find  in  Psalms  15.  Luke  21:34  is  a  great 
warning  to  us  to  take  heed  to  ourselves, 
lest  at  any  time  our  hearts  be  over- 
charged. With  what?  Surfeiting,  and 
drunkenness,  and  cares  of  this  life.  Well, 
why  should  not  they  be  in  this  condi- 
tion? Because  the  day  of  the  Lord's  re- 
turn is  coming  and  we  will  be  taken  un- 
awares. Do  we  want  to  be  ready  for  Tlis 
second  coming?  Yes,  we  do.  The  thing 
to  do  then  is  to  keep  our  hearts  in  the 
truth.  It  all  depends  on  our  complete 
seven! old  consecration  to  God.  Christ 
Himself  never  becomes  so  big  in  our  life 
as  when  the  whole  heart  is  given  to 
Him.  If  we  are  in  love  with  anything 
more  than  with  our  Christ,  then  we  had 
better  be  careful  for  our  hearts  are  not 
wholly  His. 

When  our  hearts  are  full  of  pvire  re- 
ligion our  minds  are  full  of  pure 
thoughts  and  our  lives  full  of  pure  acts 
and  deeds.  This  then  is  the  actual  test 
of  consecration  in  every  way;  pvire  re- 
ligion in  our  hearts!  What  then  is  pvire 
religion.  We  have  the  definition  in  James 
1:27.  If  we  are  unspotted  from  the  world 
then  our  lives  are  hid  away  with  Christ 
in  God  and  the  fatherless  and  widows 
will  be  recipients  of  our  services.  Conse- 
quently when  the  heart  is  in  tune  with 
God  the  sovd  is  full  of  heavenly  music. 
LEADER'S  CLOSING  POINTS 

Now  we  can  see  our  complete  or  sev- 
enfold consecration  in  the  service  of  the 
Lord.  If  we  are  doing  all  that  we  can 
along  all  these  lines,  then  we  are  given 
over  to  God.  It  takes  constant  living 
in   faith.   We   must   have  praises   to   God 


with  thanksgiving.  We  must  praise  Him 
for  everything  as  the  Bible  says.  We  can- 
not grumble  at  our  circumstances  and 
keep  the  sunshine  of  God's  love  upon 
us.  You  have  heard,  no  doubt,  some  ob- 
ject that  we  can  give  thanks  in  every- 
thing, but  we  cannot  give  thanks  for 
everything.  In  Eph.  5:20  we  are  def- 
itely  instructed  of  the  Holy  Ghost  to 
be  "giving  thanks  ALWAYS  FOR  ALL 
THINGS  unto  God  and  the  Father  in 
the  name  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ." 
Does  this  give  any  room  for  complaining 
about  anything?  No,  praise  Him!  Why 
are  we  not  told  by  the  preacher  in  Eccles. 
3  that  there  is  a  time  to  pray  or  a  time 
to  praise?  Because  we  are  called  on  to 
pray  without  ceasing,  and  also  to  offer 
the  sacrifice  of  praise  to  God  continual- 
ly, that  is,  the  fruit  of  our  lips,  giving 
thanks  unto  Flis  name.  The  Bible  does 
not   contradict   itself   anywhere. 

Entire  sevenfold  consecration  then 
is  a  result  of  giving  over  our  wills  to 
that  of  the  Father's.  Praise  God!  Let  us 
praise  Him  for  the  hard  places  as  well  as 
the   joys   we   have   through   salvation. 

(Suggested  helps  to  make  the  pro- 
gram a  well-rounded  whole  are  found 
below.) 

1.  Poem,  "Oh,  To  Be  Nothing,"  Page 
43    in   "Silver  Lining." 

2.  Song,  "Consecration,"  Otis  Mc- 
Coy, Page  5  5  in  "Living  Presents"  and 
in   many   of   our   other   song   books. 

3.  Song,  "Take  My  Life  and  Let  It 
Be." 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Exelma  Holly 
Topic,  "PLEASING  GOD" 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
We  are  told  that  Christ  is  our  ex- 
ample and  we  are  to  follow  in  His 
steps.  Now  He  lived  a  life,  while  here, 
to  please  His  Father.  This  may  take  for 
us,  many  sacrifices,  cause  reproaches, 
persecution,  and  self-denial,  but  in  the 
end  a  great  reward.  God  is  not  pleased 
with  the  way  many  are  living,  therefore 
they  fail  to  receive  His  blessings.  We  can 
not  please  Him  unless  we  obey  Him  and 
keep  His  Word,  for  when  we  please  Him 
by  obeying,  then  we  are  spelling  love  to 
Him.  Hear  Him  say,  "And  he  that  sent 
me  is  with  me:  the  Father  hath  not  left 
me  alone;  for  I  do  always  those  things 
that  please  Him,"  John  8:29.  The  rea- 
son many  are  alone  to  fight  the  battle 
they  haven't  done  the  things  that  please 
Him  and  He  does  not  say,  Well  done. 
We  can't  have  our  way  and  please  God, 
for  even  Christ  pleased  not  Himself, 
Rom.    15:3. 

HOW  CHRIST  PLEASED  GOD 
To  begin  with  He  did  the  will  of  God. 
Then  He  said,  "I,  Lo,  I  come  (in  the 
volume  of  the  book  it  is  written  of 
me,)  to  do  thy  will,  O  God,"  Heb.  10: 
7,  and  was  about  His  Father's  bvisiness, 
Luke  2:49.   Instead  of  resting  as  we  do 
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many  times  He  worked.  "I  must  work 
the  works  of  him  that  sent  me,  while  it 
is  day:  the  night  cometh,  when  no  man 
can  work,"  John  9:4.  He  also  prayed, 
"Thy  will  be  done,  "  Matt.  26:42.  And 
being  found  in  fashion  as  a  man,  He 
humbled  Himself,  and  became  obedient 
unto  death,  even  the  death  of  the  cross, 
Phil  2:8.  And  we  hear  the  Father  say, 
"This  is  my  beloved  Son,  in  whom  I  am 
well  pleased,"  Matt.  3:17.  He  will  own 
us,  and  we  may  hear  from  heaven  too, 
when  we  please  Him.  Then  we  will  hear 
Him  say,  "Come,  ye  blessed  of  my  Fa- 
ther, inherit  the  kingdom  prepared  for 
you  from  the  foundation  of  the  world," 
Matt.  2  5:34. 

PLEASING  OTHERS 
Tea  much  time  and  efforts  are  spent 
pleasing  others.  Paul  said:  "For  do  I  now 
persuade  men,  or  God?  or  do  I  seek  to 
please  men?  for  if  I  yet  please  men,  I 
should  not  be  the  servant  of  Christ," 
Gal.  1:10.  "For  they  loved  the  praise 
of  men  more  than  the  praise  of  God," 
John  12:43.  Some  are  even  dressing  to 
please  men  instead  of  being  clothed  with 
humility,  and  adorning  the  hidden  man 
of  the  heart.  It  would  be  all  right  to 
please  man  if  we  received  eternal  life,  or 
our  reward  from  them,  but  we  are  work- 
ing for  God,  not  man,  and  it  is  He  who 
will  reward  us.  "When  a  man's  ways 
please  the  Lord,  he  maketh  even  his  ene- 
mies to  be  at  peace  with  him,"  Prov. 
16:7. 

HOW  TO  PLEASE  GOD 
We  will  please  Him  first,  by  accept- 
ing His  Son  as  our  Savior,  letting  Him 
wash  us  in  His  own  blood  and  then 
tarry  until  we  receive  the  Holy  Ghost, 
after  which  we  must  walk  in  the  light 
of  His  Word.  And  as  we  continue  to  fol- 
low the  Lord,  we  must  notice  some  more 
things  He  said  for  us  to  do.  "In  all  thy 
ways  acknowledge  him,  and  he  shall  di- 
rect thy  paths,"  Prov.  3:6.  Pray  as  He 
taught  His  disciples,  Thy  will  be  done. 
Being  a  cheerful  giver,  doing  good  for 
evil,  glorifying  God  in  our  body  and 
spirit,  abstaining  from  all  appearance  of 
evil,  giving  not  that  which  is  holy  un- 
to the  dogs,  putting  on  the  whole  armor 
of  God,  obeying  them  who  have  the 
rule  over  you  in  the  Lord,  and  watch  and 
pray,  resisting  the  devil  on  every  hand 
are  a  few  ways  to  please  Him  and  I  feel 
when  we  do  these  the  other  things  He 
said  will  not  be  hard,  we  will  at  least 
be  in  His  favor  as  we  obey  Him,  Heb. 
13:16. 

THE  REWARD  FOR  PLEASING  GOD 
I  remember  when  I  was  a  child,  if  I 
pleased  mother  by  doing  what  she  had 
told  me  she  would  buy  me  candy,  or 
something  nice,  and  sometimes  let  me 
m  on  a  visit.  Now  the  Lord  will  do 
even  more  for  us  and  all  we  do  for 
FTim    He    will    not    forget    our   labor   of 


love.  It  will  not  be  hard  to  strive  to 
please  the  Lord,  when  we  think  of  the 
reward  at  the  end  of  the  way.  Just 
think  of  a  home  in  heaven,  a  house  not 
made  with  hands  eternal  in  the  heavens. 
Our  homes  decay  and  are  often  destroyed, 
but  this  one  is  eternal.  To  get  to  eat  of 
the  tree  of  life,  be  clothed  in  white  rai- 
ment, have  a  new  name,  get  to  sit  with 
Jesus  on  His  Father's  throne,  receive  a 
crown  of  glory  that  fadeth  not  away, 
2  Peter  5:4,  and  have  everlasting  life 
ever  to  be  with  the  Lord,  and  all  the  re- 
deemed, what  more  could  one  wish  for? 
Is  not  this  worth  suffering,  and  striving 
for?  That  is  not  all,  "But  as  it  is  writ- 
ten, Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard, 
.....  the  things  which  God  hath 
prepared  for  them  that  love  him,"  1  Cor. 
2:9. 

Song  suggested,  "I'll  Be  a  Friend  to 
Jesus." 

Bible  Lesson 
Topic,    "JESUS— WONDERFUL" 

Luke  2:1-20;   Isaiah   9:6 

Introduction:      The  early     prophecies. 

The   fulfillment   in  His  birth.   His  name 

tells  of  Him;      the  prophet      said  it   was 

Wonderful,  Ponder  the  wonder  of  it  all. 

I.  THE  WONDER  OF  HIS  BIRTH 

1.  Of  a  virgin;  essential;  fundamental 
(Isa.    7:14). 

2.  Rome's  census  machinery  set  in  mo- 
tion   (Luke   2:1). 

3.  In   an   obscure   village    (Mic.    5:2). 

4.  In  the  fullness  of  time   (Gal.  4:4). 

5.  Earth  silent;  heaven  sent  a  choir 
(Luke    2:13). 

6.  No  room  for  the  king  (Luke  2: 
7). 

II.  TFIE  WONDER  OF  HIS  NATURE 

1.  A  mystery.  The  voice  said,  "Thou 
art  my  beloved  Son,  in  whom  I  am  well 
pleased."  He  sat  on  the  curb  of  a  well, 
"being  wearied  with   his   journey." 

2.  Paul  said,  "In  him  dwelleth  all  the 
fullness  of  the  Godhead  bodily."  Yet 
He  was  human,  required  food,  sleep, 
shelter,  and  longed  for  human  compan- 
ionship. 

3.  He  said,  "I  and  my  Father  are  one." 
Yet  Fie  permitted  them  to  arrest  and 
crucify  Him. 

III.  THE   WONDER  OF  HIS  CHAR- 

ACTER 
Not  a  flaw.  He  lived  in  a  hostile 
world,  but  His  judge  said  at  last,  "I 
find  no  fault  in  him."  He  ate  with  pub- 
licans and  sinners.  The  sinning  woman 
shrank  from  Simon,  the  Pharisee,  but 
drew  near  to  Him.  Joseph  of  Arima- 
thaea    and    Nicodemus,    His    disciples. 

IV.  THE  WONDER  OF  HiS  TEACIi- 

ING 

1.  Contrast    to    scribes    and    Pharisees. 

2.  With   authority. 

3.  The  common  people  heard  Him 
gladly.  "T  h  e  profligate  woman." 
"Neither    do    I    condemn    thee." 


V.   THE    WONDER   OF   HIS   WORK 

1.  Perfect  atonement  for  sin  (John 
19:30;   Heb.    9:26). 

2.  Saves  from  power  of  sin  (John  8: 
36;    2    Cor.    5:17). 

3.  His   future   work    (John    14:3). 

Conclusion:  The  wonder  of  our  unbe- 
lief and  unconcern.  The  wonder  of  His 
lite  and  death  should  bring  us  to  His 
feet  in  repentance  and  love.  As  John 
Newton  came  to  the  end  of  his  life  and 
memory  slipped,  but  two  facts  remained 
clear,  one  that  he  was  a  great  sinner, 
and  the  other  that  Christ  is  a  great 
Savior.  "I'm  lost  in  wonder,  love,  and 
praise." — Robert   J.  Koffend. 


Young  People's  Day  at  Camp 

Meeting 

(Continued  from  page   11) 

all  times;  responding  readily  at  all  times 
to  the  call  for  service,  saying  with  Paul, 
"So  much  as  in  me  is,  I  am  ready  to 
preach  the  gospel;"  go  to  a  foreign  coun- 
try, do  personal  work  as  the  case  may 
be. 

We  began  the  evening  service  at  7:45 
with  more  good  music  and  the  Lord 
still  blessing.  The  subject  for  the  eve- 
ning was  "Lower  Lights."  Brother  W. 
C.  Byrd  gave  an  inspiring  talk  on 
"Lower  Lights  in  the  Church,"  fol- 
lowed by  another  one  by  Brother  J.  B. 
Ellis.  God  bless  dear  old  Brother  Ellis; 
he  could  easily  have  used  his  own  life 
for  a  basis  of  his  subject,  "How  Can  a 
Minister  Be  a  Lower  Light?"  He  read 
part  of  the  5  th  chapter  of  Matthew.  He 
reminded  us  of  the  fact  that  a  little 
light  shows  up  brightest  in  a  dark  cor- 
ner away  from  other  lights.  Young 
Christians  can  do  most  work  in  byways 
and  hedges. 

Sister  Brady  Tharp  next  gave  us  some 
thoughts  en  "How  Can  We  Be  Lower 
Lights?"  The  best  way,  as  she  pointed 
out,  is  through  service.  The  last  speaker 
of  the  evening  was  Sister  Lucy  Harris, 
who  '^J-ve  a  talk  on  "Consecration."  To 
be  the  best  lower  lights  we  must  be 
wholly    consecrated. 

The  Lord  wonderfully  blessed  in  the 
candle  service,  when  from  the  larger 
candle  representing  Jesus  the  young  peo- 
ple lighted  small  candles  indicat- 
ing a  desire  to  be  a  lower  light  for 
Jesus.  We  concluded  with  an  altar 
service.  The  altar  was  filled  with 
young  people  seeking  a  closer  walk  with 
God.  The  Lord  came  down  and  many 
were  blessed,  and  many  filled  with  re- 
newed zeal  and  greater  determination  to 
do  more  for  Him  in  the  future,  to  be  a 
brighter  light  and  to  send  our  rays  a 
little  farther  than  ever  before.  Each 
Young  People's  day  is  a  refueling,  giv- 
ing us  new  zeal,  more  resisting  power 
and  a  greater  determination  to  carry  us 
through  the  next  year. — One  who  was 
blessed,   lone  Watts  Self. 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  your  paper,  The 
Lighted  Pathway,  for  some  time  and  I 
like  to  read  it.  I  think  it  is  one  of  the 
best  religious  papers   I  have  ever   read. 

I  would  like  to  subscribe  for  one  year 
as  I  cannot  always  get  one  at  the  church 
and  I  do  not  want  to  miss  an  issue. 

May  the  Lord  richly  bless  you  and 
your  work. — Miss  Ellen  Cathcart,  De- 
troit,   Mich. 


Dear    Sister    Harrison: 

I  read  your  Editor's  Message  month- 
ly and  can  hardly  start  to  tell  you  just 
how  much  encouragement  I  get  from 
your  page.  It  helps  me  to  be  more  de- 
termined to  go  all   the   way  with  Jesus. 

I  can  see  the  fulfilling  of  the  Bible 
each  day  I  live  and  I  do  want  to  be 
ready  when  Jesus  comes.  I  thank  the 
dear  Lord  for  blessing  us  with  good  peo- 
ple like  you,  who  can  comfort  broken 
hearts  as  you  can  through  Him.  May- 
God  bless  you  to  keep  His  good  work 
going.  Pray  for  me.  —  Mrs.  Ruben 
Knight,    Odum,    Ga. 


Dear    Sister    Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  I  am  so 
sorry  to  hear  of  your  accident,  but 
trust  by  this  time  you  are  greatly  im- 
proved, for  I  know  you  are  in  the  hands 
of  a  Great  Physician.  I  will  be  looking, 
as  usual,  for  your  sweet  message  of  en- 
couragement in  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
can  hardly  wait  for  each  new  copy;  I 
know  there  will  be  a  blessing  in  each 
page. 

We  had  the  July  Y.  P.  E.  rally  here; 
there  were  two  hundred  and  one  who  reg- 
istered and  about  fifty  that  didn't.  All 
except  two  churches  were  represented. 
Praise  God,  the  power  surely  fell  all  day 
and  souls  were  blessed.  Our  good  state 
overseer,  Brother  John  Douglas,  was 
with  us  all  day.  Each  church  gave  a 
small   program. 

I  am  enclosing  a  copy  of  our  little 
paper;  it  has  created  a  great  interest 
among  our  young  people. — Your  sister 
in  Christ,  Florence  Irvine,  142  3  Coro- 
nadc,   Long   Beach,   Calif. 


Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I've  never  written  you  before  but  I 
feel  as  if  I  must  write  you  a  few  words 
of  appreciation  in  regard  to  you  and 
your  wonderful  paper. 

I  have  been  a  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  since  the  first  issue  was  printed. 
I  really  enjoy  reading  it  for  it  is  a 
wonderful  paper.  I  always  buy  one  each 


month  from  the  Gideon  in  whatever 
town  or  city  I  am,  in  a  revival.  If  we 
go  to  a  place  where  there  is  no  Y.  P.  E. 
I  recommend  the  Lighted  Pathway  and 
send  for  the  superintendent  to  come  and 
organize  a  Y.  P.  E.  I  always  help  in  ev- 
ery way  I  can  to  get  the  young  people 
to  work. 

I  am  so  happy  over  the  way  the  Y. 
P.  E.  work  is  growing  in  many  states. 
I  certainly  appreciate  the  Lighted  Path- 
way and  the  great  work  you  are  doing. 
Your  messages  are  food  to  my  soul. 
Surely  I  am  speaking  the  sentiments  of 
the  Y.  P.  E.  in  general  when  I  say,  I  ap- 
preciate your  efforts  and  sacrifices  in 
making    the   Lighted    Pathway    possible. 

We  have  just  closed  a  good,  success- 
ful revival  in  Elberton,  Ga.  (a  new 
field).  We  appreciated  the  use  of  the 
Georgia  Y.  P.  E.  tent.  In  this  revival 
thirty  were  saved,  fifteen  sanctified  and 
six  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost.  We  set  a 
new  church  in  order  with  nine  members. 

There  were  many  young  people  in- 
terested in  having  a  Y.  P.  E.  I  talked 
to  them  about  the  great  work  the  Y.  P. 
E.  is  doing  and  tears  filled  their  eyes. 
They  said,  "We  want  to  do  something 
for  the  Lord."  They  seemed  so  inter- 
ested and  anxious  to  work.  The  district 
Y.  P.  E.  superintendent  will  go  over  to 
Elberton  soon  to  organize  and  get  the 
work  started. 

If  I  can  be  of  service  to  you  any 
time,  let  me  know.  My  prayers  are,  God 
bless  you  and  your  work. — Pauline 
Jackson. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lord  is  surely  blessing  our  Y.  P. 
E.  here  in  Wilmington.  It  seems  our 
meetings  are  more  spiritual  by  having 
such  a  wonderful  paper  as  the  Lighted 
Pathway   for  our  guide. 

We  have  organized  a  Junior  Y.  P.  E. 
and  the  Lord  is  blessing  in  wonderful 
ways.  The  membership  is  now  forty- 
two  and  most  every  meeting  the  member- 
ship increases. 

We  desire  the  prayers  of  all  Y.  P.  E. 
workers  that  both  the  Senior  and  Junior 
Y.  P.  E.  will  be  on  fire  for  God  and  a 
light   to  the  lost. 

We  want  to  thank  you  with  all  our 
heart  for  the  wonderful  work  you  are 
doing.  The  encouragements  and  bless- 
ings we  receive  from  the  Lighted  Path- 
way can  not  be  expressed.  I  really  thank 
God  for  someone  like  you  who  will  spend 
his  time  for  the  benefit  of  the  young 
people.  May  God  bless  you  and  your 
work.  —  Marjorie  Spooner,  Wilmington, 
N.  C. 


Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

I  just  can't  tell  you  how  much  I  en- 
joy reading  your  messages  each  month. 
I  want  all  to  pray  for  me  that  I  will  be 
saved  before  it  is  too  late.  I  love  the 
Bible  and  enjoy  reading  it.  I  can  tell  by 
your  picture  that  you  are  a  Christian 
woman. 

I  would  like  for  some  of  the  boys  and 
girls  to  write  to  me.  I  am  only  eighteen 
and  a  sinner  who  needs  to  know  God. — 
Miss  Juanita  Higgins,  Hope  Mills,  N.  C. 


Dear    Sister    Harrison: 

This  is  the  first  time  I  have  written 
to  the  Lighted  Pathway  but  I  truly 
thank  the  Lord  for  this  wonderful  paper 
and  all  its  readers.  I  get  soul  food  out 
of  its   many   pages. 

If  everybody  would  read  the  Lighted 
Pathway  in  place  of  a  lot  of  other  books 
the  world  would  be  in  a  better  condition. 

We  have  our  Y.  P.  E.  every  Sunday 
night  before  our  regular  services.  We 
have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.,  not  many  saved 
but  we  are  praying  that  they  will  all  be 
saved,  sanctified  and  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost  in  our  revival  which  will 
begin   July    31. — Mrs.   John   Taylor. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  this  is  my  first  time  to  write  to 
you  and  the  Lighted  Pathway,  I  want  to 
express  my  heartfelt  thanks  to  you  for 
your  good  message  to  the  young  people. 
I  am  sure  that  we  all  need  to  be  en- 
couraged   in    the   day   in   which    we    live. 

I  surely  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  so 
much,  it  fills  my  heart  with  gladness 
and  my  eyes  with  tears.  I  think  the 
story,  "At  the  Crossroads,"  is  just  won- 
derful. I  can  hardly  wait  from  one 
month   until   the  next. 

The  Walhalla  Y.  P.  E.  is  doing  fine. 
We  have  a  nice  band  of  young  people 
always  ready  to  do  their  best  for  their 
Lord  and  Master. — Mittie  Laney. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  praise  the  Lord  I  can  say  we  have 
a  Y.  P.  E.  in  Salem,  Oregon.  We  organ- 
ized, last  January  2 1  and  have  had  our 
regular  services  since  with  the  power 
falling  in  our  midst.  The  first  night  of 
our  services  I  received  the  precious  Holy 
Ghost.  Praise  God!  We  have  a  good  band 
of  young  people  who  want  to  be  some- 
where working  for  the  Lord. 

We  also  praise  the  Lord  for  our  good 
faithful  pastor  and  wife,  Brother  and 
Sister  J.  C.  Kimmel,  who  are  a  great 
help  to  us. 

I  certainly  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
It  is  a  wonderful  help  in  our  Y.  P.  E. 
May  God  bless  you  and  the  Lighted 
Pathway  is  my  prayer. 

Please  pray  for  us  in  Oregon.  This 
state  really  needs  the  good  Church  of 
God  preached  and  many  more  workers. 
— Laverne  Mae  Selman. 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  never  written  to  you  before 
but  I  feel  as  if  I  must  write  a  few  words 
of  appreciation  in  regard  to  you  and 
your  wonderful  paper.  We  enjoy  reading 
the  paper  and  it  helps  us  in  our  Y.  P.  E. 
so  much. 

Sister  Harrison,  I'm  so  sorry  you  had 
the  misfortune  you  had,  yet  I  am  glad 
we  can  still  have  the  Editor's  Message 
which  is  so  helpful  to  me,  I  can't  ex- 
plain how  good  it  is.  Your  kind  words  of 
encouragement    are    appreciated. 

We  are  so  proud  of  our  Y.  P.  E.,  we 
just  have  to  tell  it.  We  thank  the  Lord 
for  blessing  as  He  has.  We  have  over  a 
hundred  members  including  the  Junior 
Y.  P.  E.  and  most  of  them  are  saved,  on 
fire  for  God  and  praying  for  the  other 
members  to  get  salvation.  Our  string 
band  is  very  helpful  in  the  services.  We 
are  having  a  contest  now.  We  have  two 
groups,  "Live  Wires,"  and  "Busy  Bees." 
I  believe  we  have  the  best  Y.  P.  E.  on 
the  district.  We  won  the  district  Y.  P. 
E.  banner  for  the  month  of  June  and 
are  working  to  keep  it.  God  is  certainly 
blessing  our  Y.   P.   E. 

It  is  just  wonderful  to  hear  the  pro- 
grams the  Juniors  give.  Little  children 
five  and  six  years  old  saying  poems  and 
singing  the  songs  of  Zion.  There  have 
been  about  eleven  of  the  Junior  Y.  P.  E. 
members  saved  and  we  pray  all  will  be 
saved  soon. 

Pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  pray  for  me 
that  I  will  be  true.  May  God  keep  you  as 
a  mother  and  guide  to  the  young  people 
everywhere.  —  Miss  Helen  Lockhart, 
Hartwell,  W.   Va. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  feel  like  we  could  not  do  without 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  has  proved  a 
blessing   to  us. 

We  covet  your  prayers  for  our  Y.  P. 
E.  and  also  for  our  church.  May  the 
dear  Lord  richly  bless  you  and  your 
work.— Mrs.  W.  R.  Wilson. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

just  a  few  lines  this  morning  in  re- 
gard to  this  wonderful  paper  called  the 
"Lighted  Pathway."  I  cannot  tell  all  the 
good  it  has  done  for  us.  May  God  rich- 
ly bless  you  in  your  work  and  give  you 
good  health. — Cleo  Edwards,  Grand- 
view,  Tenn. 


Dear  Sister  Elarrison: 

I  have  been  reading  your  message  to 
the  young  people  every  month  and  it  is 
surely  encouraging  to  me  in  every  way. 
I  look  forward  to  the  paper's  coming 
each  month.  Although  1  have  never  seen 
you,  you  seem  very  close  to  me.  I  am  so 
sorry  to  know  you  had  the  misfortune 
of  hurting  your  hip.  We  have  been  pray- 
ing for  you.  We  have  about  fifty  young 


people  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  all  have  been 
praying  for  you.  May  the  dear  Lord  heal 
you  completely. — Elsie  Parks,  Crisfield, 
Md. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  about  two  years  and  can  truly 
say  that  I  get  soul  food  from  reading 
it.  We  can  hardly  wait  each  month  for 
the  Lighted   Pathway  to  come. 

"At  the  Crossroads"  is  the  first  thing 
I  read,  but  I  enjoy  the  entire  paper.  I 
hope  you  will  soon  recover.  Pray  for  me. 
— Mrs.   Dan  Johnson. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

1  want  to  tell  you  how  much  I  enjoy 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  believe  it  is  the 
best  young  people's  paper  I  have  ever 
read.  It  encourages  me  so  much.  May 
God  richly  bless  your  efforts  as  Editor 
of  this  splendid  paper.  With  Christian 
love,   Mrs.   F.   M.   Renner,  Gardner,   Fla. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  certainly  enjoy  reading  t  h  e 
Lighted  Pathway.  Its  pages  are  so  spirit- 
ual. We  use  the  lesson  programs  in  our 
Y.  P.  E.  I  do  thank  the  Lord  for  the 
good  work  you  are  doing  for  the  young 
people. 

I  have  some  special  requests  that  I 
want  you  to  please  remember  in  prayer. 
— Edna    Allied,    Thomasville,    N.    C. 


Dear    Sister    Harrison: 

This  is  my  first  attempt  to  write  you, 
but  I  feel  that  we  should  all  have  a 
word  of  praise  for  your  faithfulness  and 
for  the  great  work  you  are  doing  through 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  We  enjoy  it  very 
much  and.  it  has  certainly  proved  a 
blessing  to  our  Y.  P.  E.  God  help  us  to 
be  faithful,  and  to  do  more  for  the 
furthering  of  His  cause  and  kingdom. 

I'm  encouraged  with  the  Y.  P.  E.  here 
and  I  enjoyed  meeting  members  of  other 
Y.  P.  E's  when  I  attended  the  state  con- 
vention  at  Burdette,  Ark. 

Pray  for  us  that  God  will  make  us 
overcomers   for   Him. — Nellie  Crawford. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  all  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It 
is  so  much  help  to  our  work,  everyone 
appreciates  the  paper.  We  are  encour- 
aging all  Y.  P.  E's  to  buy  and  sell  the 
paper. 

We  put  on  a  program  at  the  state  con- 
vention, which  was  inspiring  and  up- 
lifting. Y.  P.  E.  members  from  Marked 
Tree,  Little  Rock,  Sharp's  Chapel  and 
other  churches  were  there.  Best  of  all 
the  power  of  God  was  in  our  midst  and 
we  all  enjoy  that  most  of  all.  The  con- 
vention  was  held  at  Burdette,  Ark. 

God  is  blessing  the  Y.  P.  E.  work  in 
Arkansas.   At   the  beginning  of  the  year 


there  were  only  two  or  three  Y.  P.  E's  in 
the  state.  Most  of  the  churches  have 
one  now  and  they  find  they  are  a  bless- 
ing to  any  church. 

We  are  praying  that  Arkansas  can 
put  a  superintendent  on  the  field  this 
next  year. — A.  J.  Allen,  Little  Rock, 
Ark. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  the  Lord  for  helping  you  to 
send  out  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We  en- 
joy this  paper  so  much  and  it  has  helped 
us  to  get  closer  to  the  Lord.  Since  we 
have  been  getting  the  Lighted  Pathway 
there  have  been  three  saved,  two  sanc- 
tified and  one  filled  with  the  Holy 
Ghcst.  This  has  happened  since  our  Y. 
P.  E.  was  organized  on  March  2  by 
Brother  W.  C.  Byrd. 

We  started  out  with  twenty-one 
members  but  we  ended  up  our  three 
thousand  mile  journey  to  Jerusalem 
with  one  hundred  and  thirty-eight 
members.  We  want  all  the  readers  to 
pray  for  us  and  pray  that  God  will  stir 
souls. — Esther    Mixon. 


Dear   Sister    Harrison: 

I  would  appreciate  it  very  much  for 
you  to  add  my  name  to  your  Gideon 
band  as  we  are  always  glad  for  the  next 
paper.  We  think  it  is  a  wonderful  paper. 
I  so  much  enjoyed  the  Editor's  Message 
in  the  June  issue. 

I  have  two  little  boys  and  my  hus- 
band is  a  backslider,  getting  farther 
from  the  Lord  every  day.  He  says  he  is 
to  the  place  where  he  has  no  feelings; 
nothing  touches  at  all.  So  you  can  see  I 
need  your  prayers. 

I  request  all  who  read  the  paper  to 
please  pray  for  my  husband  and  for  me 
as  I  need  more  grace  and  power  to  over- 
come evil  and  be  able  to  be  the  mother 
that  will  please  God. — Mrs.  Sadie  Eden- 
field. 


Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

We  like  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  all 
seems  so  good  to  us.  May  our  God  bless 
and   help   you   in   your  good   work. 

My  husband  and  I  want  to  live  for 
God  and  our  unsaved  children  need  sal- 
vation. Please  don't  forget  to  pray  for 
us. — Mary    Belcher. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  a  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  for  eight  months,  and  it  is  the 
best  of  all  magazines  I  have  read.  It  is  a 
blessing  to  my  soul.  I  haven't  missed  one 
since  reading  the  first  issue.  It  has  helped 
me  to  decide  to  live  a  Christian  life  and 
not  only  that,  but  I  want  to  work  for 
the  Master  while  I  am  here.  I  have  been 
saved  for  five  or  six  months  and  have  a 
determination  to  go  all  the  with  Jesus. 
Pray  for  me  that  my  life  will  be  a  bless- 
ing to  our  Y.  P.  E. — Dan  Berry,  De- 
troit, Mich. 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 


Stop!  Look!  Listen! 

Were  you  ever  in  distress  too  great  for  hu- 
man soul  to  bear? 
Were  you? 

With  the  end  of  all  your  hopes  in  sight, 
Doubt  and  fear  excluding  all  your  light? 
Were  you? 

Did  you  have  a  friend  who  held  you  fast, 
Drew  you  from  that     dreadful  plight  at 
last? 
Did  you? 

If  you  did,  give  aid,  and  plead  for  help  for 
others  struggling  there. 
Will  you? 

Need  is  urgent!  Stop  one  moment!  Think! 
You  may   save  a  soul   from   death's   dark 
brink! 
Will  you? 

— Emilia  Rose  Daggett. 

Feelin'  Blue? 

I'm  lonely  and  discouraged 
And  I  don't  know  what  to  do! 
I'm  sick  of   tryin' — livin' 
And  oh,  I'm  feelin'  blue. 

Seems  that  everything  goes  wrong 
When   a  feller  is   feelin'  bad. 
But  what  am  I  a-goin'  ter  do? 
Just  sit  around  and  be  sad? 

Ah,  no!  I  have  much  more  to  do; 
I   must   help   cheer  someone   along. 
There  are  some  that  need  a  lift, 
Oh,  me!  I've  been  all  wrong! 

Why,  there  are  folks  worse  off  than  I 
That  have  no  one  to  go  to; 
Perhaps  a  smi'e  will  help  them  up, 
Because   they're   feelin'   blue. 
— Elizabeth  Burgess,   Worcester,  Mass. 

The  Guide 

The  grace  of  God  be  with  you  hence 
And  the  heavenly  aid  afford, 
To  be  your  shield  and  sure  defence 
To  serve  your  blessed  Lord. 

Your  life,  your  hea'th,  and  all  you  have 
Your  blessed  Lord  does  give. 
He  came,  your  precious  soul  to  save 
And  died  that  you  should  live. 

Like  faithful  soldiers,  act  your  part, 
And  never  yield  to  sin; 
But  seek  the  Lord  with  all  your  heart 
The  precious  prize  to  win. 

Remember  well  the  covenant 
Which  you  have  here  renewed 
To  bear  the  cross,  be  ye  content; 
Your  sins  must  be  subdued. 

Keep  in  view  the  great  reward, 
Look  to  the  life  to  come; 


Which  you  shall  have  when  Christ  your 

Lord 
Shall  come  to  take  you  home. 

Lord,  grant  us  grace  with  confidence 
To  bear  our  crosses  here, 
That,  when  thou  callest  us  from  hence 
We  may  with  joy  appear. 

— Author  Unknown. 
— Sent  in   by  Mrs.   Bessie  Thart,   Lenoir, 
N.C. 

Jesus  a  Comforter 

I  was  lost  and  deep  in  sin 

My  heart  was  burdened  and  weak  within, 

But  Jesus,  a  Comforter  so  kind  and  true, 

Brought  peace  and  comfort  thru  and  thru. 

He  saved  my  soul,  brought  peace  within, 

And  sanctified  me   from   all  sin. 

He  gave  me  the  Holy  Ghost  so  sweet, 

And  now  I  am  low  at  Jesus'  feet. 

— Mrs.    Ruben   Knight. 

I  Don't  Like  Old  Satan 

I  don't  like  old  Satan  and  old  Satan  don't 

like  me, 
And  upon  these  circumstances  we  cannot 

agree. 

The   preacher   in   the   pulpit,   Bible  in  his 

hand 
Pointing    poor    sinners,    the    way    to    the 

promised  land. 

We  preach  to  them  conversion,  deliver- 
ance from  sin, 

And  point  them  to  the  way  of  holiness 
and  tell  them  to  walk  in. 

We  then  preach  sanctification  as  a  second 

work  of  grace, 
And    not    afraid    to    tell    it    right    in    the 

devil's  face. 

The  fullness  of  the  spirit  in  power  from 

on  high, 
We'll  use  the  sword  like  Jesus,  and  preach 

it  till  we  die. 

Some  say,  Give  me  silver,  some  say,  Give 

me  gold, 
But   I  say,  Give  me  Jesus   to  satisfy   my 

soul. 

They    put   John   on   the   island,   put   him 

there  to  starve, 
But  he  was  fed  by  ravens,  the  Lord  will 

provide. 

— Mrs.  Bradshaw,  Arcadia,  S.  C. 

The  End  of  the  Way 

A  traveler  on  life's  journey 

Grew  weary  at  the  close  of  the  day; 
And  paused  as  did  the  setting  sun 

Upon  its  vaulted  way. 

He  lifted  his  white-haired  head. 
And  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hand; 


The  sun  was  dropping  o'er  the  western 
hill, 
The  day  was  nearing  its  end. 

The  old  man  reached  the  river's  edge 
And  stopped  on  its  rugged  side; 

He  could  not  ford  the  beautiful  stream 
For  it  was  too  deep  and  wide. 

A  tall  tree  stood  upon  its  shore 

Its  bulky  body  he  spied, 
He  cut  it  down,   close  to  the  ground, 

Its  long  form  spanned  the  tide. 

He  crossed  the  stream  to  the  other  shore 

And  on  its  grass  lay  down; 
The  heavy  burden  from  his  back, 

And  he,  sweet  peace  had  found. 

For  his  life  was  now  ending 

As  had  the  summer  day; 
The  stars  came  out  and  shone, 

Upon  the  milky  way. 

The  old  man's  life  had  finished  now, 
His  last  day's  work  was  done; 

He  had  been  faithful  to  his  duty 
And  his  last  battle  won. 

The  old  man's  heart  grew  peaceful, 
He  was  cooled  by  a  pleasant  breeze; 

He  had  crossed  over  the  river 

And  died  under  the  shade  of  the  trees. 

The  old  man  had  done  his  duty, 

A  peaceful  death  he  died; 
He   had    reached    death's    river,    cold    and 
deep, 
And  crossed  to  the  peaceful  side. 

—Edith   Weber,   Dunn,   La. 

As  Thy  Day,  So  Thy  Strength 

By  W.  M.  Czamanske 

What    great    demands   are   made   upon 

The    Christian   of    today, 
Who  sees  the  world  in  dire  distress 

And    dim    uncertainty! 

When   statesmen   find   their   wisest   plans 
Have   failed   and   come   to  grief, 

And  financiers   are  seeking   for 
Some   sign    to   bring    relief; 

When    laborers    are    out    of    work, 
Or   watch    their   earnings   shrink; 

And  everywhere  the  cry  is  heard, 

"And   what   shall   we  eat   and  drink?" 

In  such  a  time  of  dread  alarm, 

With  needs  on  every  hand; 
How  can  the  Christian  conqvier  doubt 

And  have  the  strength  to  stand? 

The  Christian  looks  to  Christ  alone 
From    whom   all    strength    proceeds; 

Omnipotence  can  still  supply 

More  than  this  poor  world  needs. 

— The  Sunday  School  Times. 


The  person  who  has  not  enough  love 
so  as  to  share  it  with  all  men,  even  ene- 
mies, will  not  be  able  to  convince  the 
world  that  he  has  any  at   all. 
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AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  trom  page  3) 

shall  leave  the  minor  details  until  some 
future  time.  While  I  am  speaking  you 
may  interrupt  me  with  questions  any 
time  you  wish. 


year   and   a   half   of   loneliness   and   being       their   kindness.    I    wished    to   quit    school 
homesick    continually    for    my    father,    a       for    a    time    and    work    in    order    to    help 
dear    Christian    family    by    the    name    of       pay   expenses,   but   they   would   not   con 
Sylvester,      whose      home      I    frequently 
passed,   became  interested  in  me.      When 
they  learned  that   I   was  an  orphan   they 
took    me    to    their    home    and    have    been 


'In    order    that    you    may    better    un-       a    real    father    and    mother    to    me.    They 


derstand  some  of  the  things  that  I  am 
about  to  tell  you,  I  wish  to  say  that  ves- 
terday  I  found  a  letter  under  the  lining 
of  an  old  suitcase  which  Father  had 
written  to  you  the  evening  befoie  he 
died.  From  this  letter  I  got  the  informa- 
tion as  to  where  you  live,  and  from  its 
contents  I  gather  that  Father  must  have 
left  home  when  he  was  about  nineteen 
years  of  age.  He  went  to  Chicago  and 
after  a  few  days  got  employment  in  a 
small  grocery  store  of  which  he  was 
manager  when  he  died.  About  a  year 
after  he  left  home  he  met  my  mother 
and  after  a  very  short  courtship  they 
were  married.  On  Father's  twenty-fust 
birthday  I  was  born." 

"O    Stephen,    then    tomorrow    is    your 
birthday,    that    is     also     Grace's 
birthday,"   said   Elizabeth. 

Stephen  did  not  seem  to  note 
the  interruption  but  contin- 
tinued  with  the  story,  "When 
I  was  seven  years  old  my  father 
was  happily  converted  and  im- 
mediately began  to  make  plans 
to  come  home  to  see  you.  He 
wrote  the  letter,  to  which  I  re- 
ferred, just  a  few  evenings  be- 
fore he  died.  I  take  from  the 
contents  of  the  letter  that  he 
did  not  wish  to  grieve  me  by 
telling  me  of  his  past  wayward 
life  and  therefore  had  never 
told  me  anything  about  his  fam- 
ily; that  is  why  I  did  not  know 
where  you  lived  until  I  found 
the  letter  yesterday.  He  had,  however, 
planned  to  tell  me  all  about  it  the  eve- 
ning after  he  wrote  the  letter.  He  wished 
that  I  should  know  all  about  it  before 
we  came  home.  While  we  were  on  our 
way  to  the  lake  shore  for  a  quiet  eve- 
ning together  and  when  he  expected  to 
tell  me  these  things,  a  large  car  ran  over 
hirr.  and  a  few  moments  later  he  slipped 
away   to  be   with  Jesus." 

All  in  the  group  were  shedding  tears, 
Mrs.    Ludlow    especially    was    sobbing. 

"Grandmother,"  Stephen  continued, 
and  again  took  her  hand  in  his,  "I  was 
by  his  side  when  Jesus  took  him,  and  h? 
was  so  happy,  we  must  not  wish  him 
back." 

"No,  no,  son,  1  do  not.  Thank  God  he 
is  safe  in  heaven   with  Jesus,"  she   whis 


are  not  wealthy  but  they  have  helped  me 
to   get    an   education." 

"As  soon  as  I  went  to  live  with  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Sylvester  they  took  me  to  a 
nearby  church,  of  which  they  were 
members,  which  proved  to  be  the  same 
church  where  my  father  had  found  the 
Lord.  The  first  Sunday  I  attended  with 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  I  knelt  down  at 
the  altar  where  I  had  seen  my  dear  fa- 
ther get  saved  and  there,  with  Mrs.  Syl- 
vester kneeling  by  my  side  and  with  her 
arm  around  me,  praying  for  me,  I  was 
happily  converted.  A  few  months  later 
the  Lord  sanctified  me,  and  at  the  age 
of  fourteen  I  had  a  definite  call  to 
preach  the  gospel.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylves- 


Which  way  are  you  going? 

ter,  whom  I  call  Father  and  Mother, 
have  sacrificed  much  to  help  me  get  an 
education  so  that  I  might  fully  prepare 
myself  for  that  work.  1  expect  to  re 
graduated   from   college  next   year." 

They  conversed  about  the  past  for 
some  time,  at  times  all  weiQ  rejoicing  and 
praising  the  Lord  and  at  other  times  ah 
were  weeping  together.  Soon  the  dinner 
bell  rang  and  they  gathered  around  the 
table  where  there  had  been  a  vacant 
chair  for  twenty-two  years,  but  now 
occupied  by  the  noble  young  son  of 
him,  by  whose  departure  the  place  had 
been   made   vacant. 


sent,  so  that  I  might  finish  my  educa- 
tion. They,  as  well  as  their  children, 
Raymond  and  Mary,  economized,  often 
making  great  sacrifices,  to  make  it  pos- 
sible lor  me  to  remain  in  school.  Yes- 
terday when  we  found  Father's  letter, 
and  learned  where  you  live,  they  immed- 
iately forgot  all  about  their  own  needs 
and  made  it  possible  for  me  to  come  on 
the  first  train.  Mr.  Sylvester  is  at  pres- 
ent out  of  employment  but  he  offered 
to  borrow  money  for  my  trip,  then  Ray- 
mond and  Mary,  who  had  for  a  year 
savec".  nickels  and  dimes  until  it  amounted 
to  twenty  dollars  to  purchase  a  rocking 
chair  for  each  of  their  parents  for  their 
wedding  anniversary,  which  is  tomor- 
row, gladiy  gave  this  money  for  my 
trip." 

"Mother,"  said  Mr.  Ludlow,  after 
Stephen  had  left  the  house,  "I  feel  that 
we  owe  a  debt  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylves- 
ter that  we  shall  never  be  able  to  fully 
pay,  but  we  must  do  our  best 
to  remunerate  them  for  their 
kindness  as  far  as  possible. 
Stephen  tells  us  that  they  are 
not  wealthy,  that  Mr.  Sylvester 
is  at  present  out  of  employment 
— tomorrow  is  Charles'  birth- 
day and  also  Stephen's  and 
Grace's,  and  tomorrow  is  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Sylvester's  wedding 
anniversary;  if  you  think  it  a 
good  plan,  then  I  believe  that  we 
should  have  the  bank  wire 
them  about  fifty  dollars  and 
ask  them  to  take  the  midnight 
train  and  come  to  visit  us  and 
surprise  Stephen  on  his  birth- 
day, and  tomorrow  have  a 
birthday  and  anniversary  din- 
ner together." 

Mrs.  Ludlow's  eyes  filled  with  tears  of 
joy,  and  Grace  clapped  her  hands,  say- 
ing, "O  Grandfather,  how  beautiful! 
You  are  always  thinking  of  the  dearest 
things  to  give  people  pleasure." 

"A  messenger  boy!"  said  Mr.  Sylves- 
te  as  he  saw  the  boy  in  uniform  dis- 
mount his  bicycle.  He  signed  his  name, 
tore  open  the  yellow  envelope  and   read, 

"Mr.    and   Mrs.    Sylvester: 

"I  found  my  grandparents  and  Aunt 
Elizabeth  and  we  are  all  happy.  I  will 
write  soon. 

"Stephen." 

All  were  glad  for  the  good  news  and 
rejoiced  that  they  had  been  counted 
worthy    to    make    some   sacrifice    to    rear 


When,   dinner   was  over  Stephen   asked 
to   be  excused    for   a   little   while,   lor  he 

pered.   "Now  tell  us  how  you  got   along       wished   to  go   to   the   telegraph  office   to  the    little    orphan    boy    in      a      Christian 

in    the    big,      wicked      city      without      a       send  a   message  to  Mr.   and  Mrs.   Sylves-  home   and   that   now   he   was    restored   to 

mother's    and    father's    tender    care — but       ter.    "For    I    know,"    he   said,    "they    will  hi:    own    people    and    loved    ones.    About 

then  I   know,  God  has  promised  to  be  a       be    anxiously    waiting     to    learn    whether  thirty  minutes  later  Mary  looked  out  of 

Father  to  the  orphans."                                       I  have  found  you  or  not.  They  have  sac-  the    window    and      exclaimed    excitedly, 

"Yes,  it  was  indeed  God's  tender  hand       rificed    very,    very   much    for   me,    and    I  "Another   messenger   boy!" 

that   led  me   safely,   for     after      about   a       shall    never    be    able    to    repay    them    for  Again    a    yellow   envelope    was   handed 
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long    tele- 


to  Mr.  Sylvester. 

"What    can    this    mean?- 
gram."  He  read, 

"Mr.  Sylvester  and  family: 
"I  am  sending  you  fifty  dollars.  If  at 
all  possible,  take  the  midnight  train  and 
come  to  Elm  Point.  We  wish  to  cele- 
brate Stephen's  and  our  granddaughter's 
birthdays,  and  your  wedding  anniver- 
sary tomorrow.  Please  do  not  disappoint 
us.  I  shall  meet  you  at  the  depot  at 
nine-thirty   in    the    morning. 

"Stephen  Ludlow,  Senior." 
"From  Stephen's  grandfather — Mother, 
do  you  think  we  can  go?"  Mr.  Sylvester 
said  thoughtfully. 

"Yes,  dear,  we  must  go,  we  must  not 
disappoint  them.  If  they  were  not  very 
anxious  for  us  to  come  they  would  not 
have  sent  the  money  for  the  trip." 

"O  Mother,  Mother,  Mother!  I  am  so 
happy!"  said  Mary  gleefully,  as  she  put 
her  arms  around  her  mother  and  whirled 
around  in  the  room  several  times.  "I  am 
so  happy,  I  don't  know  what  to  do 
next!  just  think,  this  will  be  the  first 
trip  we  have  ever  taken,  in  fact  Ray- 
mond and  I  have  never  had  a  ride  on  a 
train — we  have  never  been  outside  of 
the  city  of  Chicago.  Go?  We  surely  wil! 
if  I  have  anything  to  say!" 

"Mother,"  said  Raymond  very  seri- 
ously, "you  and  Father  have  always  said 
that  you  would  never  regret  that  you 
sacrificed  to  give  a  little  orphan  boy  a 
home,  and  right  now  you  are  beginning 
to   realize  some  compensation." 

They  were  all  very  happy  and  immed- 
iately began  to  make  preparation  for  the 
journey.  Mrs.  Sylvester  and  Mary  were 
busy  the  rest  of  the  afternoon  packing 
their  suitcases,  pressing  some  of  their 
garment::,  and  putting  a  stitch  here  and 
there.  Mrs.  Sylvester  was  known  to  be 
a  good  homemaker.  Although  they  could 
not  afford  to  buy  expensive  clothing  or 
house  furnishings,  what  they  had  was 
always  kept  tidy  and  clean.  Theirs  was 
a  real  home.  While  the  garments  thejr 
wore  were  inexpensive  yet  they  always 
looked  well  attired. 

At  twelve  o'clock  the  happy  family 
was  comfortably  seated  in  the  train  and 
with  great  anticipation  were  looking  for- 
ward to  meeting  their  new  friends. 

"Now  is  my  time  to  do  some  won- 
dering, Sister,"  said  Raymond,  "I  am 
wondering  what  Stephen's  grandparents 
look  like — in  what  kind  of  house  they 
live — whether  they  are  rich  or  poor  and 
how  old  they  are — what  business  Mr. 
Ludlow  is  in  and — yes — and  whether 
they  have  a  car — well,  just  lots  of  other 
things  I'm  wondering  about." 

Then  taking  his  watch  from  his  pock- 
et he  said,  "Only  an  hour  and  a  half 
longer  and  we  will  know  some  of  these 
things;  I  suppose  Stephen  will  be  at  the 
depot  with  his  grandfather  to  meet  us." 
However,  Stephen  was  not  at  the  de- 
pot.   A    very   distinguished    looking    gen- 


tleman met  them  when  they  stepped 
from  the  train.  He  approached  Mr.  Syl- 
vester, lifted  his  hat,  saying  with  a  pleas- 
ant smile,  "Is  this  Mr.  Sylvester?" 

"Yes — Mr.  Ludlow,  I  suppose,"  and 
the  two  men  clasped  hands.  After  greet- 
ing and  extending  a  hearty  welcome  to 
the  rest  of  the  family,  Mr.  Ludlow  led 
the  way  to  the  automobile.  Soon  they  ar- 
rived at  the  house. 

Mrs.  Ludlow  and  Stephen  were  seated 
in  the  living  room  engaged  in  pleasant 
conversation,  when  suddenly  the  front 
door  was  thrown  wide  open  and  Mr. 
Ludlow  ushered  the  Sylvester  family  in- 
to the  room.  Stephen  thought  at  first 
that  surely  his  eyes  must  be  deceiving 
him,  or  that  it  was  some  pleasant  dream. 
They  were  introduced  to  Mrs.  Ludlow. 
Elizabeth,  Theodore  and  Grace.  All 
seemed  to  love  each  other  from  the  first 
time  they  met. 

After  a  few  hours  of  pleasant  conver- 
sation, dinner  was  announced.  Seldom 
such  a  happy  group  gathers  around  a  din- 
ner table  as  was  this  company  of  Chris- 
tian people  who  sat  down  at  the  boun- 
tifully laden  table.  There  were  beauti- 
ful birthday  cakes  for  Stephen  and 
Grace,  and  a  large  anniversary  cake  for 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester. 

Dinner  being  over,  Mr.  Ludlow  asked 
that  the  happy  company  excuse  Stephen 
and  himself   for   a   little   while. 

"Stephen,"  said  Mr.  Ludlow,  when 
they  were  seated  in  the  automobile,  "i 
am  going  to  take  you  to  a  furniture 
store  and  I  want  you  to  select  two  nice 
chairs  for  those  dear  people.  Your  grand- 
mother and  I  have  decided  that  you 
should,  give  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  each 
a  nice,  comfortable  rocking  chair  for 
their  wedding  anniversary  and  we  will 
pay  for  them." 

"O  Grandfather,  they  do  not  expect 
anything    like    that." 

"I  know,  child,  but  you  say  they  real- 
ly need  some  chairs.  God  has  blessed  us 
abundantly  financially  and  we  would 
indeed  be  ungrateful  if  we  did  not  show 
our  appreciation  for  what  they  have  done 
for   you,   our  own   dear   grandson." 

They  selected  some  very  beautiful 
chairs  which  were  delivered  immediate- 
ly at  the  side  door.  As  soon  as  they  were 
placed  in  the  room  Stephen  took  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Sylvester  by  their  arms  and  led 
them  to  the  chairs,  saying,  "Mother  and 
Father  — ■  a  wedding  anniversary  gift 
from  your  grateful  boy,  Stephen,"  and 
then  added,  "made  possible  by  the  kind- 
ness of   my  dear  grandparents." 

For  a  moment  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylves- 
ter stood  in  silence;  they  could  not  find 
words  ,to  express  their  gratitude,  it  was 
all  such  a  surprise,  then  with  tears  of 
joy  Mrs.  Sylvester  simply  said,  "Oh,  how 
beautiful!  we  thank  you  a  thousand 
times,  but  we  are  not  worthy  of  all 
this." 

Grace    whispered    to      Raymond      and 


Mary,  "This  is  another  one  of  Grand- 
father's delightful  surprises;  he  can 
think  of  more  things  to  make  people 
happy  than  anyone  I  have  ever  seen." 
Yes,  they  had  some  very  delightful 
surprises,  however,  there  were  some 
more  awaiting  them  for  Mr.  Ludlow  had 
been  busily  engaged  in  making  plans  re- 
garding Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester's  and 
their  family's  welfare  from  the  time  that 
Stephen  had  told  about  their  kindness  in 
his  behalf. 

At  the  hour  of  three  Mr.  Ludlow  in- 
formed the  happy  company  that  he  and 
Mrs.  Ludlow  had  planned  a  ride  for  the 
company;  just  at  that  time  a  new  auto- 
mobile was  delivered  at  the  I.udlow 
home.  When  all  expressed  surprise  Mr. 
Ludlow  said  in  his  unassuming  way, 
"\ou  see,  our  old  car  is  not  very  depend- 
able any  more  and  we  have  been  plan- 
ning to  get  a  new  one  for  some  time,  so 
Mother  and  I  decided  last  evening  that 
we  would  purchase  it  now  while  you  are 
all  here.  We  cannot  all  ride  in  one  car  but 
the  two  will  easily  carry  us  all." 

All  were  delighted,  especially  Raymond 
and  Mary,  who  had  seldom  had  a  ride  in 
an  automobile.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow  and 
Mv.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  took  one  car 
while  the  rest  occupied  the  other.  First, 
they  drove  all  around  the  city  of  Elm 
Point.  "I  desire  that  you  see  our  city 
first,"  said  Mr.  Ludlow.  "We  think  it 
a  very  beautiful  little  city;  the  popu- 
lation is  now  about  ten  thousand.  Our 
streets  are  wide,  we  have  good  water 
and  a  very  excellent  lighting  system.  We 
also  have  some  beautiful  little  parks  and 
good  schools  and  churches." 

Then  they  took  a  drive  in  the  coun- 
try, after  which  they  returned  home. 
"Father,"  said  Elizabeth,  "now  we  want 
our  friends  to  see  your  beautiful  yard 
and  garden  with  its  lovely  flowers,  birds 
and  beautiful  little  stream — you  see," 
she  said  to  the  guests  as  they  were  walk- 
ing among  the  flowers  and  shrubbery, 
"this  is  where  Stephen's  father  and  I 
spent  our  happy  childhood  days.  Father 
and  Mother  bought  this  whole  block 
when  Charles  and  I  were  small  children. 
No  one  seemed  to  care  to  purchase  it, 
thinking  that  it  was  not  of  much  value 
because  of  the  little  stream  flowing 
through  the  corner,  but  Father,  seeing 
that  that  was  the  beauty  of  it,  pur- 
chased it  and  built  our  happy  home. 
Since  Father  beautified  the  place  with 
flowers  and  shrubbery  the  children  of 
the  neighborhood  have  always  called  this 
the  Ludlow  Park.  When  we  were  mar- 
ried and  Theodore  was  teaching  here  in 
high  school,  then  Father  built  this  other 
house  and  we  lived  there  until  Theodore 
was  elected  president  of  the  school  in 
the  West,  then  we  moved  out  there." 
The  house  that  had  been  built  for 
Elizabeth  and  Theodore  was  of  beautiful 
Spanish  design  with  all  modern  conven- 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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The  Conversion  of  Drunken  Bill 


By    Pauline    Jackson 


Prov.  2  0:1,  "Wine  is  a  mocker,  strong 
drink  is  raging:  and  whosoever  is  de- 
ceived  thereby   is   not   wise." 

Poor  Bill  was  kicked  out  of  a  saloon, 
his  feet  found  rest  and  peace  on  the 
Eternal  Rock  of  Ages. 

After  twenty-eight  years  of  crime  an 
ex-convict,  who  had  lived  the  life  of  an 
habitual  drunkard  and  a  criminal  from 
the  time  he  was  twenty-one  years  of 
age,  in  an  unusual  way  came  in  contact 
with  holiness,  a  people  who  believed  in 
living  free  from  sin.  Drunken  Bill  at 
that  time  was  an  "undesirable"  in  the 
United  States  because  of  his  police  rec- 
ord. His  wife  and  two  little  children 
had  been  taken  away  from  him  and  he 
was  cast  out  of  his  own  country.  For 
years  he  wandered  about  living  an  al- 
coholic life  and  known  as  Drunken  Bill, 
with  no  friends,  no  home,  no  character. 

He  was  born  in  New  Jersey  about  the 
year  186  5  in  a  rich  and  well-respected 
family.  At  the  age  of  tifteen  he  was  a 
drunkard,  at  twenty-one  he  became  a 
criminal.  He  forged  checks  and  cashed 
them.  In  the  bank,  when  crimes  were 
discovered,  he  took  a  gun  from  the  safe 
and  would  have  ended  his  life,  but  his 
father  prevented  that  terrible  deed,  by 
wresting  the  gun  from  him.  Later  he 
fled  from  his  native  land,  a  fugitive 
from  justice.  His  young  wife  and  two 
children  were  left  to  suffer  the  humili- 
ation that  his  life  had  brought  upon 
them. 

He  was  a  deep-sea  sailor  for  many 
years;  while  on  shipboard  he  manifested 
his  criminal  nature  and  had  to  be  put 
under  deck  and  was  kept  in  chains  for 
months. 

After  a  time  he  came  to  America 
where  he  lived  in  New  Jersey,  New 
York  City,  San  Francisco,  Seattle  and 
other  cities.  In  these  cities  in  "hell 
holes"  his  companions  were  m  e  n 
debased  in  sin  and  shame.  During  the 
Spanish  American  war  he  enlisted  as  a 
soldier.  Here  again  he  was  in  trouble. 
He  was  court-martialed  and  sentenced 
to  Alcatraz  Island,  the  Federal  prison. 
For  three  years  he  was  in  prison  there, 
incorrigible.  He  was  placed  in  solitary 
confinement,  down  in  a  dungeon  where 
he  pulled  his  hair  out  and  gnashed  his 
teeth,  blasphemed  the  name  of  Jesus  and 
cursed  those  who  locked  him  in  the 
dungeon.  Poor  Bill  served  his  time  and 
at  the  end  of  three  years  he  was  given 
a  five  dollar  bill  and  set  at  liberty.  He 
thought  when  he  came  out  he  would  be 
free  from  the  liquor  habit,  but  within 
six  hours  he  was  back  in  the  haunts  of 
sin,  that  tiger  of  drink  raging  in  his 
breast  and  his  five  dollars  all  gone.  He 
continued  in  a  life  of  drunkenness  and 
debauchery,    in   and   out    of   jail,   up   and 


down  the  Pacific  coast.  The  policemen 
used  to  beat  him  and  snap  the  hand- 
cuffs on  him,  wipe  up  the  mud  of  the 
streets  with  him,  the  blood  streaming 
down  his  face  as  they  dragged  him, 
fighting  and  resisting,  to  the  patrol 
wagon  to  take  him  to  jail.  Many  times 
the  crowd  would  stand  laughing  as  he 
was  pulled  into  the  patrol  wagon  with 
half  of  his  clothes  torn  from  him.  Then 
he  would  be  sent  out  to  the  rock  pile 
dragging  a  ball  and  chain;  lying  on  the 
steel  floor  of  the  prison  with  remorse 
eating  his  soul  and  his  heart  breaking 
with  the  thought  of  sorrow  he  had 
brought  upon  himself,  his  wife  and  chil- 
dren. He  would  beat  his  head  against 
the  walls  and  the  floor  and  would  often 
say  "No  way  out,  no  hope,  no  way  out, 
lost,  lost,"  then  he  would  get  up  and 
walk  the  floor  like  a  caged  animal.  When 
he  was  almost  forty-five  years  old,  one 
night  after  he  had  given  his  shoes  from 
his  feet,  his  shirt  from  his  back,  his  hat 
from  his  head  to  pay  for  whiskey  and 
cocaine  he  walked  up  to  the  saloon  to 
get  his  drink.  When  the  saloon  keeper 
kicked  him  through  the  swinging  doo/s 
of  the  saloon  out  into  the  street,  he 
landed  in  front  of  a  group  of  men  who 
were  singing,  "Come  to  Jesus,  He  will 
save  you,  He  will  save  you  now."  Bill 
got  up  from  the  mud  where  he  had 
fallen  and  as  he  stood  on  his  feet  he 
heard  the  most  wonderful  message  he 
had  ever  heard,  "Jesus  saves  and  can 
save  an  old  drunkard  like  him."  They 
were  telling  him  the  most  wonderful 
news  he  had  ever  heard  in  all  his  life. 
They  were  telling  him  Jesus  could  save 
poor  drunken  men.  There  was  still  a 
chance  for  him.  He  listened  and  soon 
found  his  way  to  the  mission,  where 
drunken  and  half-starved  he  staggered 
in  and  fell  headlong  on  the  floor.  In- 
stead of  being  kicked  out  and  locked 
up,  he  was  helped  to  a  seat  and  asked  to 
stay  for  meeting.  After  the  service  was 
over  some  of  the  workers  came  back  to 
Bill.  He  was  barefooted,  without  any 
shirt  or  hat,  his  eyes  bloodshot,  his  face 
bloated,  he  had  not  slept  in  a  bed  for  so 
long  and  had  been  subsisting  for  food 
upon  what  he  could  find  in  garbage  cans. 
That  was  the  condition  he  was  in  when 
the  good  workers  of  the  mission  came 
back  to  him  and  said,  "Will  you  let  us 
pray  for  you?"  They  knelt  around  him 
praying,  calling  on  God  to  save  him  and 
deliver  him  from  sin.  Down  on  his 
knees  Bill  knelt  for  prayer  and  cried 
for  mercy,  "Lord,  have  mercy  on  me. 
Jesus,  thou  son  of  David,  have  mercy 
on  me."  He  prayed  until  deliverance 
came;  a  mountain  of  sin  rolled  away 
and  he  was  made  happy  in  Jesus.  For 
thirty   years   he   had   been   bound   by   the 


drink  demon  but  that  night  every 
habit  was  broken  in  a  moment  of  time. 
God  broke  the  chains  and  fetters  and  set 
him  free.  He  was  sanctified  and  grace 
and  power  came  into  his  life  which  trans- 
formed him  from  that  hour.  He  could 
stand  against  any  and  every  sin  of  this 
world.  He  said,  "You  did  not  kick  me 
out  but  you  brought  me  to  Jesus." 
David  said,  "My  feet  are  on  the  rock,  my 
feet  have  found  a  resting  place  on  the 
rock  of  ages." 

Next  morning  Bill  was  out  on  the 
street  at  five  o'clock.  He  had  nowhere 
to  go,  no  job  nor  money.  The  saloon 
doors  swung  open,  but  he  did  not  go 
into  the  saloon!  instead  he  passed  them 
by  and  went  down  to  the  river  docks. 
Out  on  one  of  the  long  piers  he  fell  on 
his  knees  and  lifted  up  his  voice  in  praises 
to  God  and  that  he  had  not  had  the  de- 
sire  to   go   into   the   saloon. 

The  captains  and  sailors  found  the 
ex-convict  on  his  knees  sending  up 
praises  to  the  Lord.  He  went  up  the 
street  and  met  a  policeman.  Every  morn- 
ing he  had  to  give  an  account  to  them 
as  to  where  he  had  spent  the  night.  He 
used  to  shiver — a  wreck — before  those 
officers  of  the  law  but  that  morning  he 
stood  before  them  with  the  praises  of 
God  in  his  soul,  a  new  creature  in 
Christ  Jesus.  He  was  glad  to  tell  where 
he  had  been  the  night  before  and  the 
policeman  added,  "Go  your  way  Bill." 
That  was  the  last  interview  he  had  with 
the  policeman. 

From  that  time  he  was  a  marvel  to 
all.  The  sergeant  who  used  to  bring  him 
in,  was  asked  one  day,  about  the  drunk- 
ard and  if  the  booze  had  killed  him. 
"No  sir,"  said  the  officer,  "he  has  good 
clothes  on  his  back  and  is  now  out  on 
the  street  corners  preaching  about  Je- 
sus. I  met  him  one  morning  and  he 
walked   straight  past   the  saloon." 

These  officers  used  to  tell  him  that 
he  would  one  day  land  on  the  gal- 
lows. He  had  been  sent  to  the  rock  pile, 
the  chain-gang,  the  penitentiary,  every- 
thing but  hanging.  Now  they  said, 
"He'll  be  back,"  but  the  years  went  by 
and  "Drunken  Bill"  never  returned  to 
the  old  ways  of  sin.  He  had  tasted  of 
the  living  waters,  a  fountain  that  flows 
and  cleanses  from  all  sin.  St.  John  7: 
3  7,  "If  any  man  thirst,  let  him  come 
unto  me,  and  drink."  He  had  a  drink  of 
the  pure  water  of  salvation  and  cared 
no  more  for  that  cup  that  biteth  like  a 
serpent   and   stingeth   like  an   adder. 

A  message  was  sent  to  his  wife  and 
two  children.  For  twenty-eight  years 
they  had  not  received  letter,  money  nor 
word  from  him.  At  last,  they  had 
mourned  him  as  dead.  The  message  read, 
"Your  husband  is  a  Bible  Christian  to- 
day, preaching  on  the  street  corners 
where  he  once  was  handcuffed.  He  is 
telling    the   people   about   Jesus    and    this 
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wonderful  salvation."  After  five  years 
of  corresponding,  his  wife  decided  to  go 
see  Bill.  She  met  her  husband  and  found 
it  was  really  true.  She  was  a  woman  of 
refinement,  high  moral  character  and 
high  standing  in  the  world  but  when 
she  saw  the  marvelous  change  in  her 
husband,  her  heart  was  touched  and  the 
gospel  message  appealed  to  her.  She  came 
to  the  feet  of  Jesus  and  asked  for  mercy 
as  her  drunken  husband  had  done.  The 
same  God  who  saved  him  five  years  ago 
now  saved  her.  Once  while  praying  she 
saw  a  vision  of  Jesus  standing  by  her 
side.  She  reached  out  her  hands  and 
clasped  His  feet  and  cried,  "My  Lord, 
my  Lord."  She  was  so  happy  when  her 
husband  came  home  from  work  that 
night,  she  met  him  with  tears  streaming 
down  her  face  and  told  him  of  the  won- 
derful things  God  had   done   for  her. 

Nine  years  have  passed  since  Drunken 
Bill  was  called  to  preach  the  gospel.  He 
was  one  of  the  most  devoted  workers. 
No  weather  was  too  rainy,  no  night  too 
cold  to  work  for  the  Lord,  telling  of 
the  love  of  God  to  perishing  souls. 
When  asked,  "How  do  you  know  you 
are  saved?"  he  would  answer,  "How  can 
I  help  but  know?"  His  experience  was 
so  complete  that  not  only  his  conduct, 
but  his  appearance  was  changed.  Instead 
of  looking  like  a  tramp,  it  was  often 
said,  he  looked  like  a  banker. 

The  dear  Lord  has  given  him  many 
years  of  service  in  His  vineyard.  He  and 
his  wife  are  now  missionaries  in  and  out 
of  our  home  land.  They  have  visited 
many  churches  in  Europe  and  are  doing 
a  good  work  for  the  Lord. 

One  of  the  children  became  a  lawyer 
and  the  other  a  school  teacher. 
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felt  a  big  tear  fall  on  his  hand,  and  look- 
ing over  to  Paul,  he  saw  his  jaw  set,  the 
old  fire  came  back  into  his  eye  and  the 
old  war-horse  look  into  his  face,  and  he 
quietly  said,  "Men,  I  don't  think  we 
need  to  talk  about  this  any  more;  let  us 
pray."  And  as  they  prayed,  the  things 
of  time  and  sense  receded;  a  light  breeze 
rustled  in  the  near-by  treetop,  remind- 
ing them  of  that  "rushing  mighty  wind" 
of  the  Day  of  Pentecost,  and  of  the 
marvelous  power  with  which  Peter  had 
preached  the  Gospel  on  that  day;  they 
seemed  also  to  see  the  Master  Himself 
standing  on  the  shore,  just  a  few  rods 
away,  and  to  hear  Him  saying  to  them 
again,  "Launch  out  into  the  deep  and  let 
down  your  nets  for  a  draught,"  and 
"Fear  not,  from  henceforth  thou  shalt 
catch  men." 

They  looked,  and  the  evening  caravan 
for  Tyre  was  just  swinging  into  sight. 
"Good-bye,"  said  Paul.  "I  must  catch 
the  next  boat  for  Ephesus,  and  I  will 
get  Aquila  to  put  up  the  money  for  a 
campaign    in    that    old      city    that    will 


shake  the  whole  of  Asia." 

"Good-bye,"  said  Peter.  "Andrew  and 
I  will  just  say  good-bye  to  the  folks 
and  we  will  have  time  to  join  the  mid- 
night caravan  for  Babylon  and  may  keep 
on  East  as  far  as  the  land  of  Sinim." 

"Good-bye,"  said  Matthew.  "There  is 
a  group  of  publicans  down  in  Jerusalem 
who  were  going  in  with  me  on  this  tax- 
gathering  proposition,  but  I  will  get 
them  to  join  me  in  financing  a  five- 
year  campaign  in  Egypt  and  up  the  Nile 
as  far  as  Ethiopia.  I  have  heard  from  the 
Ethiopian  Treasurer  that  practically  the 
whole  country  is  open  to  us  and  he  be- 
lieves that  all  Ethiopia  will  soon  stretch 
out  its  hands  unto  God." 

"Good-bye,"  said  John,  and  he  sat 
there  alone  till  the  stars  came  out  and 
the  waves  on  the  beach,  impelled  by  the 
rising  wind,  sounded  like  the  voice  of 
many  waters,  and  he  said  to  Him  that 
stood  by,  "Lord,  do  not  charge  this 
thing  against  them.  I  have  felt  that  way 
myself  at  times,  as  Thou  knewest,  and 
I  would  have  left  this  work  but  for  the 
fact  that  Thou  didst  prevent  and 
strengthen  me.  They  too  are  ready  to 
live  and  to  die  for  Thee,  as  I  am. 

"I  thank  Thee  for  Andrew,  for  his 
deep  life  and  steady  faith.  If  it  please 
thee,  let  him  stay  and  work  with  Peter 
and  then  the  one  who  can  chase  a  thou- 
sand   shall    put    ten    thousand    to    flight. 

"And  now,  Lord,  let  us  see  Thee  ever 
before  us,  ever  hear  Thy  voice  and  walk 
and  work  with  Thee,  and  we  will  not 
fear  what   man  can  do  unto  us." 

A  sudden  storm  broke  over  the  lake, 
and  I  awoke,  and  as  I  thought  upon  the 
dream  I  heard  the  voice  of  a  modern 
John  calling  to  me  out  of  his  rich  ex- 
perience: 

"Go,  labor  on,  spend  and  be  spent, 
Thy  joy  to  do  the  Father's  will; 
It  is  the  way  the  Master  went, 
Should  not  the  servant  tread  it  still?" 
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thoughts  to  lead  you  out  and  we  ex- 
pect you  to  add  your  own  thoughts  to 
these  and  enlarge  on  each  lesson.  Else- 
where in  the  Lighted  Pathway  you  will 
find  many  good  things  to  talk  to  the 
children   about. — Editor. 

Correct  Arrangement: 
Jacob  Moses 

Rachel  Gad 

Judah  Aaron 

Sarah  Elisha 

Abraham  Jehu 

My  Wagon 

Robbie  had  a  cart  given  him  on  his 
birthday.  Though  Robbie  was  only  a 
little  boy,  not  seven  years  old,  the  cart 
was  big  enough  to  be  of  t  real  use.  Dick, 
who  was  nearly  three  years  younger  than 
Robbie,  could  sit  in  it,  and  then  his  two 


brothers  could  give  him  such  a  nice  ride. 
But  the  best  thing  was  to  fill  the  big 
cart  with  the  fallen  leaves  and  take  them 
off  to  the  stable  yard. 

"We'll  play  the  leaves  are  hay  and  I'm 
the  farmer,"  said  Will. 

"No,  I'm  the  farmer,  for  it's  my  wag- 
on," said  Robbie;  and  then,  I  am  sorry 
to  say,  the  two  boys  began  to  quarrel. 

"Robbie,"  called  mamma,  "when  Aunt 
Mary  wanted  to  give  you  a  wagon,  I  said 
I  was  afraid  you  and  Will  would  quarrel 
over  it.  You  might  as  well  take  papa's  axe 
and  chop  up  your  wagon  at  once." 

"Chop  up  my  beautiful  wagon?  Why, 
mamma!" 

"Yes,  for  you  are  spoiling  it  quite  as 
badly  as  if  you  cut  it  up.  If  you  get 
along  pleasantly  with  it,  and  take  turns 
in  being  the  farmer,  you  will  enjoy 
yourself,  but  as  soon  as  you  are  cross  and 
selfish  you  won't  have  any  fun  at  all." 

Robbie  stood  sticking  the  toe  of  his 
shoe  in  the  loose  dirt.  "It's  my  wagon," 
he  was  thinking,  but  then  something 
whispered, "But  you  might  play  it  was 
Will's  half  the  time;  mamma  knows." 
"I'll  tell  you,  mamma,  Will  can  be  Mr. 
Post  and  'borry'  my  wagon!"  And  the 
little  boy  ran  off,  quite  ready  to  be  un- 
selfish. 

Mrs.  Drake  laughed,  for  Mr.  Post  was 
3  neighbor  who  was  all  the  time  trying 
to  borrow  everything  possible.  He  even 
tried  to  borrow  a  horseshoe. 

So  Will  was  Mr.  Post,  and  he  and  Rob- 
bie and  Dick  raked  and  swept  the  leaves 
again  and  again  till  every  dead  leaf  was 
gathered  up  and  put  in  the  stable  yard. 
Then  "Mr.  Post"  gravely  returned  the 
wagon,  and  strange  to  say,  it  was  not 
hurt  at  all! 

"We've  had  such  fun,"  said  the  boys 
as  they  ate  their  bowls  of  bread  and  milk. 

"It  is  really  more  fun  to  be  kind  and 
pleasant,  isn't  it?"  said  mamma.  "Yes, 
it  is,"  said  Will,  while  Robbie  asked, 
"Why  don't  we  think  of  pleasant  plays 
always,    mamma?" 

"You  must  learn,  little  by  little,  to 
be  pleasant  and  kind,  just  as  Carrie 
learns  to  knit.  If  Robbie  will  only  try 
to  make  Will  and  Dick  happy  and  not 
think  about  Robbie,  and  if  Will  only 
tries  to  make  Robbie  and  Dick  happy 
you  will  soon  have  to  think  of  pleasant 
play." 

"Dick  love  everybody,"  said  the  little 
boy,  jumping  down  to  give  each  one  a 
big  hug. 

"Come,  let's  give  Dick  a  ride  in  our 
wagon,"  said  Robbie;  and  no  one  heard 
any  more  about   "my  wagon." — Sel. 

TRAVELOGUE 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

girl's  father  is  French.  Her  name  is  Miss 
Z  de  Parlier  de  la  Roque. 

We  were  so   greatly  disappointed  not 
to   have   a    letter    from    home    in   Liver- 
( Continued  on  page  25) 
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IF  ANY  MAN  SIN 

Cora  M.   Baer 

Lona  sat  in  a  disconsolate,  little  heap 
on  the  bed  in  her  room.  Her  eyes  stared 
dryly  and  vacantly  into  space.  Now  and 
then  she  started  nervously  at  some 
imaginary  sound,  for  the  interview  she 
dreaded  must  come  sooner  or  later.  One 
minute  she  wished  it  would  come  and  be 
over  and  the  next  she  wished  something 
would  delay  it  indefinitely. 

"Well,  I  am  guilty,"  she  said  with- 
out emotion,  "and  I  am  not  going  to  try 
to  get  out  of  it  either.  I  will  take  what's 
coming   to  me,   for  I  deserve  it." 

Then  suddenly  all  her  stoical  bravery 
seemed  to  crumble  to  nothing  and,  bury- 
ing her  face  in  the  crook  of  her  elbow, 
she  shook  with  suppressed  sobs. 

It  was  thus  that  Mrs.  Fernald  found 
her  some  minutes  later.  Without  a  word 
she  sat  beside  her,  and  drew  the  slim 
:houlders  gently  against  her  bosom, 
zona's  slight  form  suddenly  became 
tense  and  she  raised  her  head  with  a  jerk. 

"Go  away,  Mrs.  Fernald,"  she  said  in 
agitated  tones.  "You  are  too  good  and 
true  to  touch  me — a — a — thief."  Her 
voice  was  a  hoarse  whisper. 

If  Lona  had  expected  Mrs.  Fernald  to 
recoil  at  her  startling  statement  she  was 
mistaken,  for  that  understanding,  moth- 
erly person  did  no  such  thing. 

Ever  since  orphaned,  homeless  Lona 
Simson  had  come  to  the  community,  and 
later  to  Mrs.  Fernald's  home,  Mrs.  Fer- 
nald had  opened  her  heart  to  the  lonely, 
love-hungry  girl.  She  had  watched  Lona 
grow  from  an  uncouth,  impulsive  girl  of 
twelve  into  young  womanhood.  But  as 
she  grew  in  age  and  experience  she  had 
not  altogether  outgrown  her  childish 
traits  of  impulsiveness  and  quickness  of 
speech.  Many  times  her  benefactress  had 
wondered  who  her  parents  (whom  Lona 
could  not  remember)  had  been  and  what 
their  character  was  like.  For  often  the 
girl  was  a  perfect  enigma  to  Mrs.  Fernald. 
Her  characteristics  were  so  contradic- 
tory. At  times  she  was  affluently  friend- 
ly, again  she  was  morose  and  sullen.  Usu- 
ually  she  was  appreciative  of  the  smallest 
favor,  but  again  on  the  contrary,  no 
matter  what  one  did  for  her,  she  took  it 
for   granted   without   gratitude. 

Her  Christian  experience  was  very 
similar.  There  were  times  of  great  devo- 
tion and  almost  supernatural  expres- 
sions of  religion.  And  when  that  wore 
off  there  were  times  when  her  attitude 
was  averse  to  anything  religious.  Those 
who  saw  her  only  at  church  remarked 
of  her  beautiful  devotion  to  various  ac- 


tivities in  the  church.  And  Mrs.  Fernald 
knew  that  Lona  was  sincere  in  her  ex- 
pression at  times,  and  feared  that  at 
other   times   she  was   grossly  insincere. 

Yet  in  spite  of  all  this,  when  the 
manager  of  the  store  where  Lona  clerked, 
discharged  her  because  of  dishonesty 
Mrs.  Fernald  was  shocked  and  almost 
overwhelmed  with  disappointment.  And 
with  this  feeling  came  one  of  tender 
sympathy  for  the  girl  who  was  even  then 
hoping  that  Mrs.  Fernald  would  come  to 
her,  yet   fearing  that  she  might. 

"If  I  don't  stand  by  her  now  when 
she's  in  trouble,  nobody  else  will,  for  she 
has  no  one.  She's  like  public  property — 
every  one  feels  free  to  hold  her  faults 
and  shortcomings  for  public  criticism. 
Yes,  I  must  go  to  her,"  Mrs.  Fernald 
told  herself. 

And  action  followed  her  wise  philoso- 
phy. It  was  then  that  she  had  found  her 
in  such  a  pitiable  state,  upstairs. 

In  response  to  Lona's  impulsive  out- 
burst Mrs.  Fernald  patted  the  other 
shoulder  gently  and  said  in  a  low  voice, 
"Lona  dear,  if  I  am  good  and  true  it  is 
alone  through  Him  who  longs  to  make 
you  good  and  true  too." 

And  once  more  the  girl  gave  way  to 
bitter  tears,  but  Mrs.  Fernald  felt  her  re- 
laxing and  at  length  Lona  was  leaning 
confidingly  against   her. 

Finally  Lona  said,  "I  want  to  talk 
with  you,  for  you  are  the  only  person 
who  will  understand — and  sometimes  I 
wonder  if  you  can." 

Mrs.  Fernald  said  nothing,  but  nodded 
her    head   encouragingly. 

"It  is  this  way,  Mrs.  Fernald.  What 
happened  the  other  day  at  the  store  (and 
I'm  terribly  ashamed  of  it  now)  is  sim- 
ply the  outgrowth  of  months  of  dishon- 
est living.  Now  I  hadn't  been  stealing, 
nor  even  saying  untruths,  but  my  whole 
life  was  an  untruth." 

Mrs.  Fernald  nodded  understandingly 
and   Lona   continued. 

"I  don't  know  just  how  to  say  it,  but 
I've  been  leading  a  double  life  for  a  long 
time.  My  chief  concern  was  to  appear 
all  right,  but  at  heart  I  was  just  as  bad 
as  I  am  now — perhaps  worse,  for  I'm 
not  pretending  now.  I  do  want  to  live 
differently.  But,  as  I  was  saying,  my  at- 
titudes have  been  dishonest,  and  when 
the  temptation  came,  my  actions  easily 
became  dishonest  too.  Do  you  under- 
stand what  I  mean,  Mrs.   Fernald?" 

"I  think  I  do,  Lona.  For  I  had  ana- 
lyzed your  attitudes  much  as  you  have 
just  now,  and  I  feared  the  results.  Nev- 
ertheless, I  was  "shocked  and  disappointed 
when  I  heard,  for  I  really  expected  bet- 


ter things  of  you." 

"Mrs.  Fernald,  it  seems  sometimes  ev- 
erything is  against  me.  Sometimes  I 
think  even  every  one  is  against  me.  I 
think  I  shall  leave  the  community  and 
— I  guess  it  doesn't  do  much  good  for 
me  to  try  living  right.  I've  tried  it  so 
many   times,   and   I   just   can't." 

"If  you  have  learned  that,  Lona,  you 
have  learned  a  valuable  lesson,"  responded 
Mrs.  Fernald. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  asked  the  girl 
in  surprise. 

"I  mean  just  this.  You,  by  your  own 
efforts,  cannot  keep  your  life  straight, 
neither  can  I.  The  job  is  too  big  for  any 
person,  for  there  is  a  mighty  enemy  to 
work  against.  It  takes  an  Almighty 
Christ  to  control  and  guide  these  lives 
of   ours   aright." 

"But  Mrs.  Fernald,  do  you  suppose 
after  what  I  have  done  that  He  can  still 
love  me?" 

"Lona,  that  is  a  part  of  His  work 
now;  to  intercede  with  a  just  God  in 
our  behalf,  when  we  go  wrong.  Do  you 
think  that  when  He  loved  you  enough 
to  die  for  you  that  His  love  is  so  easily 
shaken?  To  be  sure  your  life  must  have 
grieved  Him,  but  He  loves  you  still.  It 
is  His  plan  for  our  lives  that  we  live  vic- 
toriously. And  it  is  the  victorious  life 
that  brings  Him  greatest  glory.  Every 
time  we  are  defeated  by  Satan  we  bring 
reproach  to  His  name.  But  even  though 
He  may  be  disappointed  with  us  His  love 
to  you  is  unspeakably  greater  and  more 
constant   than   mine  can  ever  be." 

"Oh,  I'm  so  glad  for  what  you  have 
said — perhaps  after  all  it  will  be  worth 
while  to  start  over  again." 

"Worth  while,  Lona!  Of  course  it  is. 
The  only  thing  worth  while  is  just  allow- 
ing  Christ   to  live  in  us." 

"I  will  try  it — I  mean  I  will  stop  try- 
ing and  give  God  a  chance  to  make  of 
me  what  He  wants  to.  I  feel  so  much 
better  than  I  did,  you've  given  me  new 
courage." 

"I  shall  go  now  Lona,  for  I  know  you 
want  to  be  alone.  And  remember,  we 
have  an  advocate  with  the  Father,  Jesus 
Christ  the  righteous.  And  He  is  a  sym- 
pathetic Advocate,  for  He  knows  the 
full  force  of  temptation.  We,  who  turn 
our  backs  or  fall  flat  when  a  little  wind 
of  temptation  strikes  us,  cannot  know 
what  He  endured  as  He  stood  and  felt 
the  full  onslaught  of  the  storm.  So  be 
assured  that  He  understands  you,  even 
though  others  may  not,  at  times." 

And  Mrs.  Fernald  left  the  girl  and 
went  downstairs.  But  she  did  not  for- 
get her,  for  while  the  girl  upstairs  was 
struggling  with  doubts  and  discourage- 
ments, downstairs  prayers  were  going  to 
the  Father  in  her  behalf. 

Mrs.  Fernald  was  just  getting  ready 
to  retire  when  there  was  a  knock  at  her 
door,  and  Lona  entered  the  room.  On  Iicr 
face  were  lines   that   told   what  she  had 
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passed  through  the  last  few  days,  but 
in  her  eyes  shone  the  light  of  victory. 

"Mrs.  Fernald,  it  works,"  she  said  in 
low  tones.  "I  know  now  that  He  still 
loves  me,  and  oh,  I  never  want  to  grieve 
Him  again.  And  Mrs.  Fernald,  T  think 
I'll  not  leave  after  all.  It's  going  to  be 
hard  to  face  life  here  when  every  one 
knows  what  I  have  done.  It  will  take  a 
great  effort  to  go  down  to  the  store  and 
make  adjustments  there,  but  I  have 
brought  it  upon  myself. 

"I  have  learned  several  valuable  les- 
sons that  I  think  will  help  to  make  me 
more  stable  and  true.  I  have  learned  by 
sad  experience  that  a  double-minded  per- 
son is  unstable  in  all  his  ways.  I  have 
learned  that  even  though  you  may  fool 
people  by  pretense,  God  is  not  mocked, 
and  sooner  or  later  one's  real  self  is  re- 
vealed to  those  about  us.  And  another 
lesson  I  have  learned  is,  that  Christ  is 
constantly  before  the  throne  of  the  Fa- 
ther as  our  Advocate,  and  with  such  an 
Advocate  pleading  our  case  it  is  possible 
to  live  above  sin." — The  Y.  C.  Com- 
panion. 


TRAVELOGUE 

(Continued   from   page    23) 
pool.  I  told  Hoyle  when  we  got  on  this 
boat,   we'd  have   to   reread   the   mail   we 
received   in    New    York    and    pretend    it 
was  received  in  Liverpool. 

We  planned  to  cable  you  our  further 
stops  from  Liverpool  but  found  it  cost 
about  20c  per  word  and  the  complete 
address  numbered  in  the  words  to  be 
charged  for,  so  it  was  entirely  out  of  the 
question,  because  of  the  expense — around 
$5.00. 

I  wrote  some  of  you  from  Scotland, 
Ireland,  England  and  Gibraltar  so  if  it 
hasn't  yet  arrived,  I  guess  it  will  in  time. 
We  surely  are  depending  upon  receiving 
some  mail  when  we  arrive  in  India. 

Don't  worry,  we  are  honestly  getting 
along  fine  so  far.  I  certainly  am  enjoy- 
ing the  trip,  being  well  taken  care  of  in 
every  way.  Of  course  we  miss  being  at 
home  and  don't  especially  enjoy  the  dis- 
tance which  separates  us,  but  let's  not 
think  of  that,  but  look  forward  to  the 
happy  reunion. — Hoyle  and  Mildred 
Case.  * 


Early  Rising 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

Israel  rose  early  and  found  their 
enemies   dead,   2   Kings    19:35. 

Job  rose  early  to  offer  sacrifices  for 
his   children,   Job    1:5. 

The  Son  of  God  rose  early  to  go  to  a 
solitary  place  to  pray,  Mark   1:3  5. 

Jesus  rose  early  to  go  to  the  Temple 
to   teach,   John    8:2. 

The  people  rose  early  to  go  to  hear 
Him,  Luke  21:3  8. 

The  women  rose  early  to  go  to  the 
sepulchre,  Mark   16:2. 

As  an  old  writer  puts  it: 


The  morning  is  the  gate  of  the  day 
and  should  be  well  guarded  with  prayer. 

The  morning  is  one  end  of  the  thread 
on  which  the  day's  actions  are  strung, 
and  should  be  well  knotted  with  devo- 
tion. 

If  we  felt  more  the  majesty  of  life, 
we  should  be  more  careful  of  its  morn- 
ings. 

He  who  rushes  from  his  bed  to  his 
business,  and  waiteth  not  to  worship  in 
prayer  is  as  foolish  as  though  he  had 
not  put  on  his  clothes,  or  washed  his 
face,  and  as  unwise  as  though  he  dashed 
into   battle   without    arms   or   armor. 

Be  it  ours  to  bathe  in  the  softly  flow- 
ing river  of  communion  with  God  be- 
fore the  heat  of  the  wilderness  and  the 
burden  of  the  day  begin  to  oppress. 

How  better  can  we  do  this  than  by 
rising  early,  being  on  time  at  God's 
house  for  the  study  of  His  Word  and 
for  worship? — The  Christian    (London). 

Our  Young  People 

(Continued  from   page    13) 
as    a   little   child   to   think   and    act    that 
way. 

She  was  ashamed  that  her  older  sister 
could  not  dress  as  handsomely  and  spend 
money  as  freely  as  in  other  years.  And  so 
the  younger  one  would  even  omit  invit- 
ing the  older  one  when  she  v/as  entertain- 
ing a  group  of  mutual  friends.  The 
older  sister,  sensitive  and  troubled,  was 
deeply  hurt.  But  there  was  nothing  to 
do  about  it,  and  for  the  sake  of  an 
aged,  invalid  mother,  the  injustice  and 
unfairness  of  the  situation  were  borne 
in  silence. 

Nursery  faults  need  to  be  understood 
and  corrected  in  the  nursery.  A  wise 
mother  can  do  a  vast  amount  for  her 
growing  children  as  they  pass  through 
the  different  stages  toward  maturity, 
by  encouraging  the  good  qualities  each 
one  possesses  and  by  helping  each  child 
in  practical  ways  to  overcome  his  own 
faults. 

The  child  who  is  timid  is  a  type  which 
needs  to  be  helped,  not  talked  to  sar- 
castically or  laughed  at  or  made  to 
think  that  others  are  watching  un- 
kindly. 

Even  the  seemingly  cruel  child  may 
have  no  intention  of  hurting  or  injur- 
ing. He  may  be  investigating  on  his 
own  account,  or  trying  to  find  out  what 
happens  if  he  does  thus  and  so.  He  should 
be  helped  to  make  legitimate  investiga- 
tions by  means  of  a  little  microscope  or 
a  small  magnifying  glass,  and  to  see  that 
if  we  understand  many  things,  through 
study  and  watchfulness  we  may  learn 
some  day  to  help  others  in  place  of 
hurting  them. 

We  need  to  teach  our  children  that 
honesty  is  just  doing  as  we'd  like  to  be 
done  by  and  as  God  wants  us  to  do  to 
each  other. 


We,  who  are  older  and  have  little 
ones  in  our  care  to  mold,  need  to  bear 
constantly  in  mind  the  unchangeable 
fact  that  if  we  would  change  youthful 
faults  into  sturdy  virtues,  if  we  would 
help  the  cruel  to  be  kind,  the  dishonest 
to  be  honest,  the  untruthful  to  be 
truthful,  the  selfish  to  be  generous,  the 
jealous  to  be  magnanimous,  the  covetous 
to  understand  true  values,  the  timid  to 
be  brave — we  must  have  a  heart  full  of 
love  and  ourselves  cultivate  the  gra- 
cious use  and  expression  of  it. — Emma 
Gray    Wallace. 

AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  21) 

iences,  and  the  interior  was  very  beau- 
tifully decorated.  It  was  now  unoccu- 
pied. Mr.  Ludlow  insisted  that  they  look 
at  it  from  basement  to  garret. 

"Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester,"  said  Mr. 
Ludlow  after  they  were  all  comfortably 
seated  under  a  large  shade  tree  between 
the  two  houses,  "do  you  like  to  live  in  a 
large   city   like   Chicago?" 

"No,  Mr.  Ludlow,  we  do  not  like  city 
life,"  Mr.  Sylvester  answered,  "Mrs.  Syl- 
vester and  I  were  both  reared  on  farms 
but  moved  to  the  city  soon  after  we 
were  married  because  I  got  employment 
there.  We  had  always  hoped,  however, 
that  some  time  we  might  be  able  to  move 
back,  at  least  to  a  smaller  place,  espe- 
cially for  the  sake  of  the  children,  for 
I  have  always  contended  that  children 
miss  a  great  deal  of  what  is  really  worth 
while  in  life  if  they  always  live  in  a 
large  city;  but  we  have  about  given  up 
all  hope  now  of  ever  being  able  to  make 
the  change." 

"You  are  a  plumber,  Mr.  Sylvester, 
Stephen  tells  me." 

"Yes,  I  have  worked  at  that  trade  for 
many  years." 

"And  you  are  out  of  employment  at 
the  present  time?" 

"Yes,  I  worked  for  one  man  for  six 
years — in  fact  for  the  last  three  years  I 
had  full  charge  of  his  whole  business. 
Because  of  ill  health  he  was  compelled 
to  go  to  a  milder  climate,  but  a  few 
weeks  ago  he  died  and  his  son  took 
over  the  business  and  he  brought  one  of 
his  friends  from  Denver  to  take  charge. 
This,  of  course,  threw  me  out,  but  the 
Lord  will  provide  some  way,  I  am  sure." 
(To  be  continued) 

William  E.  Gladstone,  the  noted  Brit- 
ish statesman  said,  speaking  of  the  Bible: 
"If  asked  the  remedy  for  the  heart's 
deepest  sorrows,  I  must  point  to  the  old, 
old  story,  told  in  an  old,  old  book,  and 
taught  with  an  old,  old  teaching,  which 
is  the  greatest  and  best  gift  ever  given  to 
mankind." 
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Trials  of  Profit 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
of  his  son,  Isaac,  on  the  altar.  It  was  not 
asked  because  of  sin  in  his  heart,  but  it 
proved  his  love  for  his  God,  for  he  did 
not  withhold  his  most  precious  and  dear- 
est possession.  And  oh,  how  precious  God 
was  to  him  after  that  experience! 

Sometimes  we  are  asked  to  part  with 
one  near  and  dear  to  us  or  perhaps  it  is 
some  wealth  of  this  world  which  we  have 
labored  hard  to  accumulate.  Will  our 
hearts  go  out  in  love  and  praise  to  our 
God,  believing  as  did  Abraham,  that  He 
shall  give  us  even  greater  blessings  than 
we  are  asked  to  give  up?  If  so,  our  lives 
shall  be  greatly  enriched  and  our  Lord 
will  be  nearer  and  dearer  than  ever  be- 
fore. This  is  God's  purpose  in  allowing 
these  testings  and  trials  to  come.  He  says, 
"To  do  thee  good  at  thy  latter  end."  As 
every  tempestuous  wind  sends  the  roots 
of  the  great  oak  tree  deeper  and  deeper  in- 
to mother  earth,  so  our  troubles  md  trials 
(if  received  in  faith),  will  take  us  deeper 
and  deeper  with  God.  We  do  not  covet 
these  experiences,  for  they  are  not  pleas- 
ant. Nevertheless,  they  shall  "do  thee 
good  at  thy  latter  end." 

You  may  be  tempted  to  think  your 
trials  and  testings  are  more  than  you 
can  bear  and  greater  than  any  other  per- 
son has;  but  remember  that  God  says  in 
His  Word  that  "There  hath  no  tempta- 
tion taken  you  but  such  as  is  common 
to  man:  but  God  is  faithful,  who  will  not 
suffer  you  to  be  tempted  above  that  ye 
are  able;  but  will  with  the  temptation 
also  make  a  way  to  escape,  that  we  may 
be  able  to  bear  it."  Surely  there  is 
enough  in  this  one  verse  of  Scripture  to 
hold  us  steady  in  the  most  severe  test- 
ings. How  beautiful  are  the  words,  "God 
is  faithful."  He  knows  what  you  are 
able  to  bear.  "He  stayeth  his  rough  wind 
in  the  day  of  the  east  wind,"  Isa.  27: 
8.  Wonderful  indeed,  is  our  glorious 
Lord!  He  knows  when  we  suffer.  In 
fact,  He  suffers  with  us.  Of  Israel  we 
are  told,  "In  all  their  affliction  He  was 
afflicted."  He  tells  us  in  Heb.  12:11, 
"No  chastening  for  the  present  seemeth 
to  be  joyous,  but  grievous:  nevertheless 
afterward  it  yieldcth  the  peaceable  fruit 
of  righteousness  unto  them  which  are 
exercised   thereby." 

Lest  wc  grieve  our  Lord  and  bring 
suffering  to  ourselves,  let  us  heed  His 
Word  to  "Humble  yourselves  therefore 
under  the  mighty  hand  of  God,  that 
he  may  exalt  you  in  due  time."  For  it 
is  those  of  a  "contrite  and  humble 
spirit"  who  dwell  with  "the  high  and 
lofty  One  that  inhabiteth  eternity,  whose 
name  is   Holy,"   Isa.    57: 15. 

In  the  darkness  of  trials,  when  doubts 
arise  and  your  faith  is  almost  breaking, 
listen  to  God's  voice  saying:  "To  humble 
thee,  and  that  he  might  prove  thee,  to 
do  thee  good  at  thy  latter  end."  Then 
stand  upon  His  promise,  "The  Lord  will 


not  forsake  his  people  for  his  great  name's 
sake,"   and   joyfully   sing: 

"Oh  deeper  yet,  I  pray, 
And  higher   every  day, 

Arid  wiser,  blessed  Lord, 

In   Thy  precious,  holy  Word." 

Y.  P.  E's  Don't  Forget 

Y.  P.  E's  don't  forget  to  train  on  the 
national  program  for  the  Assembly.  In 
May  issue  we  published  the  national  song, 
"At  the  Battle's  Front."  Please  memorize 
Isa.  6:1,  8  and  your  motto,  Phil.  4:13. 
Remember,  we  want  to  have  the  best 
services  at  this  Assembly  that  we  have 
ever  had.  It  is  true  that  we  must  either 
go  forward  or  backward.  Remember 
your  Y.  P.  E.  uniform,  white  dresses 
with  dark  blue  ties.  We  hope  that  our 
state  Y.  P.  E's  will  co-operate  in  every 
way  possible  to  make  our  Y.  P.  E.  serv- 
ices at  the  Assembly  attractive  as  well 
as   spiritual. — Editor. 

The  Unbroken  Circle  off  the 
Press 

"The  Unbroken  Circle,"  which  we 
advertised  in  last  issue,  is  off  the  press. 
We  are  sure  that  you  will  appreciate 
this  play  for  your  Y.  P.  E.  It  will  make 
your  family,  who  is  divided  in  their 
spiritual  life,  desire  to  have  a  united 
family  over  there.  Choose  songs  along 
with  this  play  that  will  be  in  harmony 
with  the  thought. 

Please  do  not  put  off  sending  for  this 
play  as  we  have  had  a  limited  number 
printed.  Price  2  5c.  Money  must  accom- 
pany order. — Editor. 

Attention  Please 

Our  bound  Lighted  Pathways  are  now 
ready  for  mailing.  If  you  want  to  be 
sure  to  get  one,  send  us  your  order  im- 
mediately, as  we  will  only  have  one  hun- 
dred of  them.  You  should  have  one  in 
your  home  for  your  children;  they  will 
spend  many  hours  reading  this  choice 
material.  Young  man  or  woman.  Chris- 
tian worker,  minister,  or  whoever  you 
may  be,  you  will  appreciate  these  splen- 
did helps  for  your  work.  Price  $1.00. 
Order  now  or  you  may  be  too  late. 
Money    must    accompany    order. 


New  Gideons 

1.  Jeanette   Agee,   Bishop,    Va. 

2.  Mrs.    D.    L.      McMullen,      Dowling 
Park,  Fla. 

3.  Mrs.    Cecil    Means,      Charleston,    W. 
Va. 

4.  Jesse  Wright,   Red  Dragon,   W.  Va. 

5.  Mrs.   Rosa     L.   Doss,     E.  Bernstadt, 

6.  Mrs.  Bessie  Cato,  Edgefield,  S.  C. 

7.  Dottie   Merritt,    Elizabethton,    Tenn. 

8.  Miss   Betty   Meney,      Charlottetown, 
P.  E.   I.,  Can. 

9.  Mrs.  R.  M.  Nolen,  Lubbock,  Tex. 
10.   L.    W.   Higgins,    St.    Ann.,    Jam.,    B. 

W.  I. 


1 1 .  Miss  Agnes  Porter,  Gaf f ney,  S.  C. 

12.  Edith  Gill,  Toledo,  Ohio. 

13.  Io    Garlit,    Jasonville,    Ind. 

14.  Mrs.    Virgil    Kerley,    Dunlap,    Tenn. 

15.  Effie  Bird,  Twila,  Ky. 

16.  Mrs.   V.  M.  Sanford,  Buffalo,  S.  C. 

17.  Miss  Lela  Travis,  Dayton,  Tenn. 

18.  Ruby  Lee  Smith,  Woodruff,  S.  C. 

19.  Mrs.   W.    C.   Halford,   Forrest   City, 
Ark. 

20.  Miss   Mae   Cupp,   Jellico,   Tenn. 

21.  Grover  Cannon,  Greer,  S.  C. 

22.  Laverne   Mae    Selman,    Salem,    Oreg. 

23.  A.  F.  Hays,  Afton,  Tenn. 

24.  Miss    Virginia    Walker,    Nicholsville, 
Ala. 

2  5.  Mrs.   Nellie  Mauk,   Harris,  Ky. 

26.  Maxine    Poston,    Pensacola,    Fla. 

27.  Herbert   Schleif,  Jr.,   Soddy,  Tenn. 

2  8.  Aleta    Parker,    Bowling    Green,    Fla. 
29.   Miss    Eva    Harris,    Tarboro,    N.    C. 

3  0.  Miss    Clora    McKinney,      Covel,    W. 

Va. 

31.  Mrs.    J.    E.      Burkhalter,      Overton, 
Tex. 

32.  Mrs.   Edith  Atkins,     Comfort,     W. 
Va. 

3  3.   Miss    Irdelphia    Delp,    Princeton,    W. 

Va. 
34.  Garnett  Holt,  Dala,  W.  Va. 
3  5.   Darrel    Hurley,    McVeigh,    Ky. 
3  6.   Lillian    Frey,    Salem,   W.    Va. 
37.   Mrs.  Marvin  Jones,  North  Tazewell, 

Va. 
3  8.   Mrs.  Winnie     Coffey,     Catlettsburg, 

Ky. 

39.  Dcnsil    Bradley,    Nocatee,    Fla. 

40.  Don    Sperry,      724 lfz    Loma,      Long 
Beach,  California. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  are  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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Great  Salt  Lake  is  Slowly 
Sinking 

For  several  years  scientists  have  been 
divided  on  the  opinion  of  whether  the 
Great  Salt  Lake  is  actually  drying  up  or 
whether  it  is  holding  its  own. 

The  water  in  this  lake  is  approximate- 
ly four  times  as  salty  as  that  in  the 
ocean,  and  although  it  originally  covered 
19,000  square  miles  of  territory  its  sur- 
face area  today  is  but  2,000  square  miles. 
This  goes  to  prove  how  much  it  has  ac- 
tually shrunk,  but  it  can  still  boast  of 
being  the  largest  inland  salt  sea  in  the 
world,  as  its  surface  area  is  still  approxi- 
mately six  times  that  of  the  Dead  Sea  in 
Palestine. 

The  aviators  have  noted  the  prominent 
recession  of  the  salt  water  by  the  loca- 
tion of  the  pavilions  and  bath-houses  that 
were  once  touching  the  edge  of  the  salt 
water  and  are  now  several  hundred  yards 
away  from  the  water.  Also,  several  large 
islands  that  once  jutted  up  from  the 
surface  of  the  water  are  now  connected 
with  the  mainland. 

Great  Salt  Lake  was  first  surveyed  by 
an  army  engineer  in  1850  when  it  was  at 
one  of  its  lowest  levels.  It  then  rose  to 
an  all-time  high  in  1870,  but  in  recent 
years  it  has  been  slowly  sinking  until 
now  wide  expanses  of  glistening  salt  can 
be  seen  around  the  edge  of  the  lake  where 
several  feet  of  salty  water  once  reposed. 
— Selected,  in  The  Youth's  Evangelist. 

Pali  Pass,  near  Honolulu,  is  the  wind- 
iest spot  in  the  world.  Here  the  winds 
blow  continually,  often  at  the  rate  of 
100  miles  an  hour.  A  motor  road  tra- 
verses this  pass,  and  in  some  places  au- 
tomobiles can  make  headway  against  the 
wind  only  by  running  in  low  gear. — 
The   Friend    (Dayton). 

United  Methodism 

The  outstanding  development  in  the 
union  of  churches  this  year  was  author- 
ized recently  by  the  action  of  the  Gen- 
eral Conference  of  the  Methodist  Church, 
South,  which  met  in  the  city  of  Bir- 
mingham and  voted  almost  unanimously 
to  unite  with  the  Methodist  Episcopal 
and  Methodist  Protestant  Churches  in 
a  body  to  be  known  as  The  Methodist 
Church  of  America.  This  body  will  be 
composed  of  almost  eight  million  mem- 
bers and  will  be  organized  into  five 
regional  areas  with  an  effective  episcopal 
organization.  The  other  churches  had 
already  taken  favorable  action  during  re- 
cent years.  The  differences  existing  be- 
tween these  branches  of  Methodism  have 
practically  disappeared.  The  Civil  War 
removed  the  problem  of  slavery,  over 
which  the  southern  branch  separated  in 
1844,  and  the  membership  of  laymen  in 


the  General  Conference,  the  main  issue 
in  183  5,  when  the  Methodist  Protestant 
Church  was  organized  has  also  become 
a  recognized  factor  in  church  life. — The 
Wcslcyan  Methodist. 

World-Wide  Council  of 
Churches  Proposed 

In  1937  two  conventions  were  held, 
one  in  Edinburgh  and  one  in  Oxford, 
looking  toward  a  world-wide  organiza- 
tion of  Christian  Churches  similar  to 
the  Federal  Council  of  the  Churches  of 
Christ  in  America.  In  May  of  this  year 
5  6  delegates,  representing  130  denomi- 
nations in  21  countries  and  with  a  mem- 
bership of  3  5  0,000,000  gathered  in  the 
city  of  Utrecht,  Holland.  The  churches 
represented  were  various  bodies  of  Prot- 
estantism, including  the  Episcopal 
Churches  of  England  and  other  coun- 
tries, the  Orthodox  and  Old  Catholics. 
The  Roman  Catholic  Church,  with  a 
membership  strength  of  3  5  0,000,000  is 
not  taking  part  in  this  movement,  since 
its  opinions  of  supremacy  forbid  a  recog- 
nition of  other  religious  bodies  on  equal 
terms. 

Earth's  Largest  Oil  Field 

The  largest  oil  field  in  the  world  is 
the  East  Texas  field  which  covers  four 
counties.  This  is  where  the  terrible  school 
disaster  occurred  in  March,  1937.  None 
of  the  wells  are  allowed  to  flow  at  full 
gauge  but  are  "pinched  back"  according 
to  law.  If  allowed  to  flow  full  strength, 
many  wells  would  produce  daily  about 
5  0,000  barrels  each.  At  present  there  are 
more  than  2  0,000  producing  wells  in 
this  field  and  scores  of  others  are  being 
drilled.  This  one  field  is  capable  of  sup- 
plying the  entire  world's  oil  needs  for 
many  years  to  come. — Publisher  Un- 
known. 

One  of  the  public  rooms  on  the  Queen 
Mary,  the  giant  British  liner,  is  so  large 
that  an  ocean  liner  of  1840  could  be 
placed  in  it,  together  with  the  entire 
fleet  with  which  Columbus  first  crossed 
the  Atlantic. — The  Y.  C.  Companion. 

Disturbances  on  the  Sun 

Improved  solar  photograph  has  re- 
vealed remarkable  phenomena.  On  Sep- 
tember 17,  1937,  without  disturbance 
to  the  earth,  nor  even  to  the  radio 
waves,  a  terrific  explosion  took  place, 
during  which  part  of  the  atmosphere  of 
the  sun  large  enough  to  swallow  several 
earths,  was  lifted  to  a  height  of  600,000 
miles  above  the  sun's  surface.  Later,  on 
March  20,  193  8,  a  similar  explosion 
reached  the  height  of  900,000  miles. 

Rains  of  hot  fire,  thousands  of  degrees 
in  temperature,  have  been  seen  descend- 
ing in  great  curving  spirals  on  the  sur- 


face of  the  sun,  emanating  from  a 
mysterious  source  outside.  One  of  the 
solar  eruptions  was  traveling  at  the  rate 
of  430  miles  a  second,  or  a  velocity  of  a 
million  and  a  half  miles  an  hour.  These 
and  other  pictures  were  taken  by  a  new 
instrument,  known  as  a  spectrohelio- 
graph. — The  Alliance   Weekly. 

Sunday  Schools 

The  Religious  Telescope,  quoting  Dr. 
Robert  Hopkins,  general  secretary  of 
the  World's  Sunday  School  Association, 
says  there  are  34,139,624  Protestant  Sun- 
day School  pupils  in  the  world.  This  rep- 
resents a  gain  of  nearly  400,000  in  the 
last  four  years.  The  report  shows  that 
there  are  369,510  schools  and  3,145,895 
teachers. 

A  Great  Prayer  Meeting 

The  midweek  prayer  meeting  in  Py- 
engang,  Korea,  probably  the  largest  in 
the  world,  rarely  falls  below  1,000  in 
attendance,  and  often  reaches  1,400. — 
The  Gospel  Minister. 

The  public  dance  halls  of  Japan  have 
been  closed  on  the  ground  that  they  are 
immoral.  What  would  some  of  our  peo- 
ple think  of  that  for  the  United  States? 
— The  Watchman -Examiner. 

Insect  Pests 

By  means  of  the  airplane,  destructive 
insects  and  plant  diseases  have  easier 
means  of  access  to  the  United  States.  In 
the  fiscal  year  of  1937,  Federal  agents 
inspected  3,321  airplanes  from  foreign 
countries  and  from  Hawaii,  and  inter- 
cepted 1,5  0  5  prohibited  and  restricted 
plant  materials,  and  the  same  number 
of  insects  and  diseased  plants.  Similar 
inspection  is  carried  on  through  the  post 
office  of  parcel  post  packages  from 
abroad,  and  of  shipments  of  plants  and 
plant  products  imported  by  permits 
from  foreign  countries.  More  than  100,- 
000  new  specimens  of  insects  were  added 
in  the  year  to  the  Bureau  of  Entomolo- 
gy's collections  of  insects  from  all  over 
the  world. — The  Alliance  Weekly. 

Religion  in  France 

The  Westminster  Cathedral  Roman 
Catholic  Chronicle  states  that  there  are 
10,489  churches  in  France  without 
priests.  Ireland  has  to  be  called  upon  to 
fill  up  the  ranks. 

The  Society  of  the  Godless  in  France 
baptize  their  new  members,  giving  them 
"red"  baptismal  certificates.  The  certi- 
ficate, issued  both  to  adults  and  infants, 
carries  a  picture  of  an  athlete  about  to 
break  to  pieces  a  cross.  The  sponsors 
promise  to  protect  the  child  against  the 
indoctrination  of  the  Church  and  to  be 
an  example  in  hostility  to  the  Church. 
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All  over  the  land  they  fall  and  die, 
And  their  funeral  trains  are  passing  by 
To  the  unloved  graves  in  the  paupers'  lot. 
For  the  drunkard's  death  tvill  he  soon  forgot; 
But  someone  tvill  rise  in  the  drunkard's  stead, 
When  the  drunkard  today  lies  still  and  dead. 
Who'll  take  his  place  at  the  barroom  door} 
'Tis  somebody's  boy  tvith  his  fair  young  face; 
'Tis  somebody's  boy,  is  it  yours  or  mine 
That  tvill  fill  the  place  in  the  drunkard's  line? 

We  see  the  mournful  funeral  train, 

The  sodden  heart  and  reeling  brain; 

We  see  low  down  in  the  noisome  grave, 

The  man  tvho  once  had  a  soul  to  save; 

We  can  hear  the  tvail  of  a  helpless  child, 

And  the  drunkard's  voice  by  drink  made  wild, 

The  wretched  homes  and  the  wretched  lives, 

The  wailing  babes  and  mourning  tvives. 

But  somebody's  boy  tvill  fill  the  place, 

In  the  broken  ranks  of  the  drunkard's  race. 

'Tis  somebody's  boy,  is  it  yours  or  mine, 

O  God,  that  will  march  in  the  drunkard's  line} 

The  drunkards  are  dying  one  by  one; 

Their  cups  are  full  and  their  race  is  run; 

They  silently  pass  to  the  unseen  shore, 

But  their  ranks  are  as  full  as  they  were  before. 

Their  ranks  are  as  full,  for  the  boy  today, 

Who  drinks  tvith  the  rest  in  a  rrmanly  way, 

Will  be  in  the  future  the  drunken  sot, 

For  a  wasted  life  is  the  drunkard's  lot. 

'Tis  somebody's  boy;  God  grant  it  be 

Not  the  boy  we  loved  in  his  infancy. 

'Twill  be  somebody's  boy,  for  the  potver  of  sin 

Is  surely  drawing  our  darlings  in; 

So  let  us  watch  tvith  fear  and  prayer 

That  the  boys  we  love  tvill  not  march  here. 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

\    DEDICATED  TO  THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  YOUNG  PEOPLES  ENDEAVOR 


ike    task 


"I  want  to  do  big  things,"  said  he, 

"The  chance  is  all  I  ask; 
I  wish  the  world  would  give  to  me 

Some  great  and  glorious  task." 
"And  are  you  working  now?"  said  I. 

"I  am,"  the  youth  confessed. 
A  strange  look  came  into  his  eye, 

"At  work  which  I  detest." 

"Oh,"  said  I,  "you  wish  to  do 

The  splendid  tasks  which  fall 
The  older,  wiser  men,  but  you 

Disdain  the  duties  small. 
Think  you  your  chief  to  larger  deeds 

Would  send  you  down  the  way 
If,  with  his  smaller,  lesser  deeds, 

You'd  failed  him  yesterday? 

"And  do  you  fancy  men  who  rise 

To  leadership  and  fame, 
Have  done  no  work  which  they  despise 

Before  their  glory  came  ? 
You  ask  a  chance  to  prove  your  worth, 

Think  you  the  menial  tasks  they  shirked 
And  waited  till  they'd  reached  the  top 

Before  they  really  worked? 

"My  boy,  the  brilliant  man  today 

Was  brilliant  as  a  lad, 
To  every  task  which  came  his  way 

He  gave  the  best  he  had. 
Wail  not  at  fate  or  circumstance, 

They  do  not  run  the  earth. 
If  you've  a  job  you  have  the  chance 

To  demonstrate  your  worth." 

— Gospel  Herald. 
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"Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a 
light   unto   my    path." 

9 

Psalm    119:105 


ALDA  B.  HARRISON 
Editor 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

/  seek  in   prayerful   words,   dear   friend, 
My  heart's  true  wish  to  send  you, 

That  you  may  know  that  far  or  near 
My  loving  thoughts  attend  you. 

I  cannot  find  a  truer  word, 

Nor  fonder  to  caress  you, 
Nor  song  nor  poem  I  ever  heard 

Is  sweeter  than  God  bless  you. 

God  bless  you  so  I've  wished  you  all 

Of  brightness   life  possesses: 
For  can  there  any  joy  at  all 

Be  thine  unless  God  blesses? 

God  bless  you,  so  I  breathe  a  charm, 
Lest  grief's  dark  night  oppress  you; 

For  how  can  sorrow  bring  you  harm, 
If  'tis  God's  way  to  bless  yon? 

And  so  through  all  thy  days, 
May  shadows  touch  thee  never, 

But  this  alone — God  bless  thee,  dear — 
Then    art    thou    safe    forever. — Sel. 

Here  is  a  little  poem  that  just  ex- 
presses my  thoughts  for  you.  How- 
thankful  I  am  this  morning  for  God's 
goodness  to  me.  I  am  able  to  sit  up  and 
write  to  you,  as  Paul  says,  with  mine 
own  hand.  Eight  weeks  in  bed  seems  a 
long  time.  Well,  for  months  I  have  been 
so  tired  and  I  was  so  much  in  need  of 
rest  that  I  have  made  the  remark  a 
number  of  times,  Oh  how  I'd  like  to  go 
to  bed  and  just  have  somebody  wait  on 
mc.  Well,  that  is  what  I  did,  but  not  in 
my  way.  Let  that  be  as  it  may  I  am 
counting  on  God's  precious  promise  to 
His  children,  "For  we  know  that  all 
things  work  together  for  good  to  those 
who  love  God." 

I  wish  that  I  might  call  together  all 
the  good  words  in  the  English  language 
and  could  put  them  into  one  sentence 
that  would  express  my  appreciation  for 
all  the  nice,  sweet,  beautiful  things  that 
have  come  from  my  friends  in  my  af- 
fliction; but  even  this  would  not  be 
strong  enough  to  express  my  feelings  for 


the  beautiful  flowers,  presents,  letters 
and  cards.  At  first  I  thought  Ed  answer 
each  one  personally  but  I  have  found 
that  to  be  impossible.  Will  you  take 
this  as  a  substitute  for  a  personal  note 
of  thanks?  God  bless  every  one  of  you 
and  if  ever  you  have  a  similar  accident  we 
pray  that  the  bread  you  have  cast  upon 
the  waters  may  be  returned  to  you. 

Well,  the  Assembly  of  193  8  is  in  the 
past.  You  have  returned  to  your  respec- 
tive fields  of  labor  and  are  on  fire  for 
God.  The  fire  which  wah  burning  dim- 
ly in  some  of  your  hearts  has  been 
fanned  into  a  flame  by  those  good  mes- 
sages you  have  heard,  those  good  young 
people's  "sunrise"  meetings  and  many 
other  features  that  were  especially  uplift- 
ing to  you.  Others  who  went  to  this  As- 
sembly who  were  already  fired  up  for 
God  and  who  have  done  their  best  are 
going  home  with  new  zeal  and  a  greater 
vision  of  the  whitened  harvest  field.  My, 
what  great  things  we  are  going  to  do 
together  for  God  this  year!  We  want  to 
open  blind  eyes  by  the  thousands.  Young 
people  who  are  floundering  around  not 
knowing  what  God  wants  them  to  do, 
are  to  be  guided  and  inspired  and  made 
to  feel  that  there  is  a  place  for  them  in 
the  service  of  the  Lord.  There  are  young 
people  at  the  crossroads,  puzzled  and  per- 
plexed to  know  which  way  to  go.  We 
want  to  be  standing  there  to  say,  "This 
is  the  way,  walk  ye  in  it."  Is  not  this 
the  desire  of  every  consecrated  person 
who  may  read  this  message?  Oh,  could 
I  stir  some  hearts  to  "Let  go,  and  let 
God"  this  year,  great  things  would  be 
done.  As  we  write  this  message  we  are 
voicing  our  own  needs  and  while  lying 
on  our  bed  in  our  recent  illness  we  had 
plenty  of  time  to  get  new  visions  of 
the  need  of  this  old  world  with  its  suf- 
fering, and  how  we  longed  to  be  well 
that  we  might  go  forth  and  alleviate  some 
of  it.  Then  we  thought  of  the  many 
duties  we  had  to  perform,  putting  out 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  etc.  and  we  real- 
ized that  we  would  have  little  time  to 
visit  the  sick  and  minister  to  them. 
Then  the  thought  came  to  us  that  we 
could  call  all  our  children  around  us  and 
send  them  forth  on  these  errands  of 
mercy.  But  how  do  you  know  they  will 
go,  do  you  ask?  Oh,  I'm  sure  they  will, 
for  many  are  only  waiting  to  be  sent. 
They  have  heard  the  voice  of  the  Lord 
and  have  said,  Here  am  I,  but  they  are 
waiting  for  God,  perhaps  through  some 
of  us,  to  show  them  what  to  do.  We  are 
hoping  to  be  able  to  outline  some  of  the 
much-needed  work  to  be  done  and  see  our 
boys  and  girls  going  forth  to  battle.  Tru- 
ly we  are  at  the  "Battle's  Front,"  and  we 
must  be  brave  and  courageous  if  we 
fight  the  good  fight  of  faith  and  win  the 


battle  for  God  and  His  Church. 

Yes,  my  work  is  to  put  out  this  young 
people's  paper  to  inspire  our  young  peo- 
ple, and  from  the  splendid  letters  com- 
ing from  the  different  parts  of  the  coun- 
try we  are  sure  it  is  doing  its  work. 
But  what  use  would  there  be  in  our  work 
if  we  didn't  have  workers  on  the  field  to 
help  us  to  get  it  into  the  homes?  The 
greatest  work  one  can  do  today  is  to 
place  good  literature  in  the  homes  of  our 
people.  We  all  know  that  when  the 
morning  light  comes  into  our  window 
the  darkness  has  to  go.  So  it  is  with  good 
literature.  When  the  light  of  good, 
wholesome  literature  comes  into  the 
home,  old  trashy  books  and  papers  have 
to  go.  Do  you  think  when  you  have  done 
this  that  your  life  is  not  counting  for 
God?  Oh  yes,  it  is.  Only  eternity  will 
tell  what  you  have  done,  and,  dear  ones, 
we  arc  going  to  have  to  wait  until  etern- 
ity shall  reveal  to  us  the  souls  we  have 
helped  along  the  way,  for  we  will  never 
know  just  what  we  have  accomplished 
here.  It  would  not  be  best  for  us;  but 
will  that  not  be  a  great  day  when  the 
rewards  are  handed  out  and  there  are 
some  for  you?  Oh  my,  what  it  would 
mean  to  be  there  and  not  even  one  lirrle 
star  in  our  crown!  Can  you  imagine  how 
you  would  feel?  It  is  wonderful  what 
one  little  seed  sown,  either  good  or  bad, 
will  accomplish.  A  professor  in  Geneva 
had  figured  that  if  nothing  hindered  or 
blighted  a  single  wheat  grain,  it  would 
take  only  eight  years  for  that  grain  of 
wheat  to  feed  all  the  inhabitants  of  the 
earth  for  a  year.  A  single  grain  of  poppy 
may  produce  a  plant  with  3  0,000  seeds, 
and  if  all  were  planted  again,  the  second 
generation  would  produce  900,000,000 
poppy  plants.  O  dear  ones,  if  the  seed  we 
are  sowing  increases  like  this,  what  will 
the  liar  vest  be?  You  are  sowing  good  or 
bad  seed.  You  are  not  idle;  your  influ- 
ence is  counting  one  way  or  the  other. 
Now  we  will  talk  some  more  about  the 
seed  you  may  sow  in  the  hearts  of  the 
people  through  the  distribution  of  the 
printed  page.  Some  have  written  in  say- 
ing, I  was  saved  through  reading  a  cer- 
tain piece  in  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
Others,  I  had  just  about  backslidden 
when  I  received  the  paper,  and  a  certain 
article  inspired  me  to  press  on.  Oh,  what 
a  seed!  Will  you  help  mc  sow  this  seed 
this  coming  year?  We  are  setting  our 
goal  at  2  0,000  next  year,  but  if  every 
member  of  the  Church  of  God  would 
send  in  just  one  subscription  this  year, 
what    might    the   harvest    be? 

The    Roman    Catholic    church    in    the 

United   States      has    134   religious   papers 

with  a  circulation  of  2,395,516,  and  197 

reviews  with  a  circulation  of  4,000,000. 

(Continued  on  page  23) 
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SYNOPSIS 

In  the  dead  hours  of  night  Charles  Ludlow 
secretly  steals  away  from  the  happy  Christian 
home  of  his  childhood.  He  had  drifted  further 
and  further  into  sin  and  his  sweetheart,  a  beau- 
tiful girl  named  Viana  Harvey,  informed  him 
that  their  close  friendship  must  cease. 

With  the  decision  to  reform  and  lift  the  dis- 
grace he  has  brought  on  them  whom  he  loves 
dearest,  he  boards  the  train  for  Chicago,  where 
he  obtains  work  as  a  grocery  clerk.  He  reforms  , 
and  saves  his  money  for  a  while,  but  is  soon  back 
in  the  old   whirl  of  sin. 

Charles  meets,  falls  in  love  and  marries  Judith 
Delver,  a  woman  of  the  world.  A  son  is  born 
to  them.  Charles  names  him  Stephen  after  the 
first  martyr  and  his  father.  Judith  refuses  to 
care  for  him  and  puts  him  in  a  day  nursery.  At 
night  Charles  must  go  for  him  and  care  for  him 
while  she  spends  her  time  in  society. 

Suddenly  her  body  is  stricken  and  she  lives 
only  a  short  time.  Thinking  she  will  recover,  she 
refuses  to  make  peace  with  God.  She  realizes  her 
need  too  late,  and  while  dying  whispers,  "All 
is  lost,"  then,  "Oh,  it  is  so  dark,"  as  she  slips 
out  into  eternity,  unprepared. 

Charles  was  saddened,  his  past  life  of  sin 
haunted  him,  and  he  felt  that  had  he  only  known 
God,  Judith  might  have  been  spared  or  saved 
through    his   prayers. 

Six  years  had  passed.  Many  changes  had  taken 
place  in  his  old  home.  His  sister  had  married 
Viana  Harvey's  brother,  Theodore,  and  Viana  had 
married  a  young  minister,  but  Charles  knew 
nothing  of  these  changes,  but  he  knew  his  father 
and  mother  would  welcome  him  home.  He  decided 
to  take  little  Stephen  there.  Stephen  suddenly  be- 
comes ill  and  all  the  savings  are  spent  for  his 
recovery.  In  a  touching  service  one  Sunday  Charles 
is  gloriously  converted.  He  reads  the  Bible  to 
Stephen  and  points  out  the  folly  of  living  a  sin- 
ful  life. 

Once  more  they  begin  preparation  to  go  to 
Charles'  home.  While  walking  down  the  street 
next  evening  Charles  is  struck  by  a  car  and  dies 
almost    instantly,   leaving   Stephen   alone. 

Stephen  vacates  the  old  home  and  moves  into 
an  alley  shack.  He  is  befriended  by  a  newsboy 
and  begins  selling  papers.  His  good  influence 
leads  Freckles  to  quit  tobacco  and  swearing  and 
they  both  decide  to  begin  attending  church. 

Stephen  was  very  lonely  and  often  hungry.  He 
thought  of  his  father's  plan  of  going  to  his 
grandfather's  house  and  the  words  he  had  spoken 
the  night  before  he  was  killed,  "Grandmother 
will  let  you  call  her  mamma,  and  she  will  love 
you."  Then  he  remembered  his  father  told  him 
to  adopt  the  sweet-faced  lady  in  his  new  book 
for  his  mamma  until  he  went  to  his  grand- 
mother's. It  was  strange  he  had  forgotten  this 
but  he  resolved  to  do  as  his  father  had  told  him. 
By  the  good  instructions  in  this  little  book  he 
is  guided  into  the  right  road  and  improves  his 
manners  and  conduct. 

One  evening  Freckles  comes  to  Stephen's  shack 
and  tells  of  trouble  between  his  father  and  moth- 
er. Afterward  his  mother  repents  and  is  saved. 
Later  she  takes  sick  and  dies.  Freckles'  father 
moves  and  the  two  friends  have  to  part. 

When  walking  to  the  park  and  returning, 
Stephen  usually  passed  a  residence  which  was  the 
home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  and  their  two 
children,  Raymond  and  Mary.  Their  home  was 
but  a  modest  little  cottage  and  the  furniture  not 
expensive;  the  yard  also  was  not  large  but  well 
kept   and   beautiful   flowers   brightened   the  place. 


The  family,  as  Stephen  saw  them  each  evening 
when  passing  their  home,  reminded  him  of  his 
adopted  mother  and  her  family  in  the  book. 

One  evening,  Mrs.  Sylvester  persuaded  Stephen 
to  play  in  the  yard  with  her  children,  but  just 
before  dark  he  bade  them  good-night  as  he  said 
his  mother  desired  him  to  be  home  early.  He 
was    indeed    a    mystery    to    this    family. 

A  week  later  Mrs.  Sylvester  again  detained 
Stephen  at  their  home  and  at  this  time  she  urged 
him  to  bring  his  father  and  mother  over  some 
time. 

He  tells  them  that  his  father  is  dead  and  he 
is  embarrassed  when  asked   to  bring  his  mother. 

Mrs.  Sylvester  was  wise  and  did  not  press  the 
matter  any  further  but  invited  him  to  dinner 
that  following  Sunday. 

On  Sunday  they  learned  that  his  father  and 
mother  were  dead  and  that  he  had  a  book  called 
"Mother"  which  had  taught  him  manners  and 
conduct.  They  accompanied  him  home  and  found 
the   terrible   conditions   under   which    he    lived. 

The  next  day  a  search  was  made  for  some 
relative  but  when  no  trace  was  found  of  his  kin- 
dred the  authorities  gave  the  Sylvesters  permis- 
sion to  adopt  the  child  He  was  moved  to  their 
home  and  given  a  room  and  put  on  an  equal  with 
their  children.  On  Sunday  morning  he  accom- 
panies them  to  church  and  there  makes  peace 
with  God. 

While  Stephen  is  being  so  wonderfully  cared  for 
poor  little  Freckles  is  being  abused  by  a  drunken 
lather.  Some  time  after  Stephen  had  moved  to 
his  new  home  he  met  up  with  Freckles  and  tells 
the  story  of  his  new  found  home.  He  gives 
Freckles  his  mother  book  to  guide  him  as  he 
had  been  guided.  After  a  brief  visit  together  they 
part,  one  going  to  a  happy  home  and  the  other 
to  a  drunken  basement  room  to  be  abused  by  a 
drunken  father. 

Freckles  finds  the  book  Stephen  gave  him  to 
be  a  great  inspiration.  He  becomes  interested  in 
church  and  begins  to  attend.  Soon  he  is  con- 
verted and  becomes  a  fisher  of  men.  The  first 
one  he  thinks  of  is  his  Dad,  and  in  our  last 
issue  Dad  is  almost  persuaded  to  go  to  church 
with    him. 

Freckles  succeeds  in  getting  his  father  to  church 
and  finally  he  is  converted  and  becomes  a  changed 
man.  The  church  people  are  very  kind  to  them 
and   provide  them   with   the  comforts  of   life. 

Stephen  was  very  happy  in  his  new  home.  He 
was  ambitious  and  studied  hard.  At  the  age  of 
seventeen  he  finished  High  School  and  entered  col- 
lege the  next  fall. 

One  day  as  he  was  going  through  an  old  suit- 
case which  contained  his  father's  belongings  he 
found  a  letter  that  he  had  written  home  just 
before  he  died.  Through  this  letter  he  found  the 
address  of  his  grandparents. 

Stephen's  good  foster  father  and  mother  began 
immediately  to  make  preparation  for  Stephen  to 
visit  his   new   found  relatives. 

Over  at  Elm  Point  the  mother  of  Charles  has 
baked  a  cake  and  is  making  big  preparation  for 
Charles's  birthday.  Every  since  Charles  went 
away  she  has  baked  a  cake  and  prepared  a  birth- 
day dinner  for  him  and  tomorrow  is  his  birth- 
day. Elizabeth,  Charles's  sister,  and  family  are 
at  home  for  the  celebration.  This  family  consists 
of  Elizabeth  and  her  husband  and  daughter, 
Grace,  who  is  a  very  talented  young  lady  and 
fine   Christian   character. 

In  the  last  issue  our  story  ends  with  Stephen's 
arrival  at  the  old  Ludlow  home  on  the  day  be- 
fore   his    father's    birthday.    After    embracing    his 


grandparents  and  being  introduced  to  Elizabeth 
and  her  family  he  immediately  tells  of  his  father's 
life  since  he  left  home.  Many  tears  were  shed 
during  this  and  also  they  rejoiced  that  Charles 
was   saved   before   his   death. 

Stephen  tells  of  the  Sylvester  family  and  how 
they  sacrificed  to  rear  and  educate  him.  Soon 
a  telegram  is  sent  to  the  Sylvester  family  for  them 
to  come  visit  in  the  Ludlow  home  on  tomorrow, 
which  is  the  birthdays  of  Stephen  and  Grace,  the 
daughter  of  Elizabeth,  and  the  wedding  anni- 
versary of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester.  While  there, 
plans  are  made  for  Mr.  Sylvester  to  get  work  in 
Elm  Point  and  they  are  given  the  little  home  on 
the   Ludlow   estate   near   them. 


"Mr.  Sylvester,  I  have  purposely  taken 
you  around  today  that  you  might  see  our 
city  and  the  surrounding  community  be- 
cause I  wish  to  present  a  proposition  to 
you  while  you  are  here  with  us;  it  is 
this — the  leading  plumber  in  our  city 
has  made  quite  a  little  fortune  and  is  at 
present  looking  for  a  reliable  man  to 
take  charge  of  his  business.  I  should  like 
to  take  you  over  to  see  this  man,  that 
you  might  interview  him,  and  if  it  would 
be  agreeable  with  both  parties,  that  you 
take  the  position  now  open,  and  if  you 
and  Mrs.  Sylvester  and  family  would 
care  to  live  in  this  city,  then  Mrs.  Lud- 
low and  I  would  be  delighted  to  present 
to  you  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  this  house 
standing  near  by  our  own,  as  a  wedding 
anniversary  gift.  God  has  abundantly 
blessed  us  financially,  and  we  wish  in  a 
small  measure,  at  least,  to  show  our  ap- 
preciation for  the  sacrifice  you  made, 
and  the  kindness  you  have  shown  to  a 
dear  little  orphan  boy  who  happened  to 
be  our  grandson." 

Everyone  was  deeply  moved  and  a  few 
were  shedding  tears.  As  soon  as  Mr.  Syl- 
vester was  able  to  speak  he  said,  "Mr. 
Ludlow,  that  is  indeed  kind  of  you  and 
Mrs.  Ludlow,  but  that  is  too  great  a  gift 
for  us  to  accept — remember,  Mr.  Ludlow, 
that  we  were  only  performing  our  Chris- 
tian duty  when  we  took  dear,  little, 
homeless  Stephen  into  our  Christian  home. 
Our  reward  has  already  been  far  greater 
than  the  sacrifice  we  made.  The  Lord  is 
blessing  our  souls  abundantly,  and  just 
to  see  Stephen  developing  into  a  clean, 
strong,  Christian  young  man,  who  will 
soon  go  forth  to  preach  the  gospel,  is  a 
great  reward  for  what  little  it  has  cost 
us  to  help  him." 

By  this  time  Mrs.  Ludlow  was  on  her 
feet  and  stood  directly  in  front  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Sylvester,  took  their  hands  in 
hers  and  said  pleadingly,  "My  dear  Broth- 
er and  Sister  Sylvester,  will  you  please 
do  us  this  kind  favor  to  accept  for  your 
home  this  house  close  by  our  own,  as  a 
wedding  anniversary  gift?" 

With  deep  emotion  and  eyes  overflow- 
ing with  tears  of  gratitude  they  answered, 
"Yes,  thank  you,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow, 
if  that  is  the  way  you  feel  about  it,  then 
we  will  most  gladly  accept  it  and  we 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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Bible  Lessons 

Katy's  Can 
By  Alice  Wetherell 

"I  just  can't  get  this  plant  to  grow, 
mother,"  called  Katy  from  her  bedroom 
door.  Then  she  ran  back  to  the  window 
and  looked  sadly  at  the  yellow  leaves  of 
her   geranium   slip. 

"Remember,  dear,"  said  her  mother  as 
she  came  in,  "plants  need  care  and 
thought,  and  you  have  given  yours  very 
very  little  of  either.  You  water  it  just 
when  you  think  of  it,  and  forget  to  put 
it   in  the  sun." 

"But  some  people  have  luck  with 
plants.  Millie  says  so.  And,  anyway,  I 
just  can't  make  mine  grow." 

"Never  say  'can't,'  my  dear.  Try  say- 
ing 'can,'  and  you  may  find  it  isn't  all 
luck  after  all." 

The  fact  was  Katy's  mother  had  been 
much  worried  of  late  about  Katy's 
"can't"  and  she  thought  it  time  to  call 
a  halt.  Almost  ever  since  Millie  had 
come  to  live  next  door  Katy  had  been 
saying  she  couldn't  do  this  or  she 
couldn't  do  that,  before  ever  trying  to 
do  them.  That  very  evening  she  had 
worked  for  just  five  minutes  at  her 
homework,  and  then  had  slammed  her 
book  shut  with  a  bang  and  said,  "I  can't 
do  that  sum." 

Her  mother  had  urged  her  to  try 
again,  but  in  five  minutes  she  said  the 
same  thing  again,  "I  can't,  mother. 
Truly,  I  can't." 

"But  you'll  never  keep  ahead  of  your 
class  unless  you  try  harder  than  that," 
her  mother  had  said. 

And  Katy  had  answered:  "Well,  I 
really  can't  keep  first  place  always,  any- 
way,   mamma.      Someone    will    beat    me 


some  day." 

"And  why  not  keep  ahead  of  your 
class?"  mother  had  asked  in  surprise. 

Those  little  words,  "Why  not,"  had 
made  Katy  think  a  little.  Perhaps  mother 
was  right.  Perhaps  she  should  try  hard- 
er. Perhaps  she  had  played  too  much 
with  Millie.  She  had  felt  herself  getting 
behind  her  class  since  Millie  came.  Millie 
didn't  like  work  much.  Her  time  was 
filled  with  fun. 

It  was  the  thought  of  Millie's  fun  that 
had  made  Katy  suddenly  laugh  as  she 
had  put  away  her  books,  and  had  run 
upstairs  to  bed.  But  she  hadn't  felt  like 
laughing  when  she  saw  the  drooping 
leaves  of  her  geranium  slip.  Then  the 
ever-ready  "can't"  had  come  to  her  as 
an  excuse. 

"I   can't   make  it  grow,"  she  said. 

And  mother  answered,  "Never  say 
can't.  Try  can." 

"Try  can,"  kept  singing  in  Katy's 
ears  as  she  tried  to  say  her  prayers,  so  on 
her  knees  she  prayed  for  help  to  try  a 
little  harder  in   everything   she   did. 

As  she  had  carefully  watered  the  lit- 
tle plant,  Katy  went  to  sleep  to  dream 
of  gorgeous  bright  red  flowers  and  huge 
green  leaves. 

When  she  woke,  the  sun  was  shining 
in  the  window,  so  Katy  ran  at  once  to 
see  if  her  dream  plant  could,  after  all, 
be  true.  But  only  her  little  slip  was  there, 
but  it  had  much  fresher  leaves.  And 
close  beside  the  little  plant  was  a  parcel 
just  six  inches  square.  A  label  dangled 
from  a  bright  red  ribbon.  This  is  what 
Katy   read   on   the   label: 

"I  have  come  to  help  you  remember 
to  say  'can'  instead  of  'can't.'  Every  time 
you  vise  me,  you  may  say,  'My  can  will 
make  you  grow.'  " 

And  Katy  untied  the  tiniest  little  wa- 
tering can  that  she  had  ever  seen. 

It  was  not  many  months  till  Katy's 
dream  plant  did  come  true.  It  was  all 
due  to  Katy's  using  her  "can."  Apd 
what  do  you  think  she  did  with  the  beau- 
tiful geranium  that  grew  so  big?  She 
took  it  to  Millie  who  had  learned  to  play 
the  "can"  game  too,  and  had  played  at 
it  so  well  that  she  had  tied  with  Katy 
for  first  place  in  their  class. 

Toronto,  Canada. 

— O— 

How  God  Fed  Elijah 

One  day  God  came  to  Elijah  and 
told  him  there  would  be  no  rain  for  a 
long,  long  time.  Elijah  knew  that  with- 
out rain  the  flowers  and  grass  would 
die,  the  corn  and  wheat  would  grow, 
and  that  there  would  be  nothing  to  eat 
and  no  water  to  drink.  But  God  said,  "I 
will    take   care   of    you — you   shall    have 


food  to  eat.  Go  and  hide  by  the  brook 
Cherith,  and  it  shall  be  that  thou  shalt 
drink  of  the  brook,  and  I  have  com- 
manded the  ravens  to  feed  thee." 

Elijah  loved  God  and  always  did  just 
as  God  told  him,  and  now  he  went 
away  to  the  brook  Cherith.  It  was  in  a 
lonely  place.  On  either  side  of  the  brook 
were  steep,  high  rocks,  but  Elijah  was 
not  afraid,  for  he  knew  that  God  was 
taking  care  of  him.  He  found  a  place 
among  the  rocks  to  sleep. 

There  were  wild  birds  called  ravens 
that  had  built  their  nests  in  the  rocks, 
and  in  the  morning,  when  the  sun  was 
coming  up,  the  ravens  flew  away  to  find 
food  for  their  baby  birds.  When  Elijah 
woke  up  he  was  very  hungry,  but  there 
was  nothing  for  him  to  eat.  He  knew, 
though,  that  God  would  send  him  food, 
for  He  said  He  would. 

He  drank  some  of  the  cool,  clear  wa- 
ter from  the  brook  and  sat  down  on  a 
rock  near  the  tiny  stream  that  ran  along 
over  the  stones.  As  he  waited  he  saw 
some  big,  black  birds  flying  near,  and 
they  were  not  flying  over  the  high  rocks, 
but  were  coming  down  to  Elijah.  In 
their  bills  they  were  carrying  some- 
thing, and  as  they  came  nearer,  Elijah 
saw  it  was  bread  and  meat,  and  they 
were  bringing  it  for  his  breakfast — just 
as  they  brought  the  baby  birds  their 
breakfast.  At  the  end  of  the  day,  when 
it  was  beginning  to  grow  dark,  they 
came  again  with  more  meat  and  bread, 
and  then  they  flew  away — far  across  the 
sky.  Elijah  was  big  and  strong,  but  he 
was  happy  that  God  had  sent  the  birds 
with    food    for    him. 

He  lived  by  the  brook  for  a  long 
time,  but  God  did  not  forget  him.  Every 
morning  and  every  evening  He  sent  the 
ravens  with  bread  and  meat  for  him  to 
eat,  and  although  the  brook  was  a  very 
small  one,  God  knew  it  was  big  enough 
that  Elijah  could  have  a  drink  of  water 
when  he   was   thirsty. 

To  whom  did  God  tell  there  would  be 
no  rain?  Elijah.  What  did  God  promise 
Elijah?  He  would  take  care  of  him.  Did 
Elijah  do  as  God  had  commanded  him? 
Yes.  Who  brought  Elijah  food?  The  rav- 
ens. Where  did  Elijah  live  during  this 
time?  By  the  brook  Cherith. 
— O— 
The  Brave  Man 

Caleb  was  one  of  the  twelve  men  who 
went  to  see  if  Canaan  was  a  good  coun- 
try. When  they  came  back,  ten  of  the 
men  said  that  Canaan  was  a  good  place 
but  that  there  were  giants  over  there. 

Then  all  the  people  began  to  cry  and 
said  to  Moses,  "Oh,  take  us  back  to 
Egypt.  We  had  to  work  hard,  but  there 
were   no  giants   there." 

Caleb   said,   "Oh,  the   giants   will   not 

hurt    you,    for    God   will    not    let    them. 

Have      you   forgotten   how   many   times 

God  has  helped  us  since  we  left  Egypt?" 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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Scatter  the  Gems  of  the 
Beautiful 

Scatter  the  gems  of  the  beautiful 

In  the  by-paths  to  and  fro, 

Where    mortals    stained    and    scarred    by 

sin, 
In  shame  and  sorrow   go; 
That  the  voice  of  the  wayside  beauties, 
May  speak  to  the  heart  aright; 
And  lead  from  earth  to  heaven, 
The  soul  that  has  suffered  blight. 

Let  the  fragrant  fruits  of  the  spirit, 

Grow  over  the  desolate  waste, 

Where  wanderers  away  from  Father- 
love 

Are  passing  in  restless  haste. 

Let  streams  of  Christly  love  and  hope, 

Flow  thru  valleys  of  dark  despair; 

Where  passion  and  vice  like  noxious 
weeds, 

Choke  out  the  graces  fair. 

Sow   precious   seed   mid      the      gruesome 

weeds, 
With  patient  hand  and  tender  care, 
The  quickening  spirit  of  infinite  love 
Will  nurture  the  fruitage  rare. 
Scatter   the   blessed   Word    abroad, 
The  promises  full  and  free, 
Their  saving  grace  will  heal   the  soul 
And   comfort   the   heart   of   humanity. 

— Alice   L.   Allured,   in   The   Light 

Mission   Zeal 

God  showed  and  proved  His  love  for 
this  sinful  world  by  sending  His  Son  to 
suffer  and  die  for  all  humanity,  "For 
God  so  loved  the  world  that  he  gave  his 
only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  be- 
lieveth  on  him  should  not  perish  but 
have    everlasting    life,"    John    3:16. 

It  was  a  great  sacrifice  for  Jesus  to 
come  into  this  world.  He  gave  up  the 
glories  of  heaven  and  came  into  this 
world  of  pain  and  woe.  That  mission 
zeal  of  love  motivated  Jesus'  coming  in- 
to this  world. 

Mission  means  to  be  sent  to  a  certain 
place  for  a  specific  duty.  Zeal  means  an 
eagerness  of  desire  to  accomplish  or  ob- 
tain some  object. 

Since  Jesus  had  love  enough  to  come 
suffer  and  die  for  us,  how  willing  we 
who  are  saved  should  be  to  get  sinners 
to  seek  God  and  be  saved.  In  the  relig- 
ious realm  a  missionary  is  a  God-called 
and  God-sent  person  regardless  of  the 
distance  traveled  to  accomplish  the  mis- 
sion. The  motivating  power  of  our  re- 
ligion is  a  missionary  spirit  and  our  re- 


ligion would  soon  go  down  if  there  were 
no  missionaries.  Progress  of  salvation  de- 
pends on  consecrated  men  and  women 
who  have  the  mission  zeal  of  love. 

Luke  19:10  says,  "For  the  Son  of  man 
is  come  to  seek  and  to  save  that  which 
was  lost."  Since  Jesus  came  to  seek  the 
lost  it  is  the  duty  of  a  missionary  to  seek 
the  lost  also.  The  missionary  way  is  not 
an  easy  road  to  travel.  On  it  we  do  find 
the  comforts  of  home,  but  in  spite  of  all 
hardships  and  trials  the  victory  pays  for 
it  all.  A  single  soul,  even  the  poorest  and 
most  obscure,  is  worthy  of  all  the  labor, 
time,  effort  and  earnestness  we  possibly 
can  put  forth. 

Proverbs  11:30  says,  "He  that  win- 
neth  souls  is  wise."  It  is  a  noble  man 
that  steps  out  on  the  promises  of  God 
and  tells  the  ungodly  and  heathens  of 
the  One  who  can  save.  This  world 
should  be  evangelized.  Who  is  going  to 
do  it?  The  God-called  and  God-sent 
man  should  go.  No  higher  honor  can 
come  to  a  man  than  a  commission  from 
Jesus  to  tell  the  hungry  souls  of  the 
Redeemer. 

If  we  pray  to  God  and  send  mission- 
aries into  the  world,  just  reconsecrate 
your  life  and  say,  "Here  am  I,  Lord,  send 
mc."  Probably  God  may  help  you  to  an- 
swer your  own  prayer.  You  don't  have 
to  go  to  foreign  countries,  but  you  can 
do  missionary  work  at  your  neighbors, 
on  the  farm,  in  the  store,  and  in  society. 
These  are  opportunities  that  people  are 
letting  pass  by  every  day.  Paul  took  ad- 
vantage of  every  opportunity,  so  should 
we. 

There  was  a  group  of  women  in  Mace- 
donia and  their  leader  was  Lydia.  They 
prayed  to  God  to  send  someone  over  in- 
to Macedonia  and  help  them.  God 
in  turn  sends  the  message  to  Paul 
to  go  into  Macedonia  to  help  them.  Paul 
did  not  make  any  excuses  like  many  peo- 
ple do  today  but  went  straightway  and 
obeyed  the  call  of  God.  He  told  the 
group  of  Jesus  and  one  society  girl  was 
saved  and  the  devil  got  mad  and  caused 
Paul  to  be  persecuted  and  put  in  prison. 
Paul  did  not  question  God  but  praised 
Him  for  all  that  He  had  done  for  him. 
Then  God  delivered  him  from  prison. 
Paul  had  that  mission  zeal  of  love.  God 
will  always  come  on  the  scene  and  help 
a  poor  struggling  missionary  that  is  suf- 
fering for  His  cause.  Paul  had  won  a 
great  victory.  The  missionaries  who  over- 
came severe  tests  and  trials  have  won  a 
victory  although  it  may  have  cost  sleep- 


less nights,  suffering,  going  to  prison, 
and  holding  on  to  God.  Why  was  that 
girl  in  Macedonia  saved?  Because  a  mis- 
sionary that  was  called,  obeyed  God.  If 
missionaries  would  heed  the  call  today 
many  souls  would  be  saved.  If  God  calls 
you  to  be  a  missionary,  be  a  praying  mis- 
sionary. Pray  about  what  you  do,  what 
you  speak,  and  where  you  go. 

May  all  of  us  as  Christians  have  that 
love  and  zeal  to  see  souls  saved.  Exces- 
sive zeal  is  enthusiasm.  Help  us  Lord, 
that  we  might  get  such  zeal  or  enthusi- 
asm that  we  would  be  willing  to  die  if 
need  be  to  get  a  soul  saved. — Cannon 
Glover.  j  j!   ^ 

Go,  Go,  Go! 

/.  M.  Stoncback 

In  Mark  16:15  we  read  these  words, 
"Go  ye  into  all  the  world,  and  preach 
the  gospel  to  every  creature."  The  words 
"go  ye"  are  not  understood.  Many  read 
them  over  and  over  but  do  not  really  see 
what  they  mean.  To  some  you  would  al- 
most think  they  meant  just  the  opposite. 
When  God  says,  "Go  ye,"  He  does  not 
mean  "stay  ye,"  Fie  means  "go  ye." 
How  many,  when  they  see  the  words 
"go  ye,"  stop  to  think  what  they  really 
mean?  Yes,  they  think  of  what  all  they 
have  to  give  up  to  really  go.  When  they 
have  considered  it  they  say,  "It  costs  too 
much,"  and  so  settle  down  to  a  life  of 
ease.  Did  the  Savior  stop  to  think  what 
it  would  cost  to  give  His  life  for  the 
world?  Yes;  but  He  saw  a  dying  world 
without  a  remedy  if  He  flinched  in  do- 
ing His  part.  Did  He  flinch?  Ah,  no. 
He  went  all  the  way  to  the  cross  and 
from  the  cross  to  the  grave,  but  it  did 
not  end  there.  Praise  God,  He  arose  Vic- 
tor over  the  grave  so  you  and  I  might 
be  saved. 

When  He  i  says  "Go"  He  does  not 
make  you  go  alone  but  promises  to  go 
with  ycu.  Matt.  28:19,  2  0,  "Go  ye 
therefore,  and  teach  all  nations"'  ** and 
lo,  I  am  with  you  alway,  even  unto  the 
end  of  the  world."  He  promises  to  go 
with  you  to  the  end.  Praise  the  Lord 
for  such  a  Stand-by.  No  matter  what 
comes,  He  will  be  right  by  your  side  to 
help  you,  providing  you  do  not  get  too 
big  in  yourself  and  think  you  can  pad- 
dle your  own  canoe.  The  Apostle  Paul 
acknowledged  that  he  could  not  do  any- 
thing in  himself  but  said,  "I  can  do  all 
things  through  Christ  which  strength- 
ened^ mc,"  Phil.  4:13.  If  the  great 
apostle  could  not  do  things  of  himself, 
much  less  could  you  and  I.  But  you  may 
boast  as  did  he,  "I  can  do  all  things 
through  Christ  which  strengtheneth  me." 

Now  if  God  calls  you,  you  may  not 
receive  a  great  manifestation,  but  He 
may  show  you  the  whitened  harvest 
field.  If  He  does,  please  do  not  flinch  to 
go  in  His  name,  knowing  He  will  be 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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The  Hidden  Way 

By  Alfred  W.  Hutcbins 

I  know  not  what  awaits  my  blinded  soul, 

The  way  of  destiny  I  cannot  see, 
But  this  I  know:  I'm  moving  toward  the 
goal, 
That  God  somewhere  has  wisely  set  for 
me. 
Then    guided    by   His    hand      I'll    go    my 
way, 
Each    step    according    to    His       loving 
plan, 
And  as  He  gently  leads  me,  day  by  day, 
I'll   seek   to  do  His   will   and   play   the 
man. 

No   matter   what   may   come   to  still    the 
song, 
Of   hope   and    happiness      within      my 
soul, 
How  hard  the  task,  the  day  how  sad  and 
long, 
I  know  that  naught  can  keep  me  from 
my  goal. 
And  somewhere  in  the  years  that  are  to 
be, 
The   things   I   miss   now   I   shall   surely 
find—" 
The  hidden   wealth   which   now  I   cannot 
see, 
The  joys  to  which  my  soul  is  now  so 
blind. 

Then  give  me  faith,  dear  Lord,  to     light 

my  way, 

The   strength    to    bear   each    load   that 

life   may   bring; 

Help  mc  to  live  my  best,  and  every  day, 

Cause  some  discouraged  soul  with  joy 


to   sing; 
For  this  I  know:  all  that  I  give  to  life, 

Shall  be  returned  to  me  along  the  way, 
So  keep  me  free   from  selfish   greed   and 
strife, 
And  let  Thy  will  be  mine,  dear  Lord,  I 
pray. — Atlanta,  Ga. 

BURDEN-BEARERS 

H.    M.    SWADLING 

"Bear  ye  one  another's  burdens,  and  so 
fulfill  the  law  of  Christ."  So  we  read  in 
Gal.  6:2.  What  a  happy  place  this  old 
earth  would  be  if  everyone  would  apply 
that  little  verse  personally!  "Burdens"  in 
this  case  does  not  refer  to  bundles  and 
heavy  loads  only,  but  to  every  conceiv- 
able sorrow  and  trouble  that  saddens  the 
hearts  of  rich  and  poor,  small  and  great. 

We  have  only  to  take  note  of  our 
newspapers  and  listen  to  our  radios  to- 
day to  realize  what  heavy  burdens  some 
of  our  fellowmen  have  to  bear.  Sorrow 
and  death  have  entered  the  lives  of  some. 
Drink  and  drugs  are  dragging  others 
down  like  a  ball  and  chain.  Criminals 
stand  in  court  and  confess  their  guilt 
and  poverty-stricken  men  and  women, 
boys  and  girls,  look  gaunt  and  haggard 
as  they  face  life  with  a  lack  of  food,  lack 
of  clothes,  lack  of  shelter.  As  we  visit 
hospitals  and  sanatoriums,  wc  find  many 
bearing  the  burden  of  prolonged  sickness 
and  intense  pain.  Thus  we  are  convinced 
that  everyone  has  burdens  which  must 
be  borne. 

Others  are  not  so  much  troubled  by 
the  burdens  of  sickness  or  sorrow  as  by 
the   burdens   of   sin.    Sin   hovers   over   its 


victim  like  a  pall,  quenching  all  joy  and 
lightness  of  heart.  Indeed,  many  of  the 
material  burdens  which  people  have  to 
bear  are  caused  by  sin.  A  glassful  of  li- 
quor makes  one  forget  sorrow  a  few 
fleeting  moments;  a  few  grains  of  a 
drug  will  dull  pain  for  a  time,  but  soon 
one  glass  becomes  ten  glasses,  a  few 
grains  become  many  grains  and  the  suf- 
ferer becomes  a  slave.  Sin  is  the  source  of 
all  bitterness  and  sorrow,  the  cause  of 
every  tear. 

If  we  try  to  bear  these  burdens  alone, 
we  will  surely  fall  beneath  the  weight, 
but  there  is  One  who  is  willing  and  able 
to  bear  all  burdens.  To  the  man  sick  of 
the  palsy  Jesus  said,  "Son,  be  of  good 
cheer;  thy  sins  be  forgiven  thee,"  and 
then,  "Arise,  take  up  thy  bed  and  go  un- 
to thine  house."  So  Christ  is  able  to  take 
upon  Himself  both  the  physical  burdens 
and  the  burden  of  sin.  As  He  carried  that 
heavy  cross  up  the  Llill  of  Calvary,  He 
was  really  bearing  the  sins  of  all  genera- 
tions on  His  bowed  shoulders.  Is  it  not 
the  least  we  can  do  to  accept  this  great 
gift  of  salvation?  We  will  then  walk  with 
a  lighter  step  and  sing  with  a  happier 
heart  as  we  realize  that  our  load  of  sin 
has  been  laid  at  the  Saviour's  feet.  Once 
we  have  Christ  in  our  hearts  wc  can  al- 
ways do  as  we  are  admonished  in  1  Peter 
S:7,  "Casting  all  your  care  upon  Him; 
for  He  careth  for  you."  In  Luke  12:30 
we  read,  "Your  Father  knoweth  that  ye 
have  need  of  these  things."  How  com- 
forting to  know  that  we  have  a  heavenly 
Father  who  cares  for  us  and  knows  what 
we  need  from  day  to  day! 

When  we  have  cast  our  cares  upon 
Christ  Jesus,  we  should  then  be  burden- 
bearers  for  one  another.  We  are  thus 
obeying  the  command,  "Bear  ye  one  an- 
other's burdens."  How  can  we  help  bear 
burdens  that  are  so  heavy  and  oftentimes 
so  sad?  Take  them  to  our  heavenly  Fa- 
ther with  our  own.  Pray  that  He  will 
tell  us  what  to  do  and  what  to  say.  If 
wc  can  do  nothing  else,  we  can  live  such 
Christlike  lives  that  our  personalities  and 
our  smiles  will  comfort  the  hearts  of  the 
sick  and  sorrowing.  If  we  are  wage  earn- 
ers, we  can  help  sin-darkened  souls  with 
our  money.  In  all  cases  and  at  all  times, 
we  can  pray.  "Prayer  changes  things." 
We  can  visit  the  bedridden  and  "weep 
with  them  that  weep,"  as  we  are  bid  to 
do  in  the  Scriptures.  We  can  mind  a 
restless  child  while  a  tired  mother  pre- 
pares dinner.  We  can  scrub  and  wash, 
saw  wood  and  dig  gardens  for  those  less 
able  than  we.  In  fact,  there  are  number- 
less ways  in  which  we  can  bear  one  an- 
other's burdens.  If  we  will  ask  our  heav- 
enly Father  in  simple  faith,  He  will  put 
it  into  our  hearts  what  we  can  do  and 
the  best  way  in  which  to  do  it. 

In  heaven  there  will  be  no  burdens  to 
bear!  "And  there  shall  be  no  more 
curse,"  Rev.  22:3.  With  the  curse  lifted, 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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treasured  Qleanings  for  ^Ministers  and 
Christian  cWorkers 


Work  on  Your  Knees 


saying,  " Come *** and  help  us." 


,  n  11  j  Some   people  interpret      those     words, 

A   clergyman,   walking  on   the   public  '      x 


highway,  observed  a  poor  man  breaking 


"Come    and   hinder   us."    They   do      not 


5        y'   ,  ,        i.        X       li      ^  .-u„-  ua      work  for  God  themselves,  and  they  hin- 
stones,  and  kneeling  the  while  so  that  he  .  >  ' 


might  be  able  to  do  it  more  effectively. 
Passing  him  and  saluting  him,  he  re- 
marked: 

"Ah,  John,  I  wish  I  could  break  the 
stony  hearts  of  my  hearers  as  easily  as 
you  are  breaking  those  stones." 

"Perhaps,  master,"  he  said,  "you  do 
not  work  on  your  knees."  Praying  brings 
down  the  power  that  can  break  the 
flintiest  heart.  —  Christian  Common- 
wealth. 

-        »j 

The  Price  of  Leadership 

Owen  D.  Young 

There  is  nothing  magical  about  lead- 
ership, but  there  are  certain  penalties  at- 
tached to  it.  Men  with  conscience  and 
judgment  plus  courage  to  act  and  wil- 
lingness to  take  the  penalties  of  respon- 
sibility are  the  stuff  out  of  which  lead- 
ers are  made. 

Ninety-nine  out  of  a  hundred  men 
are  unwilling  to  pay  the  price  of  leader- 
ship, are  unwilling  to  assume  responsi- 
bility. 

The  road  to  leadership  is  not  particu- 
larly comfortable.  You  travel  it  heavily 
laden.  While  the  nine-to-five  o'clock 
worker  is  lolling  at  ease  you  are  up 
toiling  upward  in  the  night.  Forever  you 
are  picking  up  packs  that  no  one  else 
would  notice  if  you  left  them  behind. 
Laboriously  you  extend  your  frontiers. 
A  really  big  man  is  never  a  dodger. — 
American  Magazine. 

Be  Ye  Perfect 

Rev.  W.  Y.  Fullerton  has  told  the  im- 


der  those  who  would.  Are  you  a  helper 
or  a  hinderer? 

The  Church  calls  "Come  and  help 
us,"  and  how  earnestly  is  your  help 
sought  and  needed  to  save  the  perishing 
souls  of  men. 

The  Sunday  School  calls,  "Come  and 
help  us."  You  who  would  gather  the 
children  into  Christ's  arms,  there  is  a 
great  work  to  be  done. 

The  band  of  prayer  warriors  sends 
that  message  over  the  ether  to  your 
heart,  "Come  and  help  us." 

The  perishing  souls  of  men,  dying  in 
darkness  and  gloom  without  God  and 
without  hope,  send  that  cry  across  the 
street  and  road  and  city  where  you  -live, 
and  is  a  cry  for  real,  true,  sincere  help  to 
find  God. — The  Elim  Evangel. 

The  Day's  Burden 

"I  found  myself  the  other  evening 
staggering  alone  under  a  load  that  was 
heavy  enough  to  crush  half  a  dozen 
strong  men.  Out  of  sheer  exhaustion  I 
put  it  down,  and  had  a  good  look  at  it. 
I  found  that  it  was  all  borrowed!  Part 
of  it  belonged  to  the  following  day; 
part  of  it  belonged  to  the  following 
week,  and  here  I  had  borrowed  it  that  it 
might  crush  me  now!  It  is  a  very  stupid, 
but  ancient  mistake." — W.  F.  B.,  in 
Exchange. 

The  School  of  Gentleness 

"The  fruit  of  the  Spirit  is* '''"'gentle- 
ness"   (Gal.    5:22). 

They    tell    us    that    when    Lord    Lister 


pressive    story    of    a    lighthouse    off    the      was   operating   in   the   hospital   wards   at 


coast  of  Florida,  which  many  years  ago 
failed  to  act  its  accustomed  part,  and 
became  the  instrument  of  death  and  de- 
struction rather  than  of  preservation  and 
safety.  A  window  in  the  lamp  room  had 
broken,  there  was  no  time  to  repair  it, 


Edinburgh  the  wards  became  a  school  of 
gentleness  and  human  sympathy.  One 
of  his  assistants  mentions  how  his  count- 
enance darkened  with  severity  when  an 
unthinking  student  lifted  a  broken  leg 
somewhat  roughly.  Everything  was  done 


and  a  piece  of  tin  was  substituted.  That  with  the  tenderest  solicitude.  Even  his 
night  during  a  furious  storm,  a  vessel  speech  was  softened  with  unfailing  con- 
beating  up  the  coast  was  sent  astray    by      siderateness.   He   never  referred   to   some 


the  one  part  dark,  with  results  fatal  to 
the  crew.  What  a  warning  to  Christian 
workers!  We  must  see  that  the  evidence 
of  the  Christ-controlled  heart  shines 
from  every  phase  of  our  life. — Stcord 
and  Trowel. 

Come  and  Help  Us 

We    all    need    the    vision    which    Paul 
saw.   A   man  of   Macedonia   prayed   him 


hospital  patient  as  "this  case,"  but  al- 
ways spoke  of  "this  poor  man"  or  "this 
poor  woman."  Those  who  labored  with 
the  great  surgeon  are  not  likely  to  forget 
his  strength,  but  they  are  even  less  like- 
ly to  forget  the  gentleness  which  was 
the  fruit  of  his  strength. 

Who  can  read  this  of  Lord  Lister 
without  thinking  of  the  Great  Physician, 
and  His  passage  through     the     hospital 


wards  of  the  common  life  of  men?  With 
what  infinite  gentleness  He  ministered  to 
bruised  reeds  and  broken  hearts!  What 
tender  names  He  gave  them!  "Son!" 
"Daughter!"  He  was  never  rough,  nev- 
er brusque,  never  impatient,  never  in  a 
hurry!  His  tender  approach  was  part  of 
the  cure.  His  very  touch  had  healing 
power.  He  handled  the  burdens  of  men 
in  such  a  way  as  to  immediately  make 
them  lighter.  Many  a  broken  heart  was 
strangely  comforted  by  His  presence 
even  before  the  life  had  been  made 
whole.  Most  surely  the  hospital  work  of 
our  Savior  was  a  school  of  gentleness! 

Courtesy 

Courtesy  is  a  business  asset,  a  gain  and 
never  a  loss. 

Officers  and  employees,  above  all 
others,  should  be  courteous. 

Use  courtesy  in  all  dealings  with  pas- 
sengers, patrons  and  with  one  another. 

Railroad  men  help  their  company  by 
being  courteous. 

This  railroad  believes  in  courtesy. 

Even  the  discourteous  like  to  be 
shown  courtesy. 

Smooth  away  life's  difficulties  by  be- 
ing courteous. 

You  will  find  your  value  increased  by 
courtesy. 

Life  is  not  so  short  but  there  is  al- 
ways time  for  courtesy. — Emerson. 

If  a  railroad  thus  impresses  courtesy 
upon  every  one  connected  with  it,  how 
about  a  church?  The  manners  of  a 
Christian  ought  to  be  the  best  manners 
in  the  world.  Are  we  living  up  to  this 
standard?  or  do  our  rudeness  and  dis- 
courtesy bring  reproach  upon  religion? 
— Publisher  Unknown. 

Where  the  Light  is  Needed 

The  day  was  gloomy  with  cold  rain 
falling,  but  the  man  who  had  just 
stepped  from  the  slushy  pavement  into 
the  bootblack's  establishment  noticed 
the  little  fellow  was  whistling  cheerful- 
ly as  he  vigorously  applied  paste  and 
brush  to  his  mud-splashed  shoes. 

"Ah,  my  lad,"  he  exclaimed, 
weather  doesn't  seem  to  affect 
spirits  very  much." 

The  boy  ceased  operations  a  moment 
and  pointed  to  the  window.  "See  that 
sign  there,  Mister?"  he  exclaimed.  "That 
says  'Shine  Inside.'  I  always  try  to  do  for 
my  customers  what  the  sign  says." 

What  a  helpful  thing  it  would  be  for 
the  world  if  we  would  all  try  to  "shine 
inside"  not  only  for  our  own  sake  but 
for  the  sake  of  others  as  well.  There  are 
apt  to  be  a  good  many  dismal  and  stormy 
days  for  all  of  us.  The  clouds  are  bound 
to  get  quite  thick  at  times.  If  only  we 
are  careful  to  keep  our  hearts  open  at 
all  times  to  God — to  His  truth,  His  love, 
and  His  grace — we  are  bound  to  shine 
inside,  regardless  of  the  storm  without. 
— Forward. 
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YOUR  MOTHER  STILL 
PRAYS  FOR  YOU 


Alice  Sommerfield 

"Your  mother  still  prays  for  you,  Jack; 
Your  mother  still  prays  for  you." 

These  words  came  to  Kenneth  Duane 
from  a  radio  through  an  open  door.  The 
sun  was  slowly  setting,  and  across  his 
once  handsome,  fine-featured  face, 
which  was  now  darkened  and  tanned  by 
the  weather  and  knocks  he  had  received 
from  the  ill  treatments  of  life,  a  warm 
summer  breeze  blew  gently.  He  was  tired 
and  hungry;  he  must  get  something  to 
eat  soon.  He  slowly  slackened  his  pace; 
this  town  seemed  to  be  quieter,  more 
friendly  and  peaceful  than  any  he  had 
visited  for  some  time. 

As  the  sun  was  looking  at  the  little 
village  for  the  last  time  that  day,  it  saw 
Kenneth  sitting  on  a  back  doorstep  with 
two  egg  sandwiches,  a  cup  of  coffee,  and 
a  piece  of  apple  pie  for  his  supper.  When 
this  was  eaten,  he  brushed  the  crumbs 
off  his  shirt  front,  took  up  his  worn 
coat,  and  moved  on. 

About  two  blocks  away,  as  Kenneth 
was  passing  a  small,  white  house,  he 
noticed  a  little  girl  sitting  in  a  large 
rocker  busily  engaged  in  needlework. 
From  her  lips  came  the  words,  "Your 
mother  still  prays  for  you,  Jack;  your 
mother  still  prays  for  you."  "Why  must 
I  hear  that  everywhere  I  go?"  thought 
he.  "Things  are  getting  worse  and  worse; 
this  life  is  nothing  but  trouble.  Shall  I — 
yes,  I'll  end  it  all  tonight.  No  one  will 
care."  At  these  last  words  there  arose  in 
his  throat  a  lump  which  he  couldn't 
quite  swallow,  and  he  moved  slowly  to- 
ward the  outskirts  of  the  town. 

In  front  of  the  last  house  to  which  he 
came,  he  saw  a  beautiful  picture  and 
couldn't  help  stopping  and  gazing  at  it. 
A  house  whose  porch  was  covered  with 
pink  and  red  rambler  roses  nestled  on  a 
deep  green  carpet  of  grass.  To  the  left  of 
the  path  leading  to  the  front  door  were 
red,  white  and  yellow  rose  bushes.  In  the 
midst  of  these  bushes  stood  a  little  white- 
haired  lady  clipping  a  bouquet  of  the 
fragrant  flowers.  An  expression  of  peace 
and  happiness  rested  on  her  face  and 
from  her  lips  came  softly  and  clearly 
the  words  which  had  pained  Kenneth 
twice  before,  "Your  mother  still  prays 
for  you,  Jack;  your  mother  still  prays 
for  you."  He  stood  motionless,  stared, 
and  thought.  Why  was  he  compelled  to 
listen  to  that?  Truly  his  name  wasn't 
Jack,    but    the   song    meant    the   same    to 


him  as  though  his  name  had  taken  the 
other's  place.  Was  his  mother  still  pray- 
ing for  him?  He  knew  she  used  to,  but 
had  she  grown  tired  of  it  and  decided  it 
did  no  good?  Or  was  she  even  alive  so 
she  could  pray  for  her  boy?  These 
thoughts  struck  him  like  a  two-edged 
sword.  But  he  must  move  on. 

A  mile  west  of  town  lay  a  large  hill 
covered  with  green  grass.  Kenneth  lay 
down,  but  sleep  was  far  away.  This  was 
the  night  he  was  to  end  it  all;  but  since 
he  saw  the  old  lady,  he  couldn't  do  it. 
He  tried  to  think  a  way  out  of  his  de- 
plorable situation,  but  the  thought 
wouldn't  come.  The  stars  came  out  one 
by  one  and  looked  down  upon  him.  They 
couldn't  even  smile  tonight.  The  breeze 
played  with  his  dark  brown  wavy  hair. 
His  gray  eyes  looked  unseeingly  into 
space,  and  his  tall  form  lay  motionless 
upon  the  grass.  Only  the  heaving  of  his 
chest  could  have  told  one  that  he  was 
alive.  For  an  hour  he  lay  there;  then  he 
arose,  paced  backwards  and  forwards, 
stopped  suddenly,  and  with  his  hands 
crossed  over  his  breast,  lifting  his  boyish 
face  to  the  stars,  uttered  with  a  painful 
moan,  "My  God,  help  me!"  His  head  fell 
backward,  and  he  was  lost  in  thought. 
"Yes,  I  will  go  to  the  old  lady  who  was 
clipping  roses,"  said  he,  "somehow  I  be- 
lieve  she   would    understand." 

He  walked  slowly  back  to  the  village, 
found  the  old  lady's  house,  rang  the  door- 
bell, and  waited.  Presently  the  door  wis 
opened,  and  he  looked  into  a  kind,  loving 
motherly  face.  Her  understanding  eyes 
seemed  to  look  into  his  very  soul.  She 
didn't  know  what  to  say;  Kenneth 
didn't  either,  but  finally  he  managed  to 
stammer  out,  "S — don't  be  afraid.  I'm 
all  alone  and  far  from  anyone  I  know, 
and  I  thought  you'd  understand."  He 
hung  his  head,  and  a  combination  of 
shame,  sadness,  and  longing  stole  over 
his  face. 

"Yes,  my  boy,  come  in;  take  a  chair, 
and  tell  your  story.  I'll  listen." 

When  they  were  seated  comfortably 
in  the  living  room,  Kenneth  began  by 
saying,  "I  passed  here  this  evening  and 
saw  you  with  your  flowers.  You  were 
singing,  'Your  Mother  Still  Prays  for 
You.'  That  was  the  third  time  I'd  heard 
that  song  in  two  hours,  and  it — some- 
how it  hurt.  You  looked  as  though  you 
would  understand,  so  I  came  back.  It 
might  be  foolish;  you  may  think  it  ab- 
surd, but  I  can't  endure  this  any  longer." 
He  covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and 
his  frame  shook.  The  kind  woman  gent- 
ly placed  her  hand  on  his  arm  and  asked 


him  to  continue  his  story.  Pitying 
glances  were  already  coming  from  her 
motherly  eyes.   Kenneth  began  again. 

"It  was  two  years  ago.  I  had  a  good 
father  and  mother,  two  brothers  and 
one  sister.  They  were  all  good  to  me.  I 
had  friends  at  home.  But  somehow  I  was 
different.  You  know,  I — I — I  wasn't  as 
good  as  they.  They  pleaded  and  prayed 
with  me  often.  My  mother — oh,  she  was 
an  angel — ■"  and  here  his  voice  broke 
again — "I  loved'  her  more  than  any  other 


ing  being.   I   wanted  to  do   right,   but 
-I  couldn't.   There  was  a — a 

the   com- 


liv 
somehow  I- 

"Yes,    I   understand,"   were 
forting  words  of  the  other. 

"I  know  my  mother  often  prayed  for 
me.  Then  I  became  dissatisfied.  I  thought 
if  I  could  go  away,  I  could  soon  forget, 
and  make  myself  go  against  the  teach- 
ing of  my  mother;  so  I  left  home.  I  had 
quite  good  clothes  then,  a  little  money 
and  a  car.  I  told  my  mother  good-by, 
and  with  tears  in  her  eyes  the  last  words 
1  heard  her  say  were,  'Remember,  Ken- 
ny,   I'll   be   praying   for   you!' 

"Those  words  meant  nothing  to  me 
then.  I  didn't  care  whether  she  prayed  or 
not.  In  fact,  such  talk  almost  made  me 
angry,  but  now — oh,  I  do  care.  I  hope 
my  mother  is  still  praying  for  me.  I've 
been  away  two  years  and  have  never 
written  to  mother.  She  doesn't  know 
anything  about  me,  and  I  don't  know 
anything  about  her.  I've  had  work  most 
of  the  time,  but  times  have  been  hard. 
I  soon  had  to  sell  my  car;  I  had  no  more 
money.  I  did  whatever  I  could  get  to 
do.  The  company  I  kept  wasn't  the  best. 
I  knew  I  was  going  at  a  terrific  speed 
on  the  downward  road,  but  I  didn't 
care.  I  didn't  think  until  this  evening 
that  anything  could  ever  be  any  better 
for  me.  I  smoked,  gambled,  played  cards, 
drank,  danced,  and  stole.  Many  nights 
I've  gone  supperless  to  a  haystack  for  a 
bed,  and  my  clothes  have  been  almost 
rags." 

He  grew  paler  and  paler  as  he  spoke; 
his  grey  eyes  grew  larger  and  darker, 
and  there  was  a  far-away  expression  on 
his  face.  The  little  old  lady  was  very 
sympathetic,  and  two  teardrops  fell  on 
her    hand    unheeded. 

"I  don't  know;  maybe  I'm  too  far 
gone  to  ever  be  good  again.  I  wish  I'd 
stayed  at  home.  I  thought  I  could  for- 
get if  I'd  leave,  but  I  couldn't.  I  learned 
that  you  can't  run  away  from  your 
thoughts — nor  your  convictions.  Oh,  I 
want  to  go  home,  and  yet,  I'm  ashamed 
to  meet  them  there.  I  wonder- — is  my 
mother  still  praying  for  me?  If  she's 
alive,  I  know  she  is;  but — "  and  he  shook 
again;  " — what  if  she's  dead?  Then  I 
can  never  see  her  again — my — my  moth- 
er! If  only  I  had  yielded  to  her  pleadings 
and  prayers,   I   wouldn't   be  here  now." 

"Son,"  gently  spoke  the  old  lady,  lay- 
continued  on  page  22) 
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MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


The  Joy  of  Autumn 

There's  a  gladness  in  the  springtime, 
There's  a  promise  in  the  air, 
There's   the  joy  of   budding   blossoms, 
And   God's  love  shows  everywhere, 
There's  a  gladness,  too,  in  summer, 
When  the  skies  are  fair  and  blue, 
When  the  birds  and  beasts  and  flowers 
All  proclaim  that  promise  true. 

But  the  gladness  of  the  autumn 

Is   the  greatest  of  them  all, 

When  the  fields  are  white  with  harvest, 

And  the  leaves  begin  to  fall. 

Then  we  have  the  sweet   fulfillment, 

Of  the  promise  of  the  spring: 

Then  our  hearts  are  full  of  gladness 

For  the  bounty  of  our  King. 

— Nora   Collins. 

Friends 

Archie  Edwards 

I  have  a  most  beautiful  garden 

Where   rarest    of    rare    flowers    grow, 

There's  beauty  in  many  a  garden 
But  mine  is  the  fairest,  I  know. 

I  add  to  my  beautiful  garden 
New  flowers  as  oft  as  I  may, 

And  trust  that  the  Lord  of  all  beauty 
Will   jealously   guard   them   alway. 

For  mine  is  the  queerest  of  gardens — 

To  lose  just  a  single  bloom 
A   sadness   and   loneliness  enters 

And  casts  all  about  a  deep  gloom. 

I  want  you  to  visit  my  garden, 
Enjoy  the  sweet   fragrance  there, 

But   list   to  this   rule — always  heed  it! 
"Please   handle      each      blossom      with 


The    flowers    you    find    in    my    garden — 
The  marvel  of  all  of  God's  art — 

Are  friends  that  I've     made     through  a 
lifetime, 
The  garden  spot,  then,  is  my  heart. 

Nuthin' 

By  Uncle  Zike 

A  purty  house  sot  on  the  hill, 

'Twar  painted,  clean  an'   white; 
The  red-tiled  roof,  the  window-sill, 

The  porch  were  all  jes'  right; 
It  seemed  so  like  a  friendly  face 

That  I  made  up  my  mind 
To  take  a  peek  inside  the  place 

But   my! — what   did  I   find? 
Nuthin'! 

She  looked  as   lovely  as   a   rose, 

Her  voice  wuz  sweet  an'  clear, 
She  had  a  dainty  little  nose 


An'  laughin'  eyes  so  dear; 
I  thought,  that  one  as  sweet  as  she 

Would  surely  have   a   mind 
As   keen   and  rich  as   it   could   be 

But   say!    what   did   I   find? 
Nuthin'! 

The  man  could  talk  jes'  like  a  sage, 

He  knew  much  more  than  I 
Of   poetry   of   ev'ry   age, 

Of  laming'  low  an'  high; 
But   when  I  sorter  peeked  within 

His  heart  wuz  cold  an'  bare, 
Save  for  the  dust  an'  grime  of  sin 

There    waren't   nuthin'    there! 

An  empty  house — a  lonesome  place, 

An  empty  mind,   how   sad! 
An  empty  heart  that  has  no  grace 

Is   wuss   than  all   that's   bad. 
So  let  the  house  be  occupied, 

The  mind  be  active,  free, 
An'  keep  the  heart   with  grace  supplied 

That's  how  it  orter  be. — Sel. 

When,  Where  and  How 

By  Sidney  Dare 
Who  painted  the  yellow  buttercup 

And   the  daisy's  shining  heart — 
The  sun  with  his  golden  pencil 

And  hand  of  magic  art? 
Then  did  the  little  cloudlets 

Stoop   with   their   misty   white, 
And   bring   a   dress   for  the   snowdrop, 

And  fringe  for  the  daisy  bright? 

Flow  did  the  pink  anemone 

And  the  purple  find  their  hue? 
Are  they  the  dainty  colors 

Of  the  earliest  morning  dew? 
And  the.  stately  scarlet  lily — 

Where  did  it  catch  its  glow — 
Over   there   in    the   gleaming    west 

When  the  sun  was  shining  low? 

And  all  the  buds  and  grasses — 

Look   at    the   tender   green! 
Did  you  ever  see  such  dresses 

Worn    by   a    fairy    queen? 
Where  did   the   brushes   come   from 

That    daintily    touched    them    so? 
Straight,  do  you  think,   from  Paradise — 

Where   else   could   they   ever   grow? 

— The   Lutheran. 

Walk  Ahead 

If  yer  want  to  get  ter  somewhere, 

Walk  ahead! 
Don'  yer  loiter  by  the  roadside, 

Playin'  dead. 
Walk,    an'   whistle    when   yer   walkir*'; 
Smile,   an'  do  some  friendly  talkin', 
An'  you'll  get  there  without  balkin'! 

It's   been   said 
That  a  tortoise,  fat  an'  funny, 
Beat  a  real  swift-movin'  bunny, 


When   they   raced   ter  win   some  money; 

An'  I  read 
That   he  did  it   cause  he  follered, 
While  the  bunny  slep'  an'  wollered 
In   the   roadside.    For   the   tortoise 

Walked    ahead! 

— Christian   Herald. 
The  Great  and  Small 

The  small  man  tries  to  make  you  think 
The  world  would  stop  without  him. 

He  blows  about  what  he  can  do 
And  wonders,  if  you  doubt  him! 

No  job  is  quite  up  to  his  par. 

Says   he,    "My   intuition 
Entitles  me   to  better  things — 

In  fact  a  high  position!" 

The  very  great  man  never  thinks 

The    world    would    stop    without    him. 

He  slowly  paves  his  famous  path 
With  iittle   things   about   him! 

Says  he,   "It  is  the  man  behind 
That  counts  more  than  the  place. 

Without  such  vision  one  cannot 
Serve   well   a   job   or   race!" 

— Lola  Beall  Graham. 
A  Little  Bit  of  Laughter 

A  little  bit  of  laughter  and  suddenly  the 

day 
Turns  to  the  glow  of  sunshine  from    out 

the  dour  and  gray; 
Wakes  up  and  starts  a  singing  that  round 

the  world  appears 
A  voice  of  angel  music  to  the  drums  of 

weary  ears. 

A  little  bit  of  laughter,  and  the  clouds 
that  shuttered  out 

The  sunbeams  of  the  morning  are  com- 
pletely put  to  rout; 

The  dust  and  scars  of  battle  seem  to 
fade  away  and  die, 

And  there's  miles  of  happy  rainbow  in 
the  circuit  of  the  sky. 

A  little  bit  of  laughter,  and  the  care  and 

ache  and  pain 
Are   eased    like    drouth    in   August    when 

there   comes   a    burst    of   rain; 
The  mighty  chorus  wakens  on  the  shores 

of   sunny   streams 
And    a    happier      music    echoes      in      the 

rhapsody  of  dreams. 

— Baltimore  Sun. 

Opportunity 

Edith  R.  Jenks 

Did  you  ever  stop  to  think,  my  friend, 
This  world  is  what  you  make  it, 

And  any  good  thing  you  desire, 
Is  yours,  if  you  will  take  it? 

Why,  you  can  make  your  life  so  bright, 
With  such  a  glowing  lining, 

That  all  your  friends  will  gaze  at  you, 
And  think  the  sun  is  shining. 

— Rays  of  Sunshine. 
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That's  Courage 


LOIS  L.  BOLL 


"To  accept  the  worst  that  fate  can 
offer — that's  courage,"  softly  repeated 
Mary  as  she  cleared  up  the  kitchen  table 
and  set  about  to  do  the  evening  dishes. 

When  but  just  a  small  child  five  years 
old  Mary's  mother  had  passed  from  this 
world  and  gone  to  a  better  place,  and 
since  then  fate  had  dealt  very  cruelly 
with  Mary.  Since  her  mother's  death  she 
had  needed  much  courage  to  accept 
cheerfully    what    had    come   to    her. 

A  few  months  after  the  burial  cere- 
mony the  father  of  Mary  had  shocked 
the  goodhearted  neighbors  by  marrying 
a  spendthrift  widow  with  two  daugh- 
ters, Ethel  and  Marie,  and  a  son,  John. 
The  daughters  were  about  the  same  age 
as  Mary  and  could  have  been  lifetime 
chums  and  the  best  of  pals,  but  what  a 
different  story!  The  son  would  gladly 
have  been  her  friend  and  did  stand  up 
for  her  rights,  but  his  mother  saw  to  it 
that  he  kept  his  distance  from  her  and 
that  Mary  kept  her  place,  usually  toil- 
ing in  the  kitchen. 

Mary  was  seventeen  and  in  her  senior 
year  in  high  school.  Each  morning  she 
arose  early  and  did  the  housework,  then 
walked  the  three  and  one-half  miles  in- 
to town  to  receive  her  education,  which 
she  struggled  hard  to  obtain.  West  Point 
College  was  sponsoring  an  oratorical  con- 
test to  be  given  during  the  second  semes- 
ter and  the  winner  was  to  receive  a 
scholarship  to  the  college  with  all  ex- 
penses paid.  Mary  had  entered  the  con- 
test and  her  oration  was  to  be  on  "Cour- 
age." 

"I've  just  got  to  win,"  mused  Mary. 
"I  simply  must  win.  It's  the  only  chance 
I  see  for  college  and  I'll  work  hard  to 
win — or  see  all  my  dream  palaces  and 
ambitions  crumble  at  my  feet." 

This  evening  she  did  the  dishes  and 
wiped  up  the  stove  and  cupboards  extra 
carefully.  She  was  thinking  of  the  new 
dress  and  shoes  she  would  need  for  the 
contest. 

"Is  there  anything  else  you  wish  me 
to  do,  Mrs.  Perry?"  asked  Mary  of  her 
stepmother. 

"Now  listen  here,  you  know  perfect- 
ly well  what  your  tasks  are  and  you 
don't  need  to  come  whining  around  ask- 
ing me  what  to  do,"  snapped  Mrs.  Per- 
ry.  "I'll   have   no   such  foolishness." 

"Yes,"  meekly  answered  Mary.  "Oh, 
may  I  have  some  material  to  make  me  a 
dress  for  the  contest?  I'll  work  hard! 
And  my  shoes — " 

"Well,  the  very  idea!  You  come  ask- 
ing me  for  a  new  dress  when  you  could 
patch  your  old  one  and  make  it  do  quite 
nicely,"  interrupted  her  stepmother. 

"Maybe  I  could  have  a  pretty  blue  one 


like  Ethel's — "  pleaded  Mary.  "Please 
say  yes!  All  the  girls  will  have  pretty 
new  dresses.   Oh,   please!" 

"No!  And  that's  final.  Now  go  away 
and  let  me  hear  of  no  more  such  non- 
sense. I've  had  enough."  Thus  saying, 
Mrs.  Perry  turned  her  back  and  walked 
away. 

Two  big  tears  glistened  in  Mary's  eyes 
and  slowly  crept  down  her  flushed 
cheeks.  Hurriedly  she  retired  to  her 
room,  or  rather  an  attic  corner  that  had 
a  couch,  dresser,  and  a  few  knickknacks 
she  had  made  to  brighten  it  somewhat. 
She  knelt  by  her  couch  and  cried,  for 
her  heart  was  very  heavy,  but  she  must 
live  up  to  her  oration,  "Courage." 

"Dear  Lord,"  she  prayed,  "please  give 
me  courage.  Courage  for  every  time  of 
need."  The  words  of  a  poem  came  to  her 
mind. 

"O   Love   Ditine   that    stooped   to   share 
My  sharpest  pang,   my  bitterest  tear, 

On  Thee  I  cast  each  earth-born  care, 
I'll  smile  at  pain  while  Thou  art  near." 

During  the  next  week  Mary  needed 
much  courage  to  cling  to  her  faith  in 
God  and  to  firmly  stand  undaunted 
when  slurring  remarks  were  flung  care- 
lessly at  her  by  schoolmates.  Every  one 
talked  about  Mary  and  wondered  what 
her  new  dress  would  look  like,  if  indeed 
she   had   one. 

The  night  of  the  contest  rolled  around 
in  a  surprisingly  short  time.  Mary 
noticed  as  she  hastened  home  that  gray, 
billowy  clouds  were  gathering  overhead. 
It  looked  very  much  like  a  snowstorm 
was  coming,   and  it  might  be  soon. 

To  the  best  of  her  ability  Mary 
patched  and  pressed  her  best,  faded,  blue, 
woolen  dress.  She  realized  it  still  looked 
shabby  and  her  oxfords  were  old  and 
worn.  She  probably  would  be  the  laugh- 
ingstock of  the  crowd  when  they  saw 
her  among  the  other  contestants  in  their 
lovely  new  evening  gowns  and  slippers. 
A  fervent,  earnest  prayer  for  courage 
and  strength  arose  from  the  depth  of  her 
heart. 

During  the  evening  meal  Mary 
brought  up  the  subject  of  the  orations. 
"I  can  haidly  wait  until  time  for  the 
contest  to  begin.  I'm  so  excited,"  she  ex- 
claimed. 

"Indeed!"  snapped  her  stepmother, 
"and  how  do  you  think  you're  going,  I'd 
like  to  know?" 

"Why,  what  do  you  mean?  Of 
course,  you're  all  going,  and  I'll  go  with 
you.  I'm  so  anxious  for  you  to  hear  me 
and  I'll  not  disappoint  you,  but  do  my 
best,"  replied  Mary.  "All  the  boys'  and 
girls'  folks  will   be  there." 


"We're  not  going  and  you  are  not, 
either!  It  looks  like  it  might  snow  any 
minute  and  I'm  taking  no  chances.  I'm 
not  interested  in  listening  to  a  lot  of 
silly  orations,  and  you  can  just  get  the 
idea  out  of  your  head  about  going,"  an- 
swered Mrs.  Perry,  unconcernedly. 

Mr.  Perry  felt  a  tug  at  his  heart- 
strings. He  would  have  liked  to  gone 
and  heard  his  daughter,  but  Mrs.  Perry 
had  given  him  to  understand  that  he 
was  not  to  pet  Mary,  but  remember  his 
other  children,  too.  Perhaps  another 
reason  he  didn't  dare  notice  her  much 
was  because  of  the  resemblance  of  his 
first  wife.  He  couldn't  bear  to  think  of 
her.  She  was  so  sweet  and  lovable,  a  true 
companion  and  so  different! 

"Oh!  can't  we  give  her  a  break  for 
once.  She  gets  all  the  hard  knocks  around 
here.  It  makes  me  thoroughly  disgusted 
the  way  you  folks  do.  I'm  sick  and  tired 
of  it!"  exploded  John. 

"That's  enough  from  you!  You're  go- 
ing to  take  us  over  to  Brown's,  as 
they've  invited  us  over  to  spend  the 
evening.  Mary,  you  can  do  up  the  work 
and  my  hose  need  mending,  too."  Thus 
saying,  they  all  filed  out  of  the  house 
and   left. 

"I'll  hurry  and  get  the  work  done," 
mused  Mary.  "I've  absolutely  got  to  be 
there." 

Wrapping  up  warmly  she  started  the 
long  walk  into  town.  Crystal  white 
snow  flakes  were  falling  and  it  was  bit- 
ter cold.  When  she  had  gone  about  two 
miles  her  feet  and  hands  were  numb 
from  cold  and  her  hair  was  frozen  with 
snow. 

Bravely  she  trudged  on  for  she  had 
to  be  there.  She  had  to  win!  Twice  she 
stumbled  and  fell.  If  only  someone 
would  come  along  and  offer  her  a  ride. 
But  who  would  come  along,  she  thought, 
no  one.  How  cold  she  was,  everything 
was  getting  black,  then  she  fell  headlong 
into  the  snow. 

John  couldn't  enjoy  himself  during 
the  conversation  and  constantly  thought 
of  Mary.  What  if  she  should  try  to  walk 
into  town  on  such  a  night.  Finally  he 
made  some  excuse  about  seeing  if  the 
radiator  of  the  truck  had  been  drained 
as  it  was  getting  colder  and  they  couldn't 
take  any  chances. 

Mary  was  not  at  home  when  he  ar- 
rived and  frantically  he  started  the 
journey  into  town.  Unconsciously  he 
found  himself  praying  that  he  would 
find  her  safely.  Finally  he  saw  a  huddled 
figure  half  buried  in  the  snow  at  the 
side  of  the  road. 

It  was  Mary.  He  picked  her  up  and 
shook  he:',  calling  her  name  over  and 
over.  "Mary!  Mary!  Wake  up!  Mary 
answer  me,  please!"  pleaded  John. 

"O  John!"  Mary  answered  feebly. 
"Please  take  me  into  town.  It's  late  but 
(Continued  on  page   23) 
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TELL  THEM   THE   TRUTH 

By  Sarah  G.  Manchester 

Normal  children  are  continually  ask- 
ing questions  when  they  are  old  enougli 
to  do  so. 

They  have  a  right  to  an  honest  and 
satisfying  answer.  Unless  they  ask  ques- 
tions and  are  given  facts  in  return,  how 
can  they  be  expected  to  learn  what  they 
need  to  know  of  the  world  about  them? 

This  doesn't  mean  that  the  older  per- 
son must  go  into  prolonged  and  minute 
explanations.  That  in  itself  is  likely  to 
bewilder  and  tire  the  child,  but  a  fairly 
brief  answer,  clearly  expressed,  will  sat- 
isfy. 

"Who  is  God?"  asks  small  James. 

"God  is  our  Father  in  heaven,"  his 
mother  tells  him.  "He  made  everybody 
and  everything." 

James,  "He  didn't  make  my  new 
coat.  You  buyed  that  at  the  store." 

Mother:  "Yes,  dear,  I  did  buy  it  at  the 
store,  but  God  made  the  wool  grow  on 
the  sheep's  back.  And  He  made  the  plants 
grow  from  which  the  dye  stuff  was  tak- 
en. And  He  made  the  bone  from  which 
the  buttons  were  cut.  Then  He  made  the 
thread — silk  and  cotton — which  sewed 
the  coat. 

"You  know  the  cotton,  which  grows 
in  the  fields  and  is  all  white  and  soft 
when  picked,  is  cleaned  by  people  and 
spun  into  thread.  And  the  silkworms 
make  the  silk  which  is  twisted  into 
thread  and  wound  on  spools. 

"Then  of  course,  God  makes  all  of  the 
people  who  prepare  these  things  for  our 
use,  and  He  gives  them  minds  to  think 
how  to  do  the  work,  and  food  and  homes 
to  live  in  while  they  are  doing  it." 

Another  day  James  asks,  "Where  is 
God?  I  want  to  see  Him." 

This  time  it  is  a  little  harder  for  the 
mother  to  explain,  for  even  older  people 
are  often  puzzled  about  the  "whereness" 
and  personality  of  the  Great  Father. 

So  James'  mother  does  the  best  she 
can,  praying  in  her  heart  to  be  given  the 
right  thing  to  say  and  to  be  mindful 
daily  to  bring  the  reality  of  God  to  her 
small  son,  that  he  may  grow  up  with  an 
expanding  understanding.  And  so  she 
says  something  like  this,  only  of  course 
she  says  it  in  her  own  way: 

"I  have  never  seen  God  either,  darl- 
ing, but  some  day  if  we  are  good  and  live 
as  He  wants  us  to  live,  we'll  see  Him 
face  to  face.  It  may  be  a  long  time,  but 
we  can  go  on  learning  about  Him. 

"God's  home  is  in  heaven,  and  it's  in 
our  hearts,  too,  because  God  is  every- 
where.     Sometimes    you    can    hear    Him 


speak  to  you  if  you  will  listen.  That  still 
small  voice  is  called  conscience.  It  lets 
us  know  what  to  do  and  what  not  to  do. 

"Because  God  is  inside  of  our  hearts, 
He  knows  what  we  do,  whether  we  are 
alone  or  there  are  people  around  us, 
whether  it  is  dark  or  light.  It's  wonder- 
ful to  have  God  with  us  all  the  time 
like  that. 

"You  know,  dear,  you  can't  see  the 
wind  when  it  blows,  but  you  know  it  is 
blowing  because  the  leaves  on  the  trees 
are  moving,  and  it  takes  up  the  dust  and 
sends  it  flying.  You  can't  see  the 
thoughts  in  my  mind  or  in  Daddy's 
mind,  but  you  know  they  are  there. 

"We  can't  see  God  around  us,  al- 
though He  is  everywhere.  We  can  see 
what  He  does.  He  makes  people  kind  to 
us.  He  makes  the  leaves  grow  which 
move  in  the  breeze,  and  He  makes  the 
soil.  If  it  weren't  for  the  soil,  the  flow- 
ers and  plants  and  grass  and  the  fruits 
and  vegetables  couldn't  grow." 
— O— 

CHILDREN'S  GRIEVANCES 

By  Lillian  Brand 

We  parents  are  so  busy  worrying  over 
Jim's  back-talk,  Joan's  sullen  spells,  and 
Tommie's  disobedience,  that  we  seldom 
have  time  to  wonder  just  how  we  appear 
in  the  eyes  of  our  children.  Our  offspring 
assail  our  ears  with  noise,  they're  slow 
when  we  want  them  to  hurry,  they  lack 
the  politeness  we  wish  our  children  to 
have. 

But  what  faults  do  we  have  that  our 
children   wish  we'd  overcome? 

Are  we  always  courteous  to  our  sons 
and  daughters?  Do  we  speak  to  them, 
as  we  wish  them  to  speak  not  only  to  us, 
but  to  their  relatives,  and  our  friends? 
After  all,  children  profit  more  from 
example  than  precept,  and  if  we  or- 
der them  about  in  loud,  ugly  voices,  we 
must  expect  them  to  talk  in  the  same 
way.  Let  us  try  to  make  our  requests 
(children  seldom  need  commands)  in  the 
same  pleasant  voice  we  use  at  church 
socials. 

Do  we  interrupt  our  children?  When 
Joan  tries  to  tell  us  about  the  games  at 
school,  do  we,  without  an  "excuse  me 
please,"  start  talking  about  something 
utterly  different,  showing  the  child  how 
indifferent  we've  been  to  her  interests? 
Children  are  long-winded,  and  parents 
busy.  But  let  us  try  to  listen  politely  to 
our  children  part  of  the  time,  if  we  ex- 
pect them  to  pay  the  same  courtesy  to 
us  and  others.  And  when  we  can  not 
listen  to  them,  let  us  excuse  ourselves 
politely. 

Some  parents  make  meal  time,  which 


should  be  a  joyous  family  reunion,  a 
time  of  torture  for  their  children.  "Sit 
up.  Use  your  napkin.  Lips  closed.  You're 
eating  too  fast.  Don't  tip  your  chair." 
Continuous,  all  through  the  meal,  the 
commands  run. 

Suppose  we  watch  our  own  table  man- 
ners, but  let  the  children's  go  a  little. 
Find  out  what  interested  Tommie  the 
most  today,  how  Joan's  doll  is  recuperat- 
ing from  the  measles,  and  if  Jim's  last 
book  is  pleasing  him,  and  why.  The  chil- 
dren will  be  so  happy  to  talk  to  an  at- 
tentive mother  that  they'll  forget  to  eat 
too  fast,  and  possibly  some  of  their  other 
bad  habits.  If  napkins  remain  unused  and 
lips  open,  perhaps  a  little  note  pinned  by 
their  place  at  the  next  meal  may  help 
them  to  remember.  Children  get  so  used 
to  the  sound  of  their  mother's  voice 
that  they  never  notice  it  much  anyhow. 
A  note  is  usually  far,  far  more  effective. 

Do  we  nag,  scold,  find  fault  with  our 
children?  If  so,  what  can  our  young- 
sters do  to  protect  themselves  from  us? 
Children  are  so  at  our  mercy. 

Suppose  we  stubbornly  refuse  to  see 
their  faults  for  a  time,  or  to  hear  the 
noise.  The  minute  things  are  quieter,  let 
us  remark  on  how  nice  and  quiet  it  is, 
and  how  much  we  appreciate  it. 

If  Joan  happens  to  speak  nicely  to 
Tommie,  instead  of  in  a  scolding,  quar- 
reling voice  as  is  her  habit,  praise  her 
for  it.  Tell  her  how  much  her  little 
brother  loves  her,  and  tries  to  please  her. 
Possibly  Joan  will  take  the  hint,  and  be 
nicer  with  Tommie  in  the  future.  If 
not,  scolding  won't  make  her  any  nicer. 
We've  tried  that,  and  it  has  failed.  Pos- 
sibly we  scold  her  so  much,  she  simply 
has  to  take  it  out"  on  someone  younger 
than  herself,  as  she  can  not  take  it  out 
on  her  mother,  much  as  she  would  like 
to  do  so. 

Then  there  are  the  fearful  parents.  A 
child  can  not  handle  a  pair  of  scissors 
for  fear  she  might  stab  herself,  or  pump 
up  in  the  swing  for  fear  she  might  fall 
out.  How  can  Joan  learn  to  use  scissors 
properly  except  by  using  them,  and  how 
can  she  develop  her  muscles  except 
swinging,1  running,  climbing?  After  all, 
the  overprotected  child  usually  gets 
worse  bumps  than  the  child  who  is  al- 
lowed  to   develop   normally. 

It  is  just  as  sensible  to  decide  the  fam- 
ily can  not  go  out  in  the  car  for  fear  of 
wrecks,  nor  stay  at  home  for  fear  of 
earthquakes,  fire  or  tornado,  as  to  keep 
children  from  the  experiences  normal 
for  their  years. 

Then  there  are  the  selfish  parents  who 
keep  the  house  exclusively  for  themselves. 
They  won't  let  a  block  castle  stay  up 
overnight  to  please  Tommie,  or  allow 
Jim  to  have  a  pet  because  it  might  make 
a  mess,  or  Joan  to  invite  her  little  friends 
in  on  a  rainy  day  to  "play  house."  From 
such  parents  children  try  to  escape  as 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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TRAVELOGUE 

By  Mr.   and  Mrs.  Hoyle  Case 


May  17th,  193  8 
Dearest   Mother   and   all: 

Wish  I  could  tell  you  of  our  trip 
since  we  left  Gibraltar  instead  of  writ- 
ing; I'm  sure  I  could  make  it  more  in- 
teresting. The  further  we  go,  the  more 
interesting  it   becomes,   it   seems. 

This  Mediterranean  is  the  most  charm- 
ing, yes  charming,  body  of  water  I  have 
ever  seen.  It  is  miraculously  calm,  for 
they  say  it  is  not  always  thus,  and  the 
most  beautiful  blue  I've  ever  seen.  Yes- 
terday it  v.ms  so  calm  and  the  same 
shade  as  the  sky,  so  that  actually,  not  a 
fairy  tale,  but  really,  we  could  not  see 
where  the  sea  ended  and  sky  began. 

We  saved  at  Gibraltar  so  as  to  go 
ashore  in  Marseilles  and  our  visit  there 
was  very  interesting.  We  went  about 
this  second  largest  city  in  France,  and 
the  largest  port,  for  three  hours  in  the 
afternoon.  Yes,  Laura,  New  Orleans  is 
French!  There  arc  many  new  buildings 
in  Marseilles  but  the  older  portion  of  the 
city  is  full  of  shuttered  windows  and 
doors,  balconies  with  all  houses  fronting 
on  the  sidewalk  and  very  close  together. 
I  suppose  their  gardens  were  in  the  rear 
or  middle.  From  many  of  the  upstairs  or 
third  and  fourth  story  windows  ex- 
tended small  clothes  lines  full  of  washed 
garments  of  all  descriptions — underwear 
and  all  kinds  of  baby's  clothes  even  hang- 
ing right  cut  over  the  streets! 

It  is  a  beautiful  harbor,  with  four 
miles  of  docks  along  the  water  front. 
Many  of  the  people  fish  and  you  should 
have  seen  the  hundreds  of  fishing  vessels 
and  yachts  in  one  section  of  the  bay! 
The  city  is  surrounded  by  high  rock 
mountains  and  part  of  the  city  is  hilly  it- 
self. We  visited  a  cathedral  on  top  of  the 
highest  mountain  in  the  city — "Notre 
Dame  dc  la  Garde"  it  is  called.  Oh,  the 


steps  up  the  steep  mountain  side!!  It 
really  is  a  beautiful  building,  with  a 
gold  gilded  statue  on  its  dome  —  a 
statue,  thirty-five  feet  high  which  re- 
sembles the  Statue  of  Liberty  except  she 
has  a  child  in  her  arms  instead  of  the 
torch  up  in  the  air.  Inside  we  found  a 
candle  room,  where  hundreds  of  candles 
were  burning,  placed  there  by  various 
people,  also  a  number  of  crutches,  castes, 
canes,  etc.,  left  by  people  who  were 
thankful  for  healing. 

In  the  main  church  part  was  a  very 
touching  statue  of  Christ  in  His  tomb 
— a  full  statue  of  the  dead  Christ  and 
His  body  except  His  face,  was  covered 
with  floral  offerings.  It  really  seemed 
and  smelled  like  a  funeral  in  that  small 
nook.  Then  the  altar  was  lovely.  Of 
course,  a  great  part  of  it  was  done  in 
gold  and  it  was  banked  with  Easter  lilies 
and  English  dogwood — the  most  beau- 
tiful I  ever  saw. 

We  visited  another  cathedral,  the 
floor  of  which  was  all  done  in  mosaic, 
some  of  the  tiny  pieces  not  larger  than 
the  end  of  your  little  finger,  and  which 
cost  two  million  francs  in  gold  (a  franc 
is  worth  almost  4  cents  U.  S.  money). 
Even  the  chants  sounded  like  music 
echoing  through  this  enormous  struc- 
ture. It  had  beautifully  gold  gilded 
archways  and  a  very  high  dome,  and 
seated  12,000  people.  On  the  same 
grounds  with  it  was  the  old  church, 
built  in  the  twelfth  century  and  still  in 
use  of  Sunday  mornings.  Tho'  less  beau- 
tiful, it  was  more  interesting  to  me  than 
the  other  one. 

We  passed  through  a  very  lovely  park 
left  to  the  city  by  a  very  rich  count 
with  the  provision  that  no  tree,  which, 
arc  all  tropical,  be  removed  except  it 
die.  There  we  saw  their  "Niagara  Falls" 
and  "Swannee  River"!  In  it  was  the  love- 
liest rosary — such  an  abundance  of  love- 
ly roses;  in  another  part  were  hundreds  of 
geraniums  and  it  seemed  thousands  of 
begonias — not  in  green  houses,  but  bor- 
dering the  driveway — just  border  plants. 
Flowers  grow  so  generously  there.  We  al- 
so visited  the  "zoo."  These  gardens  were 
lovely  with  flowers  and  shrubbery  and 
contained  quite  a  few  animals  of  pecu- 
liar natures.  The  entrance  was  most  in- 
teresting. Some  time  ago  a  drouth  was 
feared  so  it  was  ordered  that  the  waters 
of  a  certain  river  be  turned  into  Mar- 
seilles. This  was  done  and  it  is  this  water 
which  falls  over  a  beautiful  fountain  at 
the  entrance  of  these  gardens.  On  top  of 
the  fountain  is  a  lady  and  at  her  feet 
tour  animals.  I  can  hardly  describe  the 
immensity    of    this    fountain.    The    top    I 


have  just  described  is  up  about  as  high 
as  thrice  the  height  of  the  Auditorium. 
The  water  begins  up  there  and  falls  over 
cascades  and  terraces  into  three  different 
pools,  each  pool  lower  than  the  previous 
one,  the  one  on  the  lowest  level  being 
on  the  street  level.  The  highest  part  is 
about  a  half  block  back  from  the  street, 
so  you  see  or  can  imagine  how  beautiful 
is  the  water  tumbling  all  that  distance. 
This  fountain  was  built  by  the  same 
sculptor  who  made  the  "Statue  of  Liber- 
ty." In  this  park  I  saw  the  most  lovely 
children  I've  ever  seen.  I  don't  know  how 
well  behaved  they  were  but  there  were 
literally  hundreds  of  beautiful  children 
from  eighteen  months  to  four  and  five 
years.  Honestly,  Hoyle  and  I  exclaimed 
together,  "These  children  really  look 
like  our  prettiest  china  dolls  at  home." 
Pretty  faces,  chubby  hands  and  knees, 
curly  hair,  chiefly,  soft  brown  eyes, 
carefully  well  dressed, — veritable  dolls — 
all  from  least  to  largest;  chatting  French 
to  their  maids,  mamas  and  grandmamas. 

I  saw  not  a  lady  smoking,  but  wine; 
yes  wines  galore,  and  the  tables  for  eat- 
ing and  drinking  at  cafe,  soda  fountain 
or  liquor  shop  arc  right  out  in  front  of 
the  shop  on  the  sidewalks  so  that  you 
just  walk  along  and  sit  right  down  in  a 
chair  at  the  edge  of  the  sidewalk  and  be 
served  whatever  you  wish  to  eat  or 
drink! 

Oh  yes,  at  the  Notre  Dame  cathedral 
I  slipped  on  a  step  as  we  came  out  of  the 
gateway  and  a  one-legged  beggar  and  an- 
other beggar  almost  jumped  off  their 
steps  grabbing  at  me!!  Hoyle,  of  course, 
had  me  and  I  didn't  fall,  didn't  harm 
anything  but  dreadfully  frightened  the 
poor  beggars.  I  apologized  and  Hoyle 
had  a  coin  ready  to  give  before  I  slipped! 
On  this  boat  my  shoe  soles  have  become 
so  slick  from  not  treading  on  any 
thing   "gritty"  or  "gravelly." 

In  the  other  church  we  saw  a  beauti- 
ful statue;  its  artist  won  first  prize  in 
Rome  last  year.  It  really  was  the  most 
lovely  statue  of  Christ  I've  ever  seen. 
He  was  the  Christ  just  taken  from  the 
cross — His  eyes  closed  and  head  bowed 
in  death,  upon  Mary's  bosom,  her  head 
bowed  sorrowfully,  her  arms  supporting 
Him,  as  any  mother  her  dying  child.  Oh, 
it  was  sublime. 

There's  a  beautiful  drive  along  the 
harbor  and  bay  and  one  may  follow  that 
highway  following  the  water  front  all 
the  way  to  Naples,  Italy.  It  was  Friday, 
the  13th,  mother's  birthday,  but  we  had 
no  ill  luck  save  my  frightening  the  poor 
beggers.  (Hope  you  all  remembered 
mother  for  me  on  that  day.  Don't  for- 
get  her,  hear!) 

The  next  place  of  interest  we  passed 
two  o'clock  Monday  morning,  May  16. 
We  had  the  night  watchman  awaken  us 
to  see  Stromboli,  a  volcano.  It  was  not 
erupting  but  was  afire.  It  has  two 
(Continued  on  page   23) 
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TRAVELOGUE 

ev.  and  Mrs.  Edmond  E.  Stark,  Missionaries 

to  Africa. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison  and  all  the  Y.  P.  E: 
Greetings  in  Jesus'  name!  We  hope 
that  you  will  enjoy  the  enclosed  story 
of  one  of  Angola's  Diamonds  taken  from 
the  rough  as  we  did  when  we  first  heard 
it  from  the  missionary  who  was  instru- 
mental in  bringing  Kanja  to  the  Lord, 
and  wish  you  could  see  as  we  have  one 
of  the  copies  of  scripture  portions  writ- 
ten by  Kanja's  own  hand. 

KANJA 

Kanja  was  not  his  name,  but  the  Lord 
well  knows  the  man  to  whom  we  give 
that  name,  and  hundreds  of  plantation 
workers  on  a  little  island  in  the  Gulf  of 
Guinea  bless  his  memory. 

Kanja  was  one  of  that  hardy  Angolan 
race,  the  Ovimbundu,  one  of  the  most 
enterprising  races  of  Africa.  He  had 
come  in  contact  with  the  Gospel  that  is 
able  to  make  one  wise  unto  salvation, 
and  having  given  himself  to  the  Lord, 
it  became  his  custom  to  attend  the  serv- 
ices which  were  held  each  night  in  his 
village.  Among  his  possessions,  that 
which  he  treasured  most  highly  was  his 
song  book  and  a  copy  of  some  portions 
of  scriptures  in  his  own  language.  Kanja 
had  not  been  saved  long  and  had  not  yet 
been  taken  into  full  fellowship  with  the 
church  when,  due  to  certain  peculiar 
circumstances,  he,  along  with  many 
others  from  his  district,  made  a  contract 
to  go  as  a  laborer  to  a  small  island  in 
that  part  of  the  Atlantic  called  the  Gulf 
of  Guinea. 

Kanja  found  that  life  on  the  island 
plantation  was  much  different  from 
that  of  his  village  where  he  used  to  have 
the  fellowship  of  other  Christians. 

It  seemed  that  no  other  Christians 
were  in  this  group  of  laborers.  He  missed 
the  services  each  night,  the  songs,  the 
prayers,  the  sermons,  but  most  of  all  he 
missed  his  Bible  and  song  book,  which 
he  had  been  unable  to  bring  along.  He 
searched    and    inquired    diligently    among 


his  fellows  hoping  to  find  among  them 
something  from  the  Word  of  God,  but 
his  search  was  vain.  With  a  large  por- 
tion of  a  week's  wages  he  bought  paper, 
pen,  and  ink,  and  working  by  the  light 
of  a  candle,  he  began  to  write  from 
memory  the  scriptures  he  had  read. 
When  time  came  that  he  must  retire  he 
would  sing  and  pray  before  doing  so.  His 
tellows  did  not  know  the  meaning  of 
this,  and  for  some  time  had  no  sympathy 
for  his  service.  Kanja  was  not  disap- 
pointed, he  felt  that  he  was  doing  service 
unto  God  and  not  to  man.  At  last  his 
companions  were  constrained  to  listen 
to  him,  and  one  by  one  they  began  to 
inquire  about  the  Bread  of  Life,  his  de- 
votions in  the  evenings  began  to  have  a 
congregation,  small  indeed  at  first  but 
gradually  growing  larger.  As  the  Gospel 
touched  the  hearts  of  his  companions 
one  by  one  they  began  to  demand  that 
Kanja  teach  them  to  read  and  write,  so 
that  they  might  also  have  a  copy  of 
Kanja's  book  to  read.  Kanja's  evenings 
began  to  be  spent  in  instructing  his  class 
in  the  elements  of  reading,  while  his 
wages  were  spent  in  buying  paper  to 
make  Bibles  for  his  pupils. 

The  fame  of  the  lonely  disciple  of 
Christ  spread  daily,  and  there  came  one 
happy  day  when  Kanja  heard  of  a  book 
on  a  near-by  plantation  that  contained 
words  such  as  his  own  books  had.  Kanja 
felt  he  must  see  that  book,  must  obtain 
it  if  possible,  and  so  made  his  way  to 
the  neighboring  plantation  in  search  of 
it.  He  found  the  report  to  be  true  and 
his  arrival  was  just  in  time  to  save  a 
portion  of  the  book  which  was  being 
used  to  furnish  wrappers  for  cigarettes. 
Working  only  a  short  while  in  the  eve- 
nings after  spending  his  days  in  the 
fields  from  sunup  until  sundown,  he 
doubled  his  efforts  to  make  copies  of  his 
new-found  Bible  for  the  pupils.  In  a 
short  while  he  found  he  had  used  all  his 
paper  and  his  money  was  all  spent.  He 
sadly  announced  to  his  followers  that  he 
could  not  continue  his  work  in  provid- 
ing Bibles  for  them  because  he  had  used 
up  all  the  material  he  could  buy.  Where- 
upon the  men  gladly  contributed  mon- 
ey to  buy  supplies  that  set  Kanja  happily 
at  work  again  in  copying  the  Scrip- 
tures. 

The  overseer  of  the  plantation  began 
to  notice  something  wrong  with  his 
men;  yes,  they  worked  well,  but  the 
rum  was  being  left  in  the  kegs,  and  the 
tobacco  he  had  to  sell  them  was  mould- 
ing instead  of  being  sold.  He  began  to 
inquire  about  this  strange  state  of  af- 
fairs, and  learned  of  Kanja's  labor  of 
love.  As  a  result,  he  forbade  the  gather- 
ing of  the  men  for  service,  he  forbade 
Kanja  to  pray,  he  resorted  to  violence, 
he  finally  threatened  Kanja  with  death. 
Kanja  replied  that  he  was  subject  to  the 
will  of  his  master,  but  his  soul  belonged 
to    God    whom      he    was    determined    to 


serve.  Kanja's  work  on  the  plantation 
became  harder  daily.  He  was  given 
tasks  that  two  men  had  done  before. 
His  fellows  pleaded  for  him  with  the 
overseer  saying,  "Why  do  you  treat 
the  man  so?  Let  us  help  him  with  this 
task."  The  overseer  replied,  "No,  let 
him  alone.  He  seems  to  have  an  un- 
limited capacity  for  work  after  hours. 
Let  him  work  for  his  wages  also." 
Kanja  did  not  complain,  he  prayed  that 
God  would  give  him  strength  to  do  any 
task  assigned  him.  Under  persecution 
the  Gospel  thrived  in  the  hearts  of  the 
men.  Forbidden  to  assemble  for  serv- 
ice, they  began  to  gather  in  the  woods 
at  night  to  perform  their  devotions. 
The  call  of  the  Owl  became  the  signal 
for  the  gathering  of  the  church,  'Ma- 
ranatha.'  At  last  the  overseer  began 
to  notice  that  the  Christians  were  his 
best  workers  and  began  to  feel  more 
kindly  toward  them.  The  persecution 
relaxed  somewhat,  only  to  be  renewed 
as  bad  as  ever  when  overseers  of  neigh- 
boring plantations  began  to  complain  of 
the  Christward  movement  spreading 
among  their  respective  workers.  These 
at  last  began  to  see  the  blessings  that 
the  Gospel  was  bringing  to  their  own 
men  and  little  by  little  the  movement 
began  to  be  left  alone.  Schools  began  to 
be  established  on  neighboring  planta- 
tions with  some  of  Kanja's  earlier  pupils 
as  teachers. 

After  some  eight  years  on  the  island, 
Kanja's  contract  came  to  an  end  and 
he  returned  to  his  native  village  in  An- 
gola, but  leaving  behind  him  literally 
hundreds  of  sons  in  the  faith.  His  high- 
est desire  was  to  enter  into  full  fel- 
lowship with  the  church,  but  he  would 
not  receive  baptism  at  once,  insisting  on 
taking  the  regular  course  of  Bible  st adv 
required  of  all  his  people.  His  dilapi- 
dated copies  of  the  Scriptures  which  he 
had  rescued  from  burning,  and  a  song 
book  which  he  had  snatched  from  some 
similar  fate,  he  showed  to  the  mission- 
ary who  gladly  gave  him  new  copies  in 
exchange.  The  old  copies  along  with  one 
of  his  manuscripts  now  rests  among  the 
treasures  of  the  British  and  Foreign 
Bible  Society  in  London. 

Kanja  continued  his  testimony  among 
his  people  in  Angola,  but  the  Lord  soon 
was  pleased  to  receive  him  unto  Him- 
self. His  memorial  still  stands  in  the 
hearts  of  hundreds  of  workers  on  the 
cocoa  plantations  of  that  island.  Not  a 
few  natives  of  Angola  who  had  not  been 
in  touch  with  the  Gospel  before  have 
found  the  Lord  during  a  term  of  serv- 
ice there.  Nobody  has  yet  visited  this 
island  to  encourage  the  Christians  Kan- 
ja left  there,  to  furnish  them  with  liter- 
ature, to  confirm  their  faith,  yet  the 
Gospel   continues   to  bear  fruit  there. 

Thus  we  have  very  briefly,  the  work 
of  one  of  the  natives  of  Angola.  This 
(Continued  on  page   24) 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service :  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  Intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  In  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  be 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
!r>    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
nanded  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
Intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  Is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  yon  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
if  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach   a   sermon    in   a    Y.    P.    E.   meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  ana 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  jour  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    frienas. 


NOTE:  We  are  very  sorry  that 
through  mistake  the  name  of  the  writer 
of  our  splendid  lesson  on  "Complete  Con- 
secration" in  last  month's  issue  was 
omitted.  Minnie  Bell  (Jagers)  Clayton 
of  Greenville,  S.  C.  was  the  writer.  Min- 
nie Bell  was  once  my  secretary  and  has 
meant  much  to  the  success  of  the  paper. 
— Editor. 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Esther  Holland 
Topic:  "OUR  REFUGE" 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
As  we  look  upon  the  world  today  and 
behold  the  unrest  and  uneasiness  of  the 
nations  as  well  as  individuals,  there  comes 
a  universal  call  for  help.  People  are  look- 
ing to  the  governments  for  relief  from 
the  terribleness  into  which  the  world  has 
drifted,  but  all  the  peace  pacts,  the 
leagues  and  other  agencies  have  failed  to 
bring  that  calmness  of  spirit  and  satis- 
faction to  the  hearts  of  men  and  women. 
And  yet,  in  spite  of  all  the  discontent- 
ment and  suffering  in  the  world,  the 
child  of  God   can  have  peace,   complete 


peace  and  an  assurance  of  protection  in 

all  the  storms  of  life,  for 

"There's  no  other  refuge  but  Jesus, 
No  shelter  where  lost  ones  may  fly; 
And  now  while  He's  tenderly  calling, 
Sinner,  turn,  for  why  will  ye  die?" 

A  REFUGE  IN  TROUBLE 
"God  is  our  refuge  and  strength,  a 
very  present  help  in  trouble,"  Psalm  46:1. 
It  has  been  said  that  the  child  of  God  has 
no  trouble.  However,  if  that  were  true, 
this  scripture  would  not  be  necessary.  The 
blessed  part  is  that  God  is  present  when 
troubles  come  and  helps  us  through  or 
delivers  us  from  them.  Some  of  our 
troubles  are  self-inflicted,  in  other  words, 
we  bring  them  upon  ourselves  through 
disobedience  and  distrust  and  neglect.  The 
children  of  Israel  were  brought  through 
many  troubles  in  the  wilderness,  but  had 
they  believed  and  obeyed  God,  they  would 
have  reached  the  promised  land  much 
sooner  and  prevented  the  long  forty  years 
of  wandering.  And  yet,  God  in  His  great 
infinite  love,  cared  for  them  and  pro- 
tected them  and  finally  led  them  to  pos- 
sess the  land  of  promise.  Then  sometimes 
troubles  come  our  way  to  draw  us  closer 
to  God.  He  longs  to  work  miracles  for 
us  today  and  to  show  us  His  mighty 
strength  in  delivering  us  out  of  troubles. 
And  when  we  flee  to  Him,  we  find  in  Ps. 
27:5,  "For  in  the  time  of  trouble  he  shall 
hide  me  in  his  pavilion:  in  the  secret  of 
his  tabernacle  shall  he  hide  me;  he  shall 
set  me  up  upon  a  rock."  Yea,  God  even 
hides  us  in  His  secret  places  when  trou- 
bles approach  us.  How  sweet  to  hide 
away  in  God! 

A  REFUGE  IN  WEAKNESS  AND 
FROM  THE  STORM 

"For  thou  hast  been  a  strength  to  the 
poor,  a  strength  to  the  needy  in  his  dis- 
tress, a  refuge  from  the  storm,  a  shadow 
from  the  heat,  when  the  blast  of  the 
terrible  ones  is  as  a  storm  against  the 
wall,"  Isa.  2  5:4.  God  has  always  been 
merciful  to  the  poor.  It  is  His  pleasure 
to  give  them  faith  to  claim  His  promises 
so  that  He  can  fulfill  them  in  blessings. 
He  is  delighted  to  extend  gracious  favors 
to  supply  their  needs  when  all  outward 
appearances  are  labeled  "impossible."  It 
was  the  poor  who  heard  the  word  of 
Jesus  gladly  when  He  walked  along  the 
shores  of  Galilee,  and  He  will  always  be  a 
Friend  to  the  poor.  Then  this  verse  says, 
"He  is  a  refuge  from  the  storm,"  from 
the  storms  of  sorrow.  When  sickness  and 
death  visit  our  homes  and  the  dearest  of 
our  loved  ones  is  taken  away  and  it  seems 
that  sorrow  has  heaped  all  its  bitterness 
and  suffering  on  our  shoulders  and  the 
load  is  so  heavy  we  can  hardly  bear  it, 
then  God  bids  us  look  to  Him,  His  love 
is  just  the  same,  and  He  will  keep  us  and 
give  us  strength  to  trust  Him.  Storms  of 
persecution  sometimes  are  thrust  upon 
us,  too,  and  those  whom  we  thought  to 


be  our  friends  turn  against  us  and  shun 
our  presence  rather  than  speak  a  word  of 
encouragement,  but  God  is  still  our 
refuge  and  it  is  He  that  will  not  for- 
sake nor  leave  us. 

A  REFUGE  FROM  THE  ENEMY 
"The  eternal  God  is  thy  refuge,  and 
underneath  are  the  everlasting  arms:  and 
he  shall  thrust  out  the  enemy  from  be- 
fore thee;  and  shall  say,  Destroy  them," 
Deut.  33:27.  The  eternal  God,  God  from 
everlasting  to  everlasting,  shall  thrust 
out  the  enemy  before  us.  Yes,  those  who 
would  destroy  our  good  names,  our  char- 
acters, and  our  reputations  through  strife, 
envy,  jealousy  or  hatred,  or  with  the 
tongue  of  gossip  and  lying;  God  will 
protect  us  from  such  and  gives  us  the 
assurance  that  He  will  not  permit  us  to 
go  down  in  defeat  but  will  thrust  these 
enemies  out  before  us.  He  is  a  shadow 
from  the  heat  of  the  enemy's  gun  and 
will  cause  our  enemies  to  be  slain  with 
the  weapon  they  had  planned  to  use  for 
our  destruction.  He  will  turn  their  in- 
iquity upon  their  own  heads.  How  pre- 
cious this  refuge  in  God,  to  know  He  will 
uphold  us  by  His  everlasting  arms  and 
shield  us  each  day  from  the  enemy's  dart, 
and  protect  us  each  night  from  his  snare. 

A  REFUGE  IN  HIS  NAME 
"In  the  fear  of  the  Lord  is  strong  con- 
fidence: and  his  children  shall  have  a 
place  of  refuge,"  Prov.  14:26.  "The 
name  of  the  Lord  is  a  strong  tower;  the 
righteous  runneth  into  it,  and  is  safe," 
Prov.  18:10.  The  name  of  Jesus  is  power- 
ful to  save  men  from  their  sin  and  make 
them  to  be  clean;  then  it  is  the 
door  through  which  we  come  to  the 
throne  of  grace.  Jesus  said,  "Whatso- 
ever ye  shall  ask  in  my  name,  ye  shall 
receive."  There  was  power  enough  in 
this  name  to  heal  the  lame  man  who  was 
sitting  at  the  gate  of  the  temple  when 
Peter  and  John  went  to  pray,  and  there 
is  just  as  much  power  in  it  today.  Solo- 
mon said  here,  it  is  a  strong  tower,  a 
place  of  protection  at  all  times,  and  when 
we  are  planted  in  this  name,  nothing  we 
ask  will  be  denied.  It  is  a  place  of  refuge 
for  all  His  children  and  the  righteous 
recognize  it  as  such  and  run  into  it  for 
they  know  there  is  safety  in  that  tower. 

"Take  the  name  of  Jesus  with  you, 
Child  of  sorrow  and  of  woe, 
It  will  joy  and  comfort  give  you, 
Take  it  then,  where'er  you  go. 

"Take  the  name  of  Jesus  with  you 
As  a  shield  from  every  snare. 
If   temptations  round  you  gather, 
Breathe    that    holy   name   in    prayer. 

"Precious   name,   oh   how  sweet! 
Hope  of  earth  and  joy  of  heaven, 
Precious  name,  oh  how  sweet! 
Hope  of  earth  and  joy  of  heaven." 
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Bible  Lesson 

By    ExELMA    HOLLEY 

Topic:  "WHAT  WE  HAVE  IN  CHRIST" 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
Phil.  2:1. 

If  all  of  God's  people  could  see  and 
know  what  we  do,  and  can  have  in 
Christ,  there  would  be  none  to  go  back 
on  Him,  and  sinners  would  become 
hungrier  for  what  we  possess.  I  am 
afraid  many  times  we  don't  value  His 
love  and  fellowship  as  we  should.  But  we 
do  want  to  appreciate  what  He  has  done 
for  us  and  the  blessings  He  bestows  upon 
us,  by  obeying  His  voice  and  staying 
humble  before  Him.  Then  it  is  that  our 
love  and  fellowship  will  become  sweeter 
and  stronger  and  we  will  be  able  to  ac- 
complish more  for  Christ. 

CONSOLATION  IN  CHRIST 
Luke   2:25-30 

We  like  to  think  of  Simeon,  who 
waited  for  the  consolation  of  Israel  and 
after  handling  the  Word  that  was  made 
flesh  was  ready  to  depart  in  peace.  What 
a  consolation  to  see  and  behold,  He  who 
would  be  the  Savior  of  mankind;  He 
who  Isaiah  had  spoken  of,  that  He  would 
be  wounded  for  our  transgressions,  and 
be  bruised  for  our  iniquities.  It  would 
console  and  comfort  your  heart  here,  sin- 
ner friend,  if  you,  as  Simeon,  believe  the 
Word  of  God  and  receive  His  Son  as 
your  Savior. 

COMFORT  OF  LOVE 
St.   John    13:1-10,    11;    15:13. 

To  know  that  Jesus'  love  for  us  will 
not  wax  cold  nor  neither  is  it  deceitful, 
but  is  stronger  than  death,  and  true,  is 
enough  to  comfort  any  one's  heart.  It  is 
through  Him  we  can  have  the  love  that 
God  had  in  giving  His  only  Son  for  us. 

Other  people's  love  for  us,  many  times, 
is  not  such  as  to  hide  our  faults,  but  Je- 
sus' love  was  so  true  He  died  that  we 
might  have  that  abundant  life.  Hear 
Him  say,  "Because  I  live  ye  shall  live 
also."  Isn't  that  proof  enough  to  com- 
fort your  hearts?  And  besides  He  loves 
us  unto  the  end  of  this  life,  and  has  gone 
before  to  prepare  a  place  for  us,  that  those 
whom  He  loves  might  ever  be  with  Him. 
He  loves  sinners  too,  yea,  He  died  for  us 
all  thus  proving  His  love  for  us. 
FELLOWSHIP  OF  THE  SPIRIT 
1   John    13:3;   Rom.    8:14-16 

It  has  been  estimated  by  some  that 
heaven  is  900,000,000,000  miles  away; 
but  as  we  can  talk  through  a  telephone 
and  hear  an  answer  hundreds  of  miles 
away,  even  so  if  we  have  that  connecting 
spirit  we  can  pray  and  receive  an  answer 
immediately.  What  a  fellowship!  He 
also  called  us  His  friends  and  made  known 
to  us  His  Father's  will  and  plan.  This 
fellowship  is  sweet;  to  have  the  Spirit 
within  our  hearts  connecting  with 
Christ's  Spirit  draws  us  closer  to  Him. 
He  went  back  to  heaven  to  send  us  His 


Spirit,  St.  John  16:7.  Let  us  walk  to- 
gether with  Him,  obey  Him,  that  we 
may  always  have  that  fellowship  of  the 
Spirit. 

BOWELS  AND  MERCIES 
Col.  2:13;  Titus  3:5;  Rom.   8:32 

Here  bowels  means  His  tenderness  and 
pity,  while  mercies  means  to  forgive, 
spare,  and  have  compassion.  Again  Isaiah 
spoke  of  Christ  as  a  tender  plant.  We 
think  of  His  tenderness  and  compassion 
toward  others,  how  He  healed  the  blind, 
and  leper,  fed  the  multitude,  raised  the 
dead  and  spared  even  His  enemies'  lives. 

We  are  told  in  Eph.  4:3  2,  "And  be  ye 
kind  one  to  another,  tenderhearted,  for- 
giving one  another,  even  as  God  for 
Christ's  sake  hath  forgiven  you."  Also 
be  merciful.  When  we  have  our  sins  for- 
given, His  love  within,  and  the  fellow- 
ship of  His  Spirit,  we,  like  Him,  can 
have  pity  for  the  lost;  love  for  the  un- 
believer; sympathy  for  the  sad,  and  mercy 
for  the  wicked. 

Song:  "All  I  Need." 

Y.  P.  E.  Program 

Topic:  "THE  LIGHTED  PATHWAY" 

Scripture   lesson:    Matt.    5:1-16 
Here  we  are  with  a  Lighted  Pathway 
lesson.  It  has  been  a  long  time  since  we 
had  one. 

Appoint  three  speakers  and  give  ten 
minutes  each,  to  speak  on  their  favorite 
page  or  article.  Then  open  the  meeting 
to  everybody  and  ask  them  to  speak  not 
over  three  minutes  on  what  impressed 
them  most  in  this  issue  of  the  paper.  Like 
a  testimony  meeting  you  may  close  it 
at  any  time. 

We're  using  this  lesson  as  number  three 
so  you  may  have  plenty  of  time  to  read 
the  paper  and  talk  intelligently  about  it. 
We  hope  this  will  lead  you  to  join  our 
Reading  Circle.  Begin  to  plan  this  meet- 
ing at  least  one  week  ahead  of  the  time 
it  is  to  be  held. — Editor. 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Esther  Holland 
Topic:    "BROKEN    THINGS" 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
This  subject  may  seem  a  bit  strange 
to  you  at  first,  but  if  we  search  the 
Scriptures  we  will  find  many  things 
and  hard  to  be  understood  by  the  natural 
mind.  And  yet,  according  to  the  Word, 
many  things  are  useless  unless  broken,  and 
we  wish  to  notice  a  few  of  these. 

A  BROKEN  TREASURE 
Scripture,  John  12:3-8. 
The  Broken  Alabaster  Box — although 
it  contained  an  expensive  ointment  of 
sweet  fragrance,  this  fragrance  was  not 
enjoyed  until  the  box  was  broken.  It  was 
not  until  it  was  broken  that  the  Master 
said,  "Let  her  alone;  ....  she  hath 
wrought  a  good  work  on  me.  .  .  .  Where- 


soever this  gospel  shall  be  preached  .... 
this  also  that  she  hath  done  shall  be  spo- 
ken of  for  a  memorial  of  her."  Her  treas- 
ure became  a  treasure  only  when  broken 
for  the  Master  and  the  breaking  process 
was  required  before  she  could  receive  the 
approval  of  the  Lord.  Let  us  note  the 
fact  that  she  was  not  asked  to  make  this 
sacrifice  or  to  manifest  in  any  way  her 
appreciation  of  her  Lord,  but  she  gave 
from  a  heart  full  of  love,  she  gave  will- 
ingly and  she  gave  the  best  she  had. 
Nothing  was  too  good  for  her  Lord,  and 
by  her  gift  the  whole  house  was  filled 
with  the  sweet  aroma  of  the  ointment. 
Such  a  beautiful  symbol  of  what  you  and 
I  may  give — and  when  we  give  our  best 
to  Jesus,  the  whole  house,  (the  church) 
will  feel  the  benediction  of  the  Lord  rest- 
ing upon  it.  So  let's  break  our  alabaster 
box  of  love  and  anoint  the  Master's  feet 
again. 

THE  BROKEN  LOAVES 
Scripture,  John  6:5-12. 
This  lad  had  just  a  lunch  for  himself 
but  when  he  knew  that  Jesus  needed  it, 
he  gladly  gave  it  all,  not  reserving  a  bite 
for  himself.  And  the  one  lunch  of  five 
loaves  and  two  fishes,  when  broken  by  the 
hand  of  the  Master,  became  a  feast  for 
a  multitude  of  thousands.  Our  gift,  re- 
gardless of  its  littleness,  if  given  from  a 
heart  of  love,  will  be  multiplied  thousands 
of  times  when  it  reaches  the  Master's 
hand,  and  be  a  blessing  to  many.  There 
are  millions  of  souls  today  that  need  to 
be  fed  and  the  Master  is  awaiting  you 
and  me  to  give  ourselves  to  Him  that 
He  may  break  us  and  mold  us  and  fill 
us  and  send  us  to  them  with  the  Bread  of 
Life. 

THE  BROKEN  BODY 

Scripture,  1  Cor.  11:23-26. 
Among  the  many  other  broken  things 
recorded  in  the  Bible  is  the  broken  body 
of  our  Lord.  He  said,  "This  is  my  body 
which  is  broken  for  you,"  and  also,  "As 
oft  as  ye  eat  this  bread  and  drink  this 
cup,  ye  do  show  forth  the  Lord's  death 
until  he  come."  We  have  just  studied 
about  Jesus  breaking  the  loaves  to  satisfy 
the  natural  man  of  the  multitude  and 
now  He  says  His  body  is  broken  for  us. 
Truly  we  could  not  partake  of  it,  were  it 
not  broken,  for  we  could  never  compre- 
hend all  that  Jesus  is  to  us  at  one  time, 
but  we  learn  step  by  step,  little  by  little, 
we  understand  one  truth  and  it  helps  us 
to  understand  the  next  one;  we  receive  an 
answer  to  prayer  and  we  have  faith  to 
ask  for  something  greater  the  next  time; 
we  receive  one  revelation  of  scripture  and 
it  leads  us  to  another,  etc.  How  wonder- 
ful in  Jesus  being  willing  to  be  broken 
that  we  poor  mortals  might  partake  a  lit- 
tle at  a  time  and  grow  as  we  partake.  For 
each  time  we  partake,  that  which  we  re- 
ceive becomes  a  living  seed  within  our 
(Continued    on   page    26) 
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Reading  Circle 

Below  we  are  publishing  a  list  of 
Reading  Circle  members  from  Middles- 
boro,  Ky.  We  now  have  one  hundred 
and  four  members.  We  thank  God  for 
these  new  members.  Our  Reading  Circle 
must  increase  this  year.  We  have  re- 
cently made  some  calculations  and  find 
that  it  would  take  2,731,345  people 
with  arms  outstretched  and  finger  tips 
touching  to  encircle  the  globe.  1  won- 
der how  far  we  can  get  this  year  to- 
ward   this    goal. 

Nothing  in  the  world  is  more  uplift- 
ing and  soul  inspiring  than  reading 
good  literature.  To  join  this  Reading 
Circle  you  must  promise  to  read  the 
Lighted  Pathway  from  beginning  to 
end.  Of  course,  we  will  recommend 
other  good  books  for  you;  but  to  read 
the  Lighted  Pathway  from  cover  to 
cover  will  put  you  into  the  circle  oi 
readers.  We  trust  the  Y.  P.  E.  presi- 
dents will  work  hard  on  this  this  year. 
So  many  get  the  paper  but  just  read 
here  and  there  a  few  pieces  and  perhaps 
miss  the  very  best  article  in  the  paper. 
If  you  read  the  paper  from  cover  to 
cover  throughout  this  year  and  are  not 
better  spiritually,  and  more  able  to 
work  for  the  Master  than  now,  we  will 
not  ask  you  next  year  to  belong  to  our 
circle.  Come  on  and  let  us  line  up  and 
see  how  many  miles  we  can  make  this 
year.  Our  General  Overseer  is  making 
this  one  of  the  points  in  our  contest  this 
Assembly  year. 

New  Reading  Circle  members  from 
Middlesboro,  Ky: 

1.  Bonnie    Turner 

2.  Susie   Durham 

3.  Leona   Everly 

4.  Helen  Lane 

5.  Lizzie  Lewis 

6.  Maude  Everly 

7.  Helen    Holcomb 

8.  Medie   Maymes 

9.  Magdalene    Schackleford 

10.  Sarah  Turner 

11.  Eva    Sharp 

12.  Ilo   Kirkendole 

13.  Ida  Kelly 

14.  Darlie  Pierce 

1 5.  Ada   Mae  Marssel 

16.  Lucy    Rogers 

17.  Joyce    Durham. 
Sister    Durham    writes: 

I  just  think  we  never  could  do  with- 
out our  Lighted  Pathway  any  more 
since   we   arc   all  so   anxious   for  each   is- 


sure.  We  now  have  three  rolls  coming 
each  month  to  our  church.  We  have  a 
splendid  group  of  young  folks  willing 
to  work,   and  a   nice  junior  class. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  has  visited  three  neigh- 
boring churches,  giving  a  program  to 
each,  and  plan  to  visit  two  more  this 
year. 

I  think  all  we  are  behind  with  is  pow- 
er and  spirit  that  more  souls  would  be 
saved. — Susie   Durban?. 

Winner  of    National    Banner 


Robert  J.  Johnson 

State  Y.  P.  E.  Superintendent  of 

South  Carolina 

NOTE:  Here  is  the  winner  of  the 
national  banner  last  year.  Brother  John- 
son is  going  to  try  for  it  again  this 
year.  What  do  you  think  about  his  win- 
ning it?  I  imagine  I  can  see  the  twinkle 
in  the  eye  of  other  Y.  P.  E.  su- 
perintendents and  I  can  hear  them  say, 
"just  wait  and  see."  Well,  we  will. 
Better  hurry  up  and  begin  now.  A  little 
time  lost   may  cause  defeat. — Ed/for. 

"No  man  can  be  a  Christian  who  does 
not  sincerely  desire  holiness  and  con- 
stantly aim  at  it.  No  man  can  be  a 
friend  of  God  who  can  acquiesce  in  a 
state  of  sin,  and  who  is  satisfied  when 
he  is  "not  holy,  as  God  is  holy." — Chas. 
G.  Finney. 


Rules  for  Awarding  the  Na- 
tional Y.  P.  E.  Banner 

During  the  General  Assembly  the 
young  people  submitted  to  the  General 
Overseer,  Council  of  Twelve  and  the 
Bishops'  Council  a  number  of  sugges- 
tions, through  their  committee,  T.  F. 
Blackwell,  chairman,  R.  J.  Johnson, 
secretary,   and  T.  L.  Forrester. 

After  some  discussion  all  of  the  sug- 
gestions apparently  could  not  be  granted, 
yet,  it  was  unanimously  decided  by  the 
Bishops'  Council  that  the  General  Over- 
seer comply  with  the  requests,  as  far 
as  it  was  conveniently  possible;  there- 
fore, I  have  endeavored  to  formulate 
the  rules,  in  my  opinion,  that  will  be 
fair  to  all  states.  We  appreciate  the  sug- 
gestions and  assistance  of  others  in  this 
matter,  and  are  granting  as  far  as  pos- 
sible the  requests  made  by  the  Y.  P.  E. 
during   the  Assembly. 

We  offer  this  six-point  contest, 
which  is  as  follows: 

1.  Largest  average  Y.  P.  E.  attend- 
ance in  proportion  to  church  member- 
ship. 

2.  Largest  increase  in  circulation  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  in  proportion  to 
the  church  membership  in  the  state 
( subscriptions    and    Gideons ) . 

3.  Greatest  number  of  Y.  P.  E's  or- 
ganized  this   Assembly  year. 

4.  Largest  number  of  Y.  P.  E's  ac- 
cording   to   number   of   churches. 

5.  Highest  percentage  of  faithful- 
ness in  reporting  to  the  state  superin- 
tendent. 

6.  Largest  number  of  qualified  mem- 
bers of  reading  circle  in  proportion  to 
Lighted    Pathway   circulation. 

Further   requirements: 

1.  Age  limit — -5-13  years,  Juniors; 
13-3  5  years,  Seniors.  Those  Endeavors 
who  have  no  Junior  Y.  P.  E.  will  not 
be  allowed  to  count  any  except  those 
from   13-35   for  the  contest. 

2.  All  Lighted  Pathways  must  be 
paid  for  prior  to  September  2  5,  1939  in 
order  to  be  counted  in  the  contest.  The 
number  of  unpaid  magazines  will  be  de- 
ducted  from   the   total   number. 

Incidently  a  special  effort  is  being 
made  to  establish  a  Reading  Circle  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  which  girdles  the 
globe. 

This  contest  begins  with  this  issue  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway  and  will  end  Sep- 
tember  2  5,    193  9. 

The  report  blanks  will  be  ready  by 
October    1 . 

If  we  could  understand  others  as  we 
think  they  ought  to  understand  us,  and 
would  give  them  the  same  consideration 
we  want  them  to  give  us,  our  misunder- 
standings would  be  few  and  easier  to 
adjust. 
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This  is  a  picture  of  Brother  Cecil 
Bridges'  singing  class  which  was  taught 
at  Blue  Diamond,  Ky.  This  was  a  suc- 
cessful class  which  lasted  seven  weeks. 
Brother  Bridges  is  in  the  state  of  Ken- 
tucky teaching  singing  schools.  Come 
on,  all  Kentucky  churches,  and  give 
him  a  school. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

While  reading  some  of  the  wonderful 
messages  in  the  Lighted  Pathway  I  feel 
like  writing  a  few  lines  in  appreciation 
of  the  paper  which  I  think  has  been  a 
great  blessing  to  me  and  also  many 
others.  So  many  times  we  become  dis- 
couraged while  going  through  trials  and 
tests,  it  is  then  that  the  messages  of 
others  in  the  Lighted  Pathway  prove  a 
great  blessing  to  us.  When  we  read  of 
the  hard  places  others  have  been  through 
we  realize  that  we  are  all  serving  the 
same  Master  and  what  He  has  done  for 
them,  He  can  and  will  do  the  same  for 
us. 

We  have  just  closed  a  Y.  P.  E.  revival 
here  in  Easton,  Md.  with  Brother  New- 
ton Ward,  our  state  superintendent,  in 
charge.  We  have  had  some  wonderful 
services  and  we  surely  appreciate  his 
life  and  feel  that  he  has  been  a  blessing 
to  us. 

Pray  for  us  that  we  might  lead  others 
to  Christ. — Miss  Frances  Milligan,  Eas- 
ton, Maryland. 

— O— 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  cannot  express  in  words  just  how  I 
enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Pathwa)^.  I 
get  the  paper  each  month  and  read  it 
from  cover  to  cover.  I  cannot  decide 
which  page  I  like  best,  they  are  all  so 
good  and  so  encouraging.  Today  as  I 
read  your  message,  the  Sinner's  Page,  "An 
Old  Man's  Story,"  also  "Missionary  Tri- 
umph," it  put  a  greater  desire  in  my 
heart  to  serve  Jesus  in  the  beauty  of 
holiness  than  ever  before.  We  have  a 
good  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Erwin  and  a  fine 
president,    Brother    Joe  Whittington.      I 


feel  that  he  is  called  by  God  for  Y.  P.  E. 
work. 

Again  we  want  to  assure  you  that  we 
appreciate  your  paper. — Mrs.  S.  D.  Lyn- 
da!!, Erwin,  N.  C. 

— O— 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

It  is  a  great  privilege  to  write  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  to  join  in  with 
the  other  girls  and  boys  in  their  testi- 
monies. How  sweet  they  are  to  read  and 
just  to  know  that  we  are  in  God's  fam- 
ily. No  words  can  express  how  much  we 
appreciate  the  Lighted  Pathway  in  Hom- 
erville. 

I'm  glad  for  Jesus  and  His  blood  and 
just  the  way  He  keeps  us  and  supplies 
our  needs.  I  really  don't  feel  discouraged 
one  bit  because  I  have  my  trust  in  Je- 
sus. I've  asked  God  to  give  us  a  fervent 
interest  and  thank  God  an  old  sinner  said 
it  was  getting  better.  Pray  for  us. — 
Neola  Pi  ft  man. 

— O— 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  can't  tell  you  how  much  I  enjoy 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  can 
hardly  wait  until  the  next  issue  comes.  I 
thank  God  for  the  good  paper,  it  means 
so  much  to  me.  I  learn  many  things 
from  reading  it.  I  think  the  story,  "At 
the  Crossroads,"  is  wonderful  and  also 
the   "Missionary  Triumph." 

I  want  to  be  a  true  and  faithful  serv- 
ant for  God  and  I  want  to  see  souls 
saved,  sanctified  and  filled  with  the 
sweet  Holy  Ghost. 

I  use  to  be  under  the  care  of  a  doctor 
but  now  I  trust  God  for  my  healing.  So 
pray  for  me  that  I  will  press  on  and  do 
whatever  the  Lord  will  have  me  to  do. — 
Alice  Parrott,  Dandridge,  Tenn. 

— O— 
Dear    Sister   Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  It  is  not  very 
often  you  hear  from  Canton,  so  I  felt  led 
to  write  you.  I  do  especially  enjoy  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  Never  have  I  read  a 
paper  that  is  more  uplifting.  In  discour- 
aging moments,  in  illness  and  in  hard 
trials  when  you  read  the  Lighted  Path- 
way it  certainly  helps. 

I  especially  appreciated  the  letter  by 
Mildred  and  Hoyle  Case,  and  my  soul 
was  blessed  to  know  that  there  are  still 
real  consecrated  young  people.  Also  the 
story  of  "Missionary  Triumph,"  who 
could  help  but  be  stirred  within  after 
reading  it?  Just  to  know  that  our  God 
is  still  able.  Somehow  it  stirred  my  faith 
so  much.  "The  Crossroads"  and  so  many 
good  things  I  cannot  begin  to  mention 
all  give  me  great  joy. 

We  have  a   splendid  Y.   P.   E.  mainly 


because  we  welcome  the  sweet  presence 
of  Jesus.  We  do  appreciate  our  leader, 
Sister  Hughes,  also  Sister  Gladys  Warden. 
Although  she  is  only  eighteen  she  is  our 
main  church  stand-by  especially  for  the 
young  people.  She  has  surely  proved  to 
be  a  blessing  to  me.  She  has  a  high  stan- 
dard which  she  holds  up  and  also  lives 
by. 

Isn't  it  sweet  to  be  lost  in  the  love  of 
Jesus?  He  isn't  only  with  us  when  every- 
thing is  pleasant  but  He  stays  with  us  in 
the  darkest  hours.  Just  when  we  need 
Him  most  He  is  always  there  with  His 
loving  arms.  How  often  we've  heard  His 
still  small  voice  in  the  hour  of  trial.  In 
the  last  few  weeks  I  have  especially  felt 
His  presence.  I  feel  sometimes  I  would 
like  to  shout  out,  "Jesus  saves"  in  such 
a  way  that  people  would  fall  at  His  feet. 
How  dim  the  pleasures  of  this  world  are 
compared  to  His  love  and  one  touch 
from  the  Master. 

I  must  tell  you  of  our  young  folks. 
We  put  on  a  play,  "The  Challenge  of 
the  Cross."  It  was  a  great  blessing. 

We  also  put  on  the  "Candle  Light 
Service,"  but  seemingly  God  changed 
the  messages.  The  power  of  God  fell. 
After  all  our  ways  are  not  God's  way. 
There  were  three  messages:  Sister  Gladys 
Warden  spoke  on  "God's  Want  Ad."  Her 
plea  was  for  yovmg  people  to  be  really 
consecrated  and  to  raise  the  standard 
high  and  keep  it  there.  Never  has  she 
preached  as  she  did  then.  God  surely 
worked  through  her.  Sister  Hughes  also 
spoke  well.  The  service  ended  with  the 
approval  of  God  upon  it. 

There  was  surely  a  challenge  for  young 
people  to  step  out  on  the  promises  and 
to  take  a  firm  stand  for  God.  There  were 
quite  a  few  young  people  who  recon- 
secrated   themselves    to    God. 

I  am  not  strong  in  body  but 
most  of  all  I  want  to  be  strong  in  the 
Lord  so  that  the  world  can  look  upon 
me  and  say,  Surely  she  is  a  child  of  God. 
We  need  more  consecrated  young  folks. 

I  am  asking  you  to  pray  that  God  will 
keep  me  true  and  keep  me  humble. — 
habeUe  Mae  Cavnes,  Canton,  Ohio. 

Report  Victory  for  Davis 
Y.  P.  E. 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name:  I  again  find 
great  pleasure  in  writing  about  our  good 
Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Davis  of  which  I  am 
very  grateful.  I  have  a  wonderful  mes- 
sage of  victory  to  report  for  our  Y.  P. 
E.  here.  Some  months  ago  I  wrote  in  to 
the  Lighted  Pathway  and  to  Headquar- 
ters asking  a  special  request  for  God  to 
save  some  of  our  young  folks  here  so  we 
could  have  a  more  spiritual  Y.  P.  E.  as 
there  were  only  a  couple  of  our  young 
folks  saved  at  that  time.  I  kept  strug- 
gling along,  praying  and  trusting  God 
and  making  up  the  programs  from  week 
to  week,  anxiously  waiting  for  God  to 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Our  Y.  P.  E.  And  the  home  that  knew  sorrow  and 

gloom, 
When  you    start  a  Young    People's  En-      Was  filled  with  rejoicing  and  gladness 


deavor 

In  the  country,  city  or  town, 
It  means  we  must  all  pull  together, 
You  do  your  part,  and  I  must  do  mine. 

Let's  show  to  the  world  we  mean  busi- 
ness 

For  God  and  the  Y.  P.  E. 

Let's  be  in  our  place  with  a  smile  on  our 
face, 

Then  I'm  sure  God  will  bless  you  and  me. 


For  their  darling  was  saved  from  the 
tomb. 

O  sinner,  give  place  to  the  Master, 

Just  give  Him  a  chance  in  your  life, 
Give  place,  cease  your  planning  and  fix- 
ing, 
Oh   cease   from   your      wrangling   and 
strife. 


Give  place,  oh  give  up,  just  give  up — 
The    idol    you    cherish    so   dear. 
Maybe    you   are    not    able    to    take    some      oh!   what  do  you  hope  of  gaining? 


great  part- 
Just    do    what    you    can    with    all    your 

heart; 
Be  it  little  or  big,  be  it  large  or  small, 
Be  on  the  job  when  your  name  is  called. 

Don't  miss  a  meeting  of  the  Y.  P.  E., 

Be  on  time  and  let  others  see 

You  are  willing  to  help  carry  part  of  the 

load, 
If   we   all    pull    together,    we    will    surely       Though    skeptics    have   scorned    it,      and 

reach  the  goal.  torn  it  apart, 

_    ,   .  ,  iTT  11         The  Bible  is  true;  it  is  dear  to  my  heart. 

God   loves   the   youne  people,    He      calls       Tr  c  u         .1      c     •  1      t>     1 

'        °  r     t  It  we  follow  the  Savior,  in  the  Book  we 

them  to  come 


Isn't    your    life    very   sad    and    drear? 

Let  all  who'd  prepare  for  the  rapture; 

That  great  wedding  day  in  the  skies, 
Give  place  to  the  Master  completely, 

Remember  the  soul  never  dies. 
— Thelma  C.   Levy,  Andrew,   Jam.,      B. 
W.   I. 

The  Bible 


And  follow  in  His  footsteps  while  down 
here  they  roam. 

He  will  give  them  a  peace  and  a  joy  in 
their  hearts, 

If  only  they  will  come  and  from  sin  de- 
part. 

Come,  let's  all  work  together  for  our  Y. 

P.  E. 
Just  let  us  remember  it  will  take  you  and 

me. 
You  do  your  part  and  I  will  do  mine, 
And  over  the  top  we  will  go  every  time. 


are  told, 

We'll  inherit  a  mansion — walk  streets  of 
pure  gold. 

The  Bible,  God's  Word,  is  the  Christian's 

sword, 
If  we  use  it,  our  banner  need  never  be 

lowered. 
With  God  as  our  Captain — the  Bible  our 

guide, 
Some    day    to    His   kingdom    in      victory 

we'll  ride. 


Praise  God  for  the  Bible,  sweet     message 

divine, 
Don  t  you  hold  back  when  called  on  to      A  light  Qn  ^  pathway  through  dark. 

ness  doth  shine; 

A  balm  for  the  weary,  burdened  deep  in 
despair; 

Sweet  peace  to  the  troubled,  their  sor- 
rows  to   share. 


pray, 
Just  talk  to  the  Lord  in  your  own  hum- 
ble way; 
Ask  Him  to  bless  our  Y.  P.  E., 
Ask    Him    to    save    souls      and    set    them 
free. 

Do  what  you  can  with  all  of  your  might. 
Come  out  to  meeting  each  Friday  night; 
And  let  us  pray  that  our  Y.  P.  E. 
Will  prove  a  blessing  to  our  community. 

— Composed    by    Grade    Elwood,     Key 
West,  Fla. 

Give  Place 

Matt.  9:24. 

"Give  place,  the  maid  but  slecpcth," 
The  dear  Master  said  one  day, 

And  all  the  mourners  and  minstrels 
Just    turned    them    in   scorn    away. 

But  the  people  gave  place  to  the  Master, 


'Tis  bread  for  our  souls,  whereon  we  may 
feed, 

Blest  manna   from  heaven;    'twill  supply 
every  need. 

Witli  mockers  and  scoffers     I  must  dis- 
agree, 

For  the  old  Book,  the  Bible,  is  the  best 
Book  for  me. 

— Mrs.  F.  M.  Rentier,  Gardner,  Fla. 

Plow  in  Hope 

(1  Cor.  9:10c) 

I  gave  my  heart  to  Jesus, 
Yes,   several   years   ago; 
Now  I  am  working  for  a  home, 
For  the  Word  says,  "Plow  in  hope." 


There    are   weeds    and    thorns    along    the 
way, 

Hardships  on  every  hand, 
But  if  I'll  plow,  some  day  I  hope 

To   reach   that   restful   land. 

I  was  not  promised  a  flowery  bed 

To   get    to   glory   in; 
This  world  is  not  a  friend  to  God, 

It's  full  of  wrong  and  sin. 

Sometimes  the  road  seems  awful  long, 

Smooth  places  are  so  few, 
But  soon  I'll  be  rewarded, 

And  you  can  be  there  too. 

For  heaven  was  made  for  you  and  me, 
Come,   take  your  plow  in  hand, 

And   make  a   start   this   very   day 
To  work  at  His  command. 

Down  here  we'll  work  for  Jesus, 

Up  there  it'll  be  pay  day; 
But  those  who  did  reject  Him 

Will  all  be  turned  away. 

Just  now  the  thoughts  of  glory, 

Yes,   thrill   my   very  soul; 
For  we  will  live  with  Jesus, 

While   endless   ages   roll. 

— Katie    Hammock     Swilley,      Valdosta, 
Ga. 

Suppose 

Suppose  that  each  of  the  Y.  P.  E. 

Were   working   hand   and   heart, 
For  the  interest  of  the  Lord  above 

And   each   was   doing   his   part. 
To  see  the  work  move  on  for  God 

That  lost  souls  might  be  saved. 
And  Christ  the  Lord  be  lifted  up, 

To  the  world  He  died  to  save. 

Suppose  that   none  would  ever  shrink 

When   asked   to   do   their  best, 
Suppose   that    all   the  Y.   P.   E. 

Was    filled    with    fire    and    zest. 
To   never   let    a   program   slip 

Without  a  solemn  prayer 
That  God  would  bless  the  Y.  P.  E. 

And  that  His  presence  would  be  there. 

When  someone  in  the  Y.  P.  E. 

Begins   to  take  a   part, 
Suppose  we  did  not  criticize 

But  took  them  on  our  heart; 
And  asked  the  Lord  to  bless  them, 

That  they  might  do  their  best, 
That  they  might  glorify  the  Lord, 

I'm  sure  that  He  would  bless. 

The  leaders  would  be  encouraged 

And  filled  with  holy  zeal, 
To  work  into  the  Y.  P.  E., 

I'm  sure  much  better  they  would  feel. 
The  president  would  feel  better 

And  feel   like  going  on, 
Each  one  would  be  uplifted 

Old  discouragement  would  be  gone. 

The  presence  of  God  would  fill  the  place 

When  we  met  to  worhip  the  Lord, 
The  Holy  Ghost  would  have  His  way 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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AWAY  FROM  GOD 


Away  from  God,  O  weary  one, 

For  years  thy  feet  have  strayed — 
Nor   hearkened   to   His   tender,   pleading 
voice, 
Entreating  thee  to  leave  the  path  thy- 
self hath   made, 
And  make  His  way     thine     everlasting 
choice; 
He  still  doth  plead,   "O  weary  child, 
come  home, 
And   from  My   side 

Seek   nevermore   to   roam." 

Away  from  God,  O  helpless  one, 

Adrift  on  life's  rough  sea 
Without  a  chart,  a  compass,  or  a  sail, 
Thy   barque   on   breakers      soon      will 
shattered  be, 
Or  wrecked  before  the  ocean's  withering 
gale. 
Oh,  look  to  Him  who  can  the  winds 
control 
And  calm  the  troubled  waters 
Of   thy  soul! 

Away  from  God,  O  guilty  one, 

By   Satan   captive   led 
Into  sin's  dark  and  dreary  night, 
Thy  feet  now  stand  where  hope  has 
almost  fled. 
Yet   even   now   thy   soul   can   be      made 
right, 
For   mercy's   door     to   you   still   open 
stands, 
And  Jesus  now  to  you 
Extends  His  hands! 

"Away  from  God,"  what  solemn  words, 

The  thought,  oh,  who  can  bear? 
Without    His   smile,   His   favor   or      His 
love. 
Turn,    wandering    one,       thy      prayer 
He'll  hear, 
And  answer  thee   from  Heaven's  courts 
above, 
And  to  thy  soul  rich  mercy  will  be- 
stow, 
And  make  thy  life 

A  blessing  here  below! — /.  E.  Taylor. 

THE  PRODIGAL  HUSBAND 

Rene  B.  MacKinney 

Tall,  broad-shouldered,  well-built,  and 
red-headed  he  swept  through  the  door 
of  the  Riverside  Relief  Home  for  tran- 
scient  men. 

"How's  chances  for  a  bite  to  eat?" 
he  said  to  the  genial  superintendent,  Mr. 
Conway.  "Supper  is  just  about  ready," 
came  the  response,  "but  you  will  have 
time  to  register  now." 

Having  finished  the  registration  of 
about  forty  other  men,  Mr.  Conway  ap- 


proached the  newcomer. 

"Name  please,"  he  said. 

"James  O'Neil,"  replied  the  newcom- 
er. 

"Home  town?" 

"S — ,   Washington." 

"How  long  have  you  been  unem- 
ployed?" 

"Nine  months." 

"What  is  your  line  of  work?" 

"Railroading — brakeman." 

The  call  for  supper  interrupted  the 
rest  of  the  conversation  and  Mr.  Con- 
way called  out  cheerfully,  "All  right, 
boys,  take  your  places."  Seating  himself 
at  the  head  of  the  table,  the  superin- 
tendent bowed  his  head  and  gave  thanks 
to  God  for  the  privilege  of  ministering 
to  these  men.  He  talked  pleasantly  and 
they  in  turn  spoke  of  their  experiences. 
He  had  a  peculiar  way  of  making  each 
man  feel  that  he  was  wanted  and  they 
were  glad  to  be  in  an  atmosphere  so 
homelike. 

After  supper  O'Neil  approached  the 
superintendent  with  these  words,  "Is 
there  anything  I  can  do  to  help  around 
here?" 

"Why,  yes,"  was  the  reply;  "we  are 
short  of  help  with  the  dishes  tonight. 
Our  dishwasher  had  to  leave  this  noon 
and  we  need  another  one." 

Slipping  on  an  apron,  O'Neil  began 
deftly  to  clear  the  table.  System  and 
neatness  showed  at  once  in  his  methods. 
In  a  few  moments  the  dishes  were  in  the 
hot,  soapy  water  and  the  kitchen  "crew" 
were  being  led  by  O'Neil  in  an  old  fa- 
vorite song  as  they  washed  and  dried 
the  dishes. 

"I  wonder  how  the  old  folks  are  at  home; 
I  wonder  if  they  miss  me  while  I  roam; 
I  wonder  if  they  pray  for  the  boy  who 

went  away; 
1  wonder  how    the    old    folks    are     at 

home}" 

Mr.  Conway,  at  his  desk  preparing  for 
the  evening  service,  listened  with  a 
pleased  expression.  "Thank  God  for  such 
a  voice  and  such  a  spirit  of  helpfulness," 
he  murmured. 

Out  in  the  kitchen  the  chorus  was  re- 
peated again  and  again  with  splendid 
harmony.  In  his  heart  O'Neil  was  saying, 
"Yes,  I  wonder  if  they  miss  me — if  she 
misses  me."  Quickly  he  brushed  aside  a 
tear  and  gave  his  attention  to  the  dishes. 

Soon  all  was  in  order  in  the  kitchen 
and  the  voice  of  the  superintendent 
spoke  from  the  door  of  his  office,  "In 
the  hall  adjoining  this  we  have  a  gospel 
service   every  night   and   would  be   glad 


to  have  you  boys  stay  for  it."  One  by 
one  the  men  who  had  enjoyed  the  good 
supper  arose  and  filed  into  the  cheery 
gospel  hall. 

Bright,  inspiring  music  and  stirring 
but  short  testimonies  by  the  townspeople 
who  were  faithful  to  the  mission  pre- 
ceded the  brief  but  gripping  message  of 
Mr.  Conway. 

Referring  to  the  song  the  men  had 
sung  in  the  kitchen,  he  said,  "Yes,  there 
is  someone  praying  for  you  while  you 
roam.  If  your  folks  don't  pray,  someone 
does.  We  do,  and  Jesus  who  died  for  you 
sits  at  God's  right  hand  praying  for  you. 
Won't  you  come  to  Him  tonight?" 

O'Neil  sat  in  his  seat  trembling,  while 
visions  of  past  days  swept  through  his 
mind:  visions  of  Sunday  School  days — 
prayers  at  Mother's  knee — then  evil 
companions — sin — lost  manhood,  —  O 
God,  what  a  past — it  was  torture  to 
think  of  it! 

Again  the  pleading  voice  of  the  super- 
intendent broke  upon  his  thoughts.  "Is 
there  any  one  here  who  feels  the  need 
of  the  prayers  of  God's  people?"  he  said. 
"Raise  your  hands."  Four  hands  were 
raised.  Among  them  was  O'Neil's.  Ferv- 
ent prayer  was  offered  to  the  heavenly 
Father  and  then  the  men  filed  out  with 
fresh   hope   in   their   hearts. 

O'Neil  was  assigned  to  a  cot  in  a  large 
room  which  was  occupied  by  five  of  the 
other  "help."  The  men  worked  without 
pay — glad  to  have  a  roof  over  their 
heads  instead  of  tramping  the  highways 
or  riding  the  freight  trains  as  their  less 
fortunate  companions  did. 

"Pretty  decent  place  this,"  he  said  to 
Pat,  the  Irish  cook. 

"Yes,  it  is,"  said  Pat,  "that  guy  what 
runs  it  is  sure  on  the  square — no  salary 
— lives  by  faith — has  a  big  family — his 
son  played  the  piano — his  wife  treats  us 
all  like  we  belonged  here.  Ye'll  like  it 
foine!" 

Days  passed  and  O'Neil  won  his  way 
into  the  hearts  of  all. 

About  this  time  a  letter  came  from 
the  father-in-law  of  Mr.  Conway  ask- 
ing if  he  could  send  him  a  man  to  help 
in  his  general  store  in  the  city  of  Mar- 
ston  a  few  miles  distant.  O'Neil  at  once 
came  to  the  mind  of  the  superintendent 
and  calling  him  to  the  desk,  he  said, 
"Have  you  ever  had  any  experience  in  a 
store?" 

"Have  I?"  said  O'Neil,  "for  a  num- 
ber of  years  I  assisted  in  my  father's 
store  before  he  died  and  there  is  nothing 
I  love  more." 

"You  are  the  man  for  my  father-in- 
law,  Mr.  Clinton,  and  he  wants  you  at 
once,"  said  Mr.  Conway. 

Light-hearted  at  the  prospect  of  a 
"job"  O'Neil  bade  good-by  to  the  mis- 
sion friends  and  took  the  bus  for  Mar- 
ston.  In  his  usual  manner  he  proved  his 
efficiency  and  thoughtfulness  on  every 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  ixom  page  3) 

thank    you    more    than    we   shall   ever 
able  to  tell  you." 

Mr.  Ludlow  and  Mr.  Sylvester  immedi- 
ately got  into  the  automobile  and  drove 
down  town  to  see  Mr.  Otto,  the  plumber. 
They  had  a  long  talk  with  him  and  all 
was  satisfactorily  arranged  for  Mr.  Syl- 
vester to  begin  his  work  within  a  few 
days.  The  deed  to  the  house  was  also  im- 
mediately made  out  and  Mr.  Ludlow 
brought  it  home. 

"Mr.  Sylvester,  Mrs.  Sylvester,  Raymond 
and  Mary,  may  God  richly  bless  you,  and 
may  you  spend  many  happy  hours  in 
your  new  home;  it  is  now  yours,"  Mr. 
Ludlow  said  and  handed  to  them 
the  deed  and  the  key. 

Again,  with  great  rejoicing 
they  expressed  their  gratitude. 

"Mr.  Ludlow,  is  the  house 
open?"  said  Mary  timidly. 

"Yes,  child,  and  besides,  I  gave 
your  father  the  key." 

"May  we  go  over  and  look  at 
it   again?"   she   said   excitedly. 

"Go,  dear  child,  you  need  not 
ask  me  for  permission  to  look  at 
your  own  property,"  Mr.  Lud- 
low said  with  a  smile.  "Go,  take 
possession,  it  is  yours,  not  mine." 

"Thank  you!  thank  you!" 
she  answered,  then  turning  to 
Grace,  Stephen  and  Raymond 
she  said,  "Come,  let  us  go  ex- 
ploring." 

They  ascended  the  steps  and  almost 
quick  as  a  flash  Mary  went  through 
the  whole  house,  exclaiming,  "Oh,  how 
beautiful!  Oh,  how  beautiful! — and  to 
think  it  is  our  own — and  this  lovely  yard, 
I  feel  as  if  I  am  being  released  from  prison, 
leaving  the  crowded  city  and  taking  pos- 
session of  this — "  she  said  when  she  saw 
Raymond  standing  in  one  corner  of  the 
room  pinching  his  arm. 

"O  sister,"  he  said  with  pretended  seri- 
ousness, "I  am  pinching  myself  to  make 
sure  that  I  am  awake.  I  fear  that  all  this 
might  only  be  a  pleasant  dream." 

"A  dream!  I  assure  you  that  I'm  not 
dreaming,  I  am  wide  awake  and  am  en- 
joying something  that  is  a  precious  real- 
ity," Mary  answered. 

In  a  few  days  Mr.  Sylvester  took  up  his 
work  as  head  man  of  Otto  Plumbing 
Company.  A  few  days  later  Raymond  al- 
so got  employment  as  a  helper  with  his 
father  and  labored  there  until  school 
opened.  Stephen  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  went 
to  Chicago  for  a  few  days  to  pack  and 
ship  their  household  furnishings  and  to 
list  their  little  home  for  sale.  Soon  they 
were  comfortably  settled  in  their  beauti- 
ful new  home.  After  a  few  weeks  Eliza- 
beth, Theodore  and  Grace  departed  for 
their    home    in    the    West.    Stephen    was 


now   making  his  home   with   his   grand- 
parents   but    continued    to    call    Mr.    and 

Mrs.  Sylvester  Father  and  Mother. 

TWO  MORE  HAPPY  EVENTS 
"Father,  you  may  turn  out  the  light  in 
the  front  hall,"  said  Mrs.  Ludlow  the  eve- 
ning after  Stephen  had  arrived  at  their 
home,  "Charles  is  now  safe  in  heaven 
with  Jesus  in  the  city  where  they  will 
nevermore  need  the  light  of  a  candle 
nor  the  light  of  the  sun,  for  the  Lord  God 
is  the  light  of  that  city;  and  our  dear 
Stephen  is,  by  God's  good  providence, 
safely  sheltered  under  our  own  roof, 
there  is  no  need  now  of  the  light  in  the 
front  window." 

For  the  first  time  in  twenty-two  years 
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Which  way  are  you  going? 

the  light  in  the  front  hall  was  turned  out 
in  the  Ludlow  home.  It  had  been  burning 
there  continuously  shedding  its  little  rays 
out  into  each  dark  night  as  a  beacon  for 
the  prodigal's  return. 

Stephen  was  now  occupying  the  room 
which  his  father,  many  years  before  had 
occupied.  Many  of  the  old  friends  of  the 
Ludlow  family,  when  they  met  Stephen, 
remarked  that  he  was  the  very  image  of 
his  father. 

Hanging  on  the  wall  in  Stephen's  room 
was  the  enlarged  picture  of  Charles  and 
Viana  Harvey,  taken  by  Elizabeth  at 
Shady  Brook,  twenty-two  years  before 
when  Charles  was  placing  a  wreath  of 
flowers  on  Viana's  head. 

"Grandmother,  who  is  the  young  lady 
who  played  the  piano  and  sang  the  solo 
his  this  morning?  She  strikingly  resembles 
the  young  lady  in  the  picture  with  Fa- 
ther," said  Stephen  after  they  had  re- 
turned home  from  the  service  the  first 
Sunday  morning  after  he  had  come  to 
live  in  Elm  Point. 

"That  is  the  daughter  of  our  pastor, 
Rev.  Williams:  her  name  is  Joy  Louisa. 
Since  you  have  asked  that  question,  son," 
she  said,  "I  shall  tell  you  another  some- 
what sad  story.  We  shall  not  keep  any- 
thing from  you  in  regard  to  your  father. 
The   young   lady   you   see   in   the   picture 


is  Joy  Louisa's  mother.  Her  name  was 
Viana  Harvey,  your  Uncle  Theodore  Har- 
vey's sister.  Your  father  and  Viana  were 
engaged  to  be  married.  Viana  being  a 
lovely  Christian  girl,  we  were  looking 
forward  with  great  anticipation  to  the 
happy  event  when  they  would  be  married, 
but  Charles,  the  dear  boy — well,  you 
know — he  failed  to  get  saved  in  the  re- 
vival when  Elizabeth  and  Viana  gave 
their  hearts  to  the  Lord  and  not  having 
the  grace  of  God  in  his  heart  he  began  to 
yield  to  one  temptation  after  another  and 
began  to  drift — well,  we  couldn't  blame 
Viana,  but  one  evening,  before  she  went 
West  to  visit  her  aunt,  she  broke  the  en- 
gagement. That  night  poor,  broken- 
hearted Charles  left  home  about 
midnight.  But  God  has  in  mercy 
saved  him  and  he  is  now  safe 
in  heaven  with  Jesus,  where 
there  will  be  no  more  broken 
hearts.  The  following  year  Viana 
went  to  college  and  there  she 
met  Albert  Williams  who  is  now 
our  pastor.  They  are  very  happy 
and  the  Lord  is  wonderfully  us- 
ing them  in  His  service.  Joy 
Louisa  is  their  daughter  and 
looks  just  like  her  mother  did 
when  the  picture  you  refer  to 
was  taken.  She  has  beautiful, 
deep  blue  eyes  and  lovely,  blonde 
hair,  and  like  her  mother,  treas- 
ures it  as  a  gift  of  God  and 
therefore  has  never  bobbed  it. 
"Like  her  mother,  Joy  Louisa 
is  also  an  accomplished  musician,  and  is 
known  as  the  best  piano  player  in  the 
state.  She  is  also  a  beautiful  soprano  sing- 
er, but  best  of  all,  Joy  Louisa  loves  Jesus 
with  all  her  heart  and  is  using  her  won- 
derful  talent   in   her  Master's  service." 

The  pastor  and  people  of  Elm  Point 
were  soon  aware  of  the  fact  that  one  had 
come  into  their  midst  who  not  only  pos- 
sessed rare  gifts,  but  who  likewise  was 
deeply  spiritual,  and  thus  Stephen  Lud- 
low was  soon  filling  important  places  in 
the  church. 

Before  many  months  passed  Joy  Louisa 
and  Stephen  were  keeping  company  and 
more  than  once  when  they  were  seen  to- 
gether by  persons  who,  twenty-two  years 
before  were  acquainted  with  Joy's  mother 
and  Stephen's  father,  they  were  heard  to 
remark  how  strikingly  they  resembled 
Viana  and  Charles. 

The  following  year  Mary  and  Raymond 
Sylvester,  Joy  Louisa  and  Stephen  were 
enrolled  as  students  of  a  holiness  college 
where  Joy  Louisa  and  Stephen  were  ex- 
pecting to  be  graduated  in  the  spring. 
Grace  Harvey,  Elizabeth's  daughter,  was 
attending  a  holiness  college  in  the  West 
where  her  father,  Theodore  Harvey,  was 
president.  She  also  was  looking  forward 
to  the  day  of  her  graduation  in  May. 

The  holiday  season  brought  the  Elm 
Point  students,  who  were  attending  col- 
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lege,  home.  On  Christmas  morning  Steph- 
en told  his  grandparents  of  his  engage- 
ment to  Joy  Louisa,  and  they  were  ex- 
pecting to  be  married  in  the  spring,  soon 
after  commencement. 

The  same  day  on  Christmas  morning, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow  received  an  an- 
nouncement of  Grace  Harvey's  engage- 
ment. The  young  man  to  whom  she  was 
engaged  was  attending  the  same  school 
in  the  West  where  she  was  now  finishing 
her  college  course.  They,  also,  were  ex- 
pecting to  be  married  immediately  after 
the  close  of  the  school  in  spring. 

"Mother,"  said  Mr.  Ludlow  a  few  days 
after  the  news  of  the  near  approaching 
marriages  of  their  two  grandchildren,  "I 
am  wondering  if  Grace  and  Stephen 
would  consent  to  both  be  married  here  in 
our  home.  The  parsonage  here  where  Joy 
Louisa's  father  lives  is  small.  Grace's  fa- 
ther and  mother  live  in  a  small  apart- 
ment which  is  not  their  permanent  home, 
while  our  house  is  large  and  roomy.  Eliza- 
beth has  written  that  David,  the  young 
man  to  whom  Grace  will  be  married,  has 
no  relatives  except  his  father.  If  you 
think  best,  Mother,  then  we  will  consult 
all  concerned  and  we  will  offer  to  pay  the 
railroad  fare  for  all,  David's  father  in- 
cluded, and  if  they  have  no  other  plans 
that  will  interfere,  then  I  will  suggest 
that  on  the  third  of  June,  which  is' 
Stephen's  and  Grace's  birthdays,  we  will 
have  a  double  wedding  here  at  our  home." 

"From  the  contents  of  their  letters," 
said  Mrs.  Ludlow,  "I  gather  that  both 
parties  have  planned  to  be  married  the 
first  week  in  June,  so  I  presume  that  they 
will  be  delighted  to  follow  out  your  sug- 
gestion." 

That  evening  Mr.  Ludlow  wrote  letters 
regarding  his  plans  to  all  concerned  and 
in  a  few  days  received  favorable  answers. 
All  were  delighted  and  looking  forward 
with  happy  anticipation  to  the  great 
event. 

After  the  holidays  Stephen  was  very 
busy  with  his  school  work,  but  not  only 
was  he  busy  with  his  books  but  as  op- 
portunity afforded,  he  preached  the  gos- 
pel. For  .several  weeks  he  conducted  a 
revival  meeting  in  a  near-by  neglected 
town  and  many  were  converted  and  a 
church  was  organized. 

Joy  Louisa  was  very  much  in  demand 
to  sing  at  public  gatherings  and  had  many 
tempting  offers  from  Chautauqua  and 
opera  companies  which,  had  she  accepted, 
would  have  made  her  very  popular  and 
would  have  brought  large  financial  re- 
muneration, but  she  refused,  saying, 
"What  beauty  and  sweetness  there  is  in 
my  voice  is  a  gift  of  God  and  I  shall  al- 
ways, and  only,  use  it  in  His  service  and 
to  His  glory." 

Grace,  in  the  far  West,  was  also  a  great 
blessing  to  those  with  whom  she  associ- 
ated. She  gave  readings  at  religious  gath- 
erings and  had  calls  and  filled  many  ap- 


pointments in  many  distant  cities  and  in 
churches  of  many  denominations.  David 
proved  to  be  a  very  capable  young  man 
and  was  a  great  blessing  in  the  school  he 
attended.  All  were  so  busy  that  the  weeks 
and  months  were  rapidly  passing  away 
and  commencement  was  drawing  near. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow  also  were  making 
much  preparation  for  the  great  and  inter- 
esting event  when  their  only  two  grand- 
children would  be  married  in  their  home. 

The  two  young  couples  had  agreed 
that,  in  response  to  an  invitation,  they 
would  spend  a  few  weeks  in  the  hospitable 
home  of  their  grandparents  instead  of  tak- 
ing a  wedding  tour,  therefore  all  arrange- 
ments were  made  with  that  in  view. 

At  last  the  time  for  commencement  ex- 
ercises was  drawing  near.  The  distance 
was  too  great  for  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow 
to  be  present  at  the  exercises  in  the  school 
where  Grace  and  David  were  graduated  in 
the  far  West.  They,  however,  with  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Sylvester  and  their  pastor,  Rev. 
Williams,  and  family,  were  present  at  the 
graduation  of  Joy  Louisa  and  Stephen. 

Joy  Louisa's  part  in  the  exercises  of  the 
evening  was  to  sing.  She  had  chosen  the 
beautiful  song,  "Come  Unto  Me."  Mary 
Sylvester  took  her  place  at  the  piano; 
softly  the  tones  began  to  sound  forth,  and 
Joy  Louisa  stepped  to  the  center  of  the 
large  platform.  All  eyes  were  fixed  on 
her;  all  loved  her.  She  wore  a  beautiful 
gown  of  spotless  white,  made  with  her 
own  hands.  At  her  belt  was  fastened  a 
delicate  pink  rose,  a  gift  from  Stephen. 
Her  sweet,  clear  voice  began  to  ring  forth 
until  it  filled  every  part  of  the  large  au- 
ditorium. All  hearts  were  moved;  every- 
one in  the  large  audience  was  almost 
breathless,  as  if  afraid  of  missing  a  single 
strain.  "Come  unto  me  and  I  will  give 
you  rest,"  her  voice  sounded  forth  plead- 
ingly as  she  lifted  her  hands,  extending 
them  to  the  audience.  There  was  a  heav- 
enly smile  on  her  face  and  a  glistening 
tear  stole  over  her  cheek  and  fell  on  the 
lovely  pink  rose. 

All  in  the  audience  felt  that  truly  she 
was  an  ambassador  of  Him  who,  over 
nineteen  hundred  years  ago,  had  first 
spoken  the  words  that  were  now  the 
theme  of  her  song.  The  eyes  of  Stephen 
were  fixed  on  her  every  moment,  he 
watched  her  with  adoration.  When  she 
took  her  seat  there  were  few  eyes  that 
were  not  moistened  with  tears.  The  eyes 
of  God's  people  were  overflowing  with 
tears  of  joy  while  the  unsaved  were  moved 
to  penitent  tears. 

The  following  morning  a  large  auto- 
mobile was  driven  in  front  of  the  home 
where  Joy  Louisa  was  rooming.  An  ele- 
gantly attired  woman  rang  the  doorbell 
and  asked  for  Miss  Williams,  the  beauti- 
ful singer.  Joy  Louisa  met  her  in  the  par- 
lor. The  lady  was  the  wife  of  the  presi- 
dent of  a  large  bank  in  a  near-by  city. 

"Miss    Williams,"    she    said,      "I    am    a 


Christian  woman  and  have  prayed  for  my 
husband  for  many  years,  but  his  heart  was 
hardened  and  no  sermon  nor  song  has  ever 
touched  him  until  last  night  when  he 
heard  you  sing,  his  heart  became  tender. 
After  we  arrived  at  home  he  sat  down 
by  my  side  and  leaning  on  my  shoulder 
asked  me  to  pray  for  him.  He  was  beau- 
tifully converted  at  midnight.  He  had 
some  very  important  business  at  the  bank 
this  forenoon  and  therefore  could  not 
come  in  person  to  express  his  apprecia- 
tion of  your  beautiful  singing  but  he 
asked  me  to  come  and  thank  you  for  that 
song  which  has  been  the  means  of  his 
salvation."  She  then  added,  "Miss  Wil- 
liams, we  were  informed  that  you  and 
the  noble  young  man,  Mr.  Ludlow,  who 
has  also  graduated,  are  expecting  to  be 
married  in  the  near  future — will  you 
kindly  accept  this  gift  as  a  token  of  love 
from  my  husband,  Mr.  Phillips,  and  my- 
self?" } 

Saying  this  she  handed  Joy  Louisa  a 
lovely  case  of  silverware,  "Bird  of  Para- 
dise" design.  Joy  Louisa  was  overjoyed 
and  could  hardly  find  words  to  express 
her  gratitude;  most  of  all,  however,  she 
rejoiced  that,  as  a  result  of  her  singing, 
another  soul  was  born  into  the  kingdom. 
(To  be  continued.) 

NOTE:      Our  story  will  end  in  next 
issue.    Don't    miss    this    beautiful   endine. 


Suppose 

(Continued  from  page   18) 

And  we  would  be  in  one  accord. 
Souls  would  find  their  way  to  the  altar 

And  cry  to  God  to  save  from  sin, 
Oh  the  love  and,  oh  the  victory 

And  the  blessings  we  would  win. 

Help  us,  Lord,  to  do  our  duty, 

Help  us  to  be  true  to  Thee, 
Help  us  make  new  consecrations 

That   we  might  gain  the  victory. 
In  Thy  mighty  strength  we'll  conquer, 

In  thy  power  we'll  win  the  fight 
Help   us,    Lord,    to   never   fail    Thee 

And  to  walk  by  faith  and  not  by  sight. 

Help  our  Y.   P.  E.   to  prosper 

That  lost  souls  might  come  to  Thee, 
Help    us   all   to   love   Thee    better 

The   need   of   service   help   us   see; 
Yes,    we'll    work    for   Christ    the    Savior, 

Labor    in    His    vineyard    true, 
Be   a    faithful   servant   ever 

Doing    what    He   would   have   us   do. 

And   I'm   sure   that   He   will   smile   upon 
us 

And   His   love   will   fill   our   soul, 
If  we  always  do  our  duty, 

For    the   lost    outside   the    fold. 
Christ  has  saved  us  for  His  service, 

And  how  happy  we  will  be 
If   we   do   rfot   disappoint   Him 

And  always  labor  in  the  Y.   P.  E. 

— -Margaret    Leivis,    Cambridge,    Md. 
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The  Brave  Man 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

But  the  people  only  cried  louder,  and 
said,  "Take  us  back  to  Egypt  where 
there  are  no  giants."  And  because  the 
people  cried,  and  were  afraid,  they  had 
to  stay  where  they  were  for  years  and 
years. 

When  Caleb  was  an  old  man,  and  the 
time  came  when  they  could  go  to 
Canaan,  Caleb  asked  if  they  would  let 
him  live  in  the  mountains  where  he  had 
seen  the  giants.  Moses  said  that  he 
might  go.  And  God  took  care  of  Caleb, 
and   the   giants   did  not  hurt   him. 

Who  was  Caleb?  He  was  one  of  the 
twelve  men  who  went  to  see  if  Canaan 
was  a  good  land.  What  happened  when 
they  came  back?  Ten  brought  an  ill  re- 
port of  the  land  but  Caleb  and  Joshua 
said  they  should  go  over  to  possess  it. 
Because  the  people  rebelled,  what  hap- 
pened to  them?  They  had  to  stay  where 
they  were  for  years.  When  Caleb  was  an 
old  man,  what  happened?  The  children 
of  Israel  went  in  to  possess  the  land  and 
Caleb  was  given  a  home  in  the  moun- 
tains where  he  had  seen  the  giants. 

A  Wonderful  Rod 

In  Egypt  there  once  lived  a  wicked 
king.  He  was  making  the  Lord's  people 
work  too  hard.  God  saw  this  and  heard 
the  poor  people  groaning  as  they  worked. 
God  always  helps  His  people  when  they 
are  in  trouble.  This  time  He  sent  a  man 
named  Moses  to  take  them  to  a  land 
God  had  chosen  for  them.  Moses  was 
afraid  to  go  alone  to  that  wicked  king, 
so  God  said  that  Aaron  might  go  with 
him. 

The  king  said  that  the  people  must  not 
leave  Egypt.  But  when  God  sent  one 
plague  after  another,  the  king  changed 
his  mind.  At  one  time  Aaron  threw 
down  his  rod,  or  staff,  and  it  became  a 
live  serpent.  Some  men,  whom  the  king 
thought  very  wise,  did  the  same  thing. 
But  Aaron's  rod  swallowed  all  of  their 
rods. 

In  this  way  the  wicked  king  was 
shown  that  Aaron  was  of  the  true  God. 
And  the  king  let  the  people  go  to  their 
home. 

Where  did  this  wicked  king  live?  In 
Egypt.  What  did  he  make  the  people  do? 
Work  hard.  What  did  God  do  when  he 
heard  the  people  groaning?  Sent  Moses  to 
the  land  to  deliver  them.  Was  the  king 
willing  for  the  people  to  leave  the  land? 
No.  What  caused  him  to  change  his 
mind?  By  the  many  plagues  that  God 
sent  upon  the  land. 

Jesus  Heals  a  Blind  Man 

A  blind  man  once  sat  down  beside  the 
road  and  asked  the  people  to  give  him 
something  to  eat  and  wear.  And  he 
wished  many  times  when  they  were  kind 


to  him  that  he  could  look  into  their 
faces,  but  he  could  hear  and  he  was 
glad  for  that. 

One  day,  when  Bartimaeus  was  sit- 
ting by  the  roadside,  he  heard  someone 
saying,  "There  is  the  man  who  can  make 
the  blind  people  see." 

Then  Bartimaeus  was  glad,  and  he  be- 
gan to  call  to  Jesus.  Some  thought  that 
because  Bartimaeus  was  poor  and  blind 
jesus  would  not  do  anything  for  him; 
but  Jesus  heard  him  right  away,  and 
said,  "What  do  you  want  me  to  do  for 
you,  Bartimaeus?"  Bartimaeus  said,  "I 
want  to  see  like  other  people." 

Then  Jesus  made  him  well,  and  Barti- 
maeus was  no  longer  blind. 

Who  was  the  blind  man  that  sat  be- 
side the  road  and  begged?  Bartimaeus. 
What  did  he  wish  when  people  were 
kind  to  him?  That  he  might  see.  Could 
he  hear?  Yes,  and  he  was  glad  for  that. 
What  did  the  people  tell  this  blind  man 
one  day?  That  there  is  a  man  who  can 
make  the  blind  people  see.  Was  Barti- 
maeus glad?  Yes,  and  he  began  to  call  to 
Jesus.  What  did  some  people  think?  That 
Jesus  would  not  do  anything  for  him. 
What  did  Jesus  do?  He  heard  him  right 
away  and  asked  what  He  might  do.  What 
did  Bartimaeus  say?  That  he  might  see 
like  other  people.  Did  Jesus  make  him 
well?   Yes,   he  was  no  longer  blind. 

Go,  Go,  Go! 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

with  you,  no  matter  where  He  sends 
you.  If  the  Lord  has  directed  you  to  a 
place  to  work  for  Him,  He  does  not 
change  His  mind  and  send  you  some 
place  else.  So  many  that  the  Lord  has 
called,  after  they  find  out  just  what  He 
wants  of  them,  find  it  is  not  a  life  of 
ease  and  comfort,  think  perhaps  anyway 
God  did  not  mean  what  He  said.  Yes, 
God  means  just  what  He  says. 

The  life  of  a  called  one  is  a  life  of 
pressing  on  and  perhaps  going  into  places 
you  cannot  see,  but  remember,  if  the 
Lord  says  go  through  a  brick  wall,  go, 
do  not  wait  to  see  first  if  there  is  a  hole 
there  to  get  through.  It  is  your  business 
to  go  on  till  you  get  there,  for  if  God 
says,  Go  through  a  brick  wall,  He  will 
have  a  hole  there  when  you  reach  it.  Just 
so  to  the  one  whom  He  calls,  the  way 
may  seem  difficult,  dark,  but  remem- 
ber He  is  right  beside  you  to  help  you. 

Can  you  say,  as  you  read  in  Isaiah  5  0: 
7,  "For  the  Lord  God  will  help  me; 
therefore  shall  I  not  be  confounded: 
therefore  have  I  set  my  face  like  a  flint, 
and  I  know  that  I  shall  not  be  ashamed"? 
Dear  young  reader,  have  you  set  your 
face  like  a  flint?  Are  you  bound  to  go 
through  at  any  cost,  no  matter  what 
comes?  Just  think  how  many  souls  are 
perishing  every  minute  without  a  hope 
because  you  have  not  heeded  the  call, 
"Whom  shall  I  send,  and  who  will  go  for 


us?"  by  answering  "Here  am  I;  send 
me." 

Dear  young  reader,  is  God  calling  you? 
Does  He  not  plead  with  you  to  give  your 
life  unreservedly  to  Him  for  precious 
souls  for  whom  He  died?  If  He  is  call- 
ing, please  get  quiet  enough  that  you  can 
hear  His  voice  and  answer  "Here  am  I; 
send  me."  But  do  not  go  in  your  own 
strength  for  it  will  fail.  Go  in  faith  and 
know  "that  He  which  hath  begun  a 
good  work  in  you,  will  perform  it  until 
the  day  of  Jesus  Christ,"  Phil.  1:6.  He 
will  never  fail  you.  He  never  changes. 
He  is  always  the  same.  Praise  His  name! 

Dear  young  reader,  read  the  words 
carefully,  "Go  ye  into  all  the  world,  and 
preach  the  gospel  to  every  creature." 
The  writer  has  given  her  life  unreserved- 
ly to  God  and  is  not  only  a  home  mis- 
sionary or  a  foreign  missionary,  but  a 
world  missionary.  Praise  the  Lord,  there 
is  joy  in  serving  Him.  Read  Hebrews  11. 

Burden-Bearers 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
all  other  burdens  will  fall  away.  In  Rev. 
21:4  we  read,  "And  God  shall  wipe 
away  all  tears  from  their  eyes;  and  there 
shall  be  no  more  death,  neither  sorrow, 
nor  crying,  neither  shall  there  be  any 
more  pain:  for  the  former  things  are 
passed  away."  What  a  blessed  time  is  in 
store  for  those  who  accept  Christ  as  their 
Savior  and  have  their  names  written  in 
the  Lamb's  Book  of  life!  Will  it  not  be 
a  joy  and  satisfaction  to  us  then,  to  re- 
member that  we  helped  others  to  bear 
their  burdens  while  on  our  pilgrim 
journey  here  below? — Gospel  Herald. 

Your  Mother  Still  Prays  for 
You 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
ing   her   hand   on   his   arm,   "it   isn't    too 
late;    you   aren't    too   bad.    Go   home   to 
your   mother;    tell   her   all;    she'll   under- 
stand." 

Both  sat  silent  for  a  while.  Kenneth 
slowly  arose,  asked  the  lady  for  a  drink 
of  water,  thanked  her  many  times  for 
listening  to  his  story,  and  departed  for 
his  home  a  thousand  miles  away.  He 
traveled  all  the  time,  stopping  only  for 
necessary  food  and  rest. 

After  hitch-hiking  for  ten  days,  Ken- 
neth Duane  knocked  at  his  mother's 
kitchen  door  on  a  bright,  sunny  after- 
noon. The  door  opened,  and  a  startled 
cry  came  from  the  trembling  lips  of  his 
mother,  "My  boy,"  she  gasped  in  a  whis- 
per, "my  prayer  is  answered." 

Not  knowing  of  Kenneth's  presence, 
his  sister  was  engaged  in  a  task  outside. 
Through  the  open  window  the  sweet  re- 
strains fell  on  his  ears  from  her  throat: 

"Your  mother  still  prays  for  you,  Jack: 
Your  mother  still  prays  for  you." 

— Youth's   Christian   Companion. 
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That's  Courage 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

I  think  I  can  get  there  in  time  for  my 
oration.  John,  I  must  be  there." 

He  was  so  thankful  to  find  her  still 
alive  that  he  answered,  "Yes,"  meekly. 
Tucking  her  into  the  car  and  wrapping 
her  warmly  he  hurried  as  fast  as  possible 
in  the  snowstorm. 

"John,  I'd  like  to  have  you  stay,"  said 
Mary  as  they  neared  the  school.  "Sorry, 
sis,"  he  replied.  "I've  got  to  hurry  back. 
Mamma's  probably  already  got  her  sus- 
picions and  it  may  not  go  easy  for  either 
of  us.  Good  luck!"  he  called  and  was 
gone. 

Just  as  Mary  stepped  into  the  large, 
crowded  auditorium  her  name  was  called. 
She  was  the  last  speaker  in  the  contest. 
With  wistful  blue  eyes,  with  her  blonde 
hair  wet  and  curling  around  her  face, 
her  dress  damp  and  wrinkled,  Mary  took 
her  place  on  the  platform.  A  hush  fell 
over  the  crowd.  An  air  of  expectancy 
was  in  the  air. 

Mary  forgot  her  audience.  She  forgot 
herself.  She  put  everything  she  had  into 
her  oration.  "My  oration,"  she  said,  "is 
on  'Courage.'  "  She  paused  "To  accept 
the  worst  that  fate  can  offer — that's 
courage."  she  repeated.  Everyone  was 
perfectly  still  and  spellbound.  Such  an 
oration    they   had   never   heard. 

"In  conclusion  let  me  repeat  these 
verses,"  spoke  Mary. 

"I  see  not  a  step  before  me  as  I  tread  on 

another   year; 
But  I've  left  the  past  in  God's  keeping — 

the  future  His   mercy  shall  clear. 
And  what  looks  dark  in  the  distance  may 

brighten   as   I   draw   near. 

"So  I  go  on  knowing — 7  would  not,  if  J 

might, 
1    would   rather   ivalk    in   the   dark    with 

God  than  go  alone  in  the  light; 
1  would  rather  ivalk  with  Him  by  faith 

than  walk  alone  by  sight. 

"My  heart  shrinks  back  from  trials 
which  the  future   may  disclose; 

Yet  I  never  had  a  sorrow  but  what  the 
dear   Lord   chose; 

So  I  send  the  coining  fears  back  wit]) 
the  whispered  word,  'He  knows.'  " 

She  paused. 

"They  only  the  victory  win 

Who  have  fought  the  good  fight  .   .  . 

Who  have  held  to  the  faith  unseduced  .  . 

Who  have  dared  for  a  high  cause  to 
suffer,   resist,   fight, — if   need   be   to  die, 
and  have  had  courage  through  it  all   .   .   . 
'  'To  accept  the  worst  that  fate  can  of- 
fer— that's  courage.'  " 

Thus  saying,  Mary  walked  from  the 
platform. 

Finally  the  judges  were  ready  to  an- 
nounce their  decisions.  "I  don't  think," 
said  the  judge,  "we  need  to  tell  you  who 


won  the  contest.  I'm  sure  that  if  every 
boy  and  girl  would  work  as  hard  for 
their  education  as  Mary  has  they  would 
appreciate  it  much  more  and  it  would 
mean  more  to  them  throughout  life.  In 
addition  to  the  scholarship  to  West 
Point  College,  Miss  Cansler,  the  Vice- 
President  of  the  College,  wishes  to  adopt 
the  winner.  The  winner,  Miss  Mary 
Perry,  please  come  to  the  platform.  Your 
oration,  'Courage,'  was  remarkably  well 
given  and  shows  much  talent." 

Turning  to  Mary  the  judge  said,  "Let 
me  present  Miss  Mary  Perry,  the  winner 
of  the  contest." 

With  tears  streaming  down  her  face 
Mary  could  only  say,  "Thanks!" 

— The  Sunday  School  Banner. 

EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

These  printed  pages  are,  in  a  large  meas- 
ure, the  secret  of  its  growth.  When  will 
our  Protestant  people  begin  to  wake  up? 
Hundreds  of  Protestant  journals  have 
disappeared  in  less  than  ten  years.  Will 
our  own  Church  of  God  young  people 
and  their  parents  and  friends  and  espe- 
cially the  ministers  of  the  gospel  wake 
to  a  realization  of  the  need  along  this 
line  of  Christian  work? 

We  only  wish  we  had  space  to  write 
on  and  on,  in  regard  to  the  different 
kinds  of  work  we  will  face  this  year  in 
this  great  harvest  field.  Some  will  be 
called  to  preach  the  gospel,  others  to 
sing  it  and  all  of  us  will  be  called  to 
live  it.  I'm  sure  we  all  want  to  live  better 
than  ever  before.  For  the  gospel  lived  is 
the  greatest  weapon  in  God's  hands  for 
the  salvation  of  souls.  People  are  wanted 
to  produce  the  goods.  A  good  life  is  one 
thing  even  an  infidel  can't  answer.  We 
heard  of  one  one  time  who  was  con- 
verted through  the  faithfulness  of  a 
good  woman  who  said  little  but  who 
was  always  at  her  post  of  duty.  Some  of 
you  may  not  be  able  to  do  great  things 
for  God  but  every  one  may  live  it  by 
God's  help.  And  after  all,  the  greatest 
service  for  the  Master  is  living  the  gos- 
pel. 

So  let  us  remember  that  the  great 
commission  is  "Go  ye"  and  somehow 
and  in  some  way  we  must  obey  this 
great  command.  Jesus  went  away  and 
left  His  work  unfinished  and  we  must 
not   fail   Him. 

My  work  is  finished,  faithful  friends, 

Aly   mission  here  is  through, 
Success  or  failure  now  depends, 

O  little  band,  on  you! 
For  you   must  tell  of  tvondrous  love, 

That  formed  Redemption's   plan, 
How  pardon,   purchased  from   above 

Is  free  to  every  man. 

Tell  those  who  sit  in  sorrow's  night, 
Henceforth   to   joyful  be, 


That  heavy  yokes  prove  strangely  light, 
When  they  are  shared  with  me; 

Sin's  captives  I  am  come  to  free, 
Abundant  life  to  bring, 

The  lame  shall  walk,  the  blind  shall  see, 
And  death  has  lost  its  sting. 

Tell  men  my  life  for  theirs  I  gave, 

My  blood  a  crimson  fide, 
Tell  how  I  triumphed  o'er  the  grave, 

And   threw   its   portals   wide; 
Then,  Spirit -filled,  this  Gospel  true 

Go  preach  in  every  clime, 
And  1,  your  Lord,  will  be  with  you, 

Until  the  end  of  time. — Sel. 

TRAVELOGUE 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
craters — they  were  very  plain  in  the 
darkness  and  the  smell  of  lava,  very 
similar  to  burning  pitch  or  tar,  was  very 
distinct.  The  volcano  shares  this  island 
with  a  small  fishing  village  on  one  side! 
— strange  company  for  those  fishermen, 
I  should  say.  Then  at  five  a.  m.  we  were 
up  again,  for  we  were  passing  between 
Italy  and  Sicily,  through  the  very  nar- 
row strait  of  Messina.  There  were  moun- 
tains and  a  town  on  each  side  of  us. 
Really,  this  was  the  most  enchanting 
morning  I've  known!  As  I  stepped  out 
on  deck  perfume-laden  air  greeted  me. 
The  sun  was  trying  to  peep  over  the 
mountains  and  the  sea  was  so  calm,  the 
ship  hardly  disturbed  it  as  it  passed 
along — the  towns  were  still  sleeping! 
The  calm  serenity  of  the  sea,  the  balmy, 
orange-blossom  air,  the  quietude  and 
rest  of  the  village,  the  peace  of  the 
mountains,  all  tinted  with  the  first  soft 
spray  of  the  sun — just  enraptured  me. 
I  shall  never  forget  it.  And  from  the 
southern  end  of  the  straits  we  could  see 
Mt.  Etna  over  10,000  feet  high  in  the 
distance.  This  is  also  a  volcanic  moun- 
tain and  it  was  smoking  and  snow- 
capped,   though    not    erupting. 

Today  we  are  crossing  Paul's  journey 
near  the  Isle  of  Crete  but  have  not  seen 
that  Island.  I  think  we  do  not  come 
close  enough  to  see  it. 

Yesterday  I  went  to  press  some  dresses 
and  found  a  Burmese  maid  pressing  her 
mistress'  baby's  clothes.  There  are  two 
irons  in  the  room,  so  I  had  the  oppor- 
tunity to  talk  with  her.  She  speaks  Eng- 
lish quite  well  and  says  she  can  read  the 
Bible.  She  told  me  in  answer  to  my  in- 
quiry, that  she  had  been  saved  twenty 
years  and  goes  to  the  Baptist  church.  Her 
mistress  is  Catholic  and  she  doesn't  get 
away  from  her  work  except  the  two 
hours  on  Sunday  she  spends  at  church. 
She  said  she  had  been  happy  since  Jesus 
saved  her.  She  also  told  me  her  uncle 
married  an  American  missionary,  a  very 
nice  lady  indeed,  she  said.  I  surely  enjoyed 
the  chat  for  I'm  telling  you,  these  poor 
English  heathen  know  nothing  of  heart- 
felt religion.  It's  so  pitiful  how  they 
blindly   and   ignorantly   go   to      worship 
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thirty  minutes  on  Sunday,  pay  their 
church  dues,  and  think  or  do  no  more 
about  their  souls — just  live  any  way. 
Yes,  England  needs  evangelizing  too. 

Several  passengers  for  Cochin  got  on 
in  Marseilles — some  to  work  in  gold 
mines  near  there,  others  on  board  are 
going  to  tile,  textile  and  tea  industries 
near  Cochin.  No  doubt  we  shall  meet 
some  of  them  again. 

We  have  had  no  hot  weather  yet, 
They  say  we  shall  meet  it  at  Port  Said. 
So  far  it  has  been  warm,  beautiful 
weather. 

Everything  is  well  with  us  and  I  sure- 
ly hope  the  same  is  true  at  home.  I  sure- 
ly will  be  relieved  to  hear  from  you. 
Much  love  to  all. — Hoyle  and  Mildred 
Case. 

NOTICE! 

To  the  many  inquiring  friends  of  Rev. 
Hoyle  L.  Case  and  wife,  Mildred  ( Black  - 
well)  Case,  you  can  reach  them  at  their 
address  given  below.  A  letter  from  each 
will  be  encouraging  and  highly  appreci- 
ated. Be  sure  to  put  five  cent  stamps  on 
your  envelope.  Address  all  letters  to: 

Rev.  and  Mrs.  Hoyle  L.  Case, 

Chengannur  Post  Office, 

Travancore,  South  India. 
— Rev.   and  Mrs.   T.   F.   Blackwell,   2  501 
Montgomery  Ave.,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 


District  Convention  a  Success 

Petersburg,  W.  Va.  district  Sunday 
School  and  Y.  P.  E.  convention  was  a 
real  success.  It  was  held  at  Petersburg, 
August  6,  7.  Brother  T.  F.  Blackwell, 
state  superintendent,  was  in  charge.  On 
Saturday  night  Brother  R.  L.  Rexrode 
gave  an  interesting  talk  on  "Child 
Training,"  also  Brother  Blackwell  spoke 
on  "Instructions — How  to  Take  Care 
and  Behave  Ourselves  in  the  House  of 
God." 

Sunday  morning  at  9:45  Brother  Stout 
of  Pulaski,  Va.  gave  us  a  message  on  the 
"Sunday  School"  followed  by  Brother  J. 
M.  Kile  on  the  same  subject.  After  this 
an  offering  was  taken  for  the  orphans, 
the  amount  of  which  was  $1.5  3. 

Brother  D.  R.  Robinson,  our  pastor, 
gave  us  a  message  on  "What  the  Church 
Expects  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  What  the  Y. 
P.  E.  Expects  of  the  Church,"  then  a 
mission  offering  was  taken,  amounting 
to    $5.00. 

At  noon  we  were  dismissed  and  all  en- 
joyed a  nice  dinner  the  good  sisters  had 
prepared.  May  God  bless  our  dear  sisters 
for  their  untiring  efforts. 

At  2:00  p.  m.  the  services  opened 
with  good  singing  and  Brother  and  Sister 
Stout  gave  interesting  talks.  May  God 
bless  this  dear  young  couple  in  the 
work.  Then  Brother  H.  C.  Schaeffer 
spoke  on  the  "Duties  of  the  Secretary." 
Then  came  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  program  by 


the  Moorefield  Church  of  God,  followed 
by  a  splendid  talk  on  "How  to  Build  a 
Sunday  School,"  by  Brother  G.  Gouldi- 
zen  and  "How  to  Build  a  Y.  P.  E."  by 
Brother  Alfred  Moyen.  Next  a  play  was 
given  by  Hopeville  Y.  P.  E.  on  "The 
Lost  Coin."  The  Petersburg  Y.  P.  E. 
closed  the  afternoon  with  a  nice  pro- 
gram. 

At  7:30  we  met  again  for  service. 
Brother  Blackwell  brought  a  message  on 
"Youth"  which  was  inspiring  and  touch- 
ing to  our  hearts.  This  ended  our  first 
convention  but  it  was  a  real  success  and 
enjoyed  by  all. 

We  all  love  our  state  superintendent 
and  hope  he  will  be  with  us  for  another 
year. 

May  God  bless  you,  my  dear  Brother 
Blackwell,  in  your  good  work  in  West 
Virginia. — H.   C.   Schaeffer,   clerk. 

The  Prodigal  Husband 

(Continued  from  page  19) 
hand. 

"Splendid  fellow,"  mused  Mr.  Clinton 
to  himself.  "Doesn't  seem  like  the  ordi- 
nary transient." 

O'Neil  wrote  to  his  brother  telling  of 
his  new  location  and  soon  received  an 
answer.  He  had  informed  one  of  his  rel- 
atives, but  was  he  man  enough  to  let 
her  know?  As  he  tossed  on  his  bed  that 
night  he  again  thought  of  his  boyhood, 
his  associations  with  evil  companions, 
drink,  and  last  of  all  her  whom  he  had 
promised  to  love  and  cherish.  Drink  had 
done  it.  How  could  he  get  free?  Mr. 
Conway  had  said  that  Jesus  would  set 
men  free,  but  would  He  do  it  for  him? 
Finally  a  restless  sleep  overtook  him  and 
he   awakened   to   another   day. 

In  the  morning  mail  came  a  letter  from 
his  brother  enclosing  something  which 
startled  him,  a  snapshot  of  a  little  child 
gazed  up  at  him.  He  saw  his  own  little 
Marion  and  her  pleading  eyes  seemed  to 
say,  "When  is  Daddy  coming  home?" 

Asked  to  be  excused  from  his  work 
for  a  few  moments,  he  hurried  to  his 
room,  threw  himself  on  his  knees  beside 
the  bed,  and  prayed.  "Oh,  Lord,  if  it  is 
possible  to  forgive  me,  a  sinner  of  the 
worst  kind,  do  it  now  and  give  me  grace 
to  square  up  my  past."  At  once  he  felt 
the  burden  lift  from  his  heart  and  he 
returned  to  his  work.  Night  after  night 
he  determined  to  write  to  his  wife,  tell- 
ing her  all,  but  his  courage  failed  him. 

In  a  few  days  another  letter  came 
from  his  brother  enclosing  one  from  his 
wife  with  this  plea  to  the  brother,  "Oh, 
please  find  Jim  and  tell  him  our  baby 
is  dying!  The  doctor  says  she  cannot  live 
but  a  few  days."  Immediately  his  new- 
found Christian  manhood  asserted  itself 
and  he  quickly  penned  a  letter  of  con- 
fession to  the  one  whom  he  had  caused 
so  much  sorrow.  As  fast  as  air  mail  could 


carry  it,  the  letter  sped  on  its  way  and 
reached  the  brokenhearted  wife  just  as 
the  death  angel  snatched  the  little  one 
away. 

After  reading  the  letter  she  threw  her- 
self on  her  knees  beside  the  bed  and 
sobbed  out,  "Oh,  Lord,  I  thank  Thee  for 
saving  Jim!  Bring  him  back  to  me  soon, 
and  make  us  both  ready  to  meet  Thee 
and  our  little  darling  who  is  now  safe 
in  Thy  keeping." 

Back  in  the  city  of  Marston  a  Wes- 
tern Union  messenger  boy  appeared  at 
the  store  with  a  telegram,  "Marion  is 
dead.  All  forgiven.  Come."  Turning  to 
Mr.  Clinton  Jim  said  brokenly,  "My 
child  is  dead  and  I  am  going  back  to  my 
wife  whom  I  deserted  a  year  ago.  God 
has  forgiven  me  and  so  has  she;  so  I 
must  leave  you." 

Tears  came  to  the  eyes  of  Mr.  Clinton 
at  the  confession  and  he  said,  "You  are 
doing  the  right  thing,  Jim,  and  al- 
though I  hate  to  lose  you,  I  am  glad 
you're  man  enough  to  make  things 
right." 

Packing  his  clothes  hastily,  he  bade 
good-bye  to  his  employer  and  hastened 
to  Riverside  to  tell  the  Conways  all  that 
had  happened.  Joy  and  sorrow  were 
mingled  as  he  told  of  the  death  of  his 
child,  of  sins  forgiven,  and  of  his  deter- 
mination to  return  to  his  wife. 

"Praise  the  Lord  forever,"  said  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Conway  in  the  same  breath  as 
O'Neil   gripped    their   hands    in   farewell. 

As  fast  as  the  train  could  carry  him, 
he  sped  westward  and  in  two  days  stood 
at  the  door  of  his  home.  "Jim!  Oh  thank 
God!"  exclaimed  his  wife.  Clasped  in 
each  other's  arms  they  stood  and  renewed 
their  vows  of  love  and  allegiance  to  one 
another  and  to  their  newly-found  Sav- 
ior. 

The  prodigal  had  returned. — Chris- 
tian  Life. 


Children's    Grievances 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
much  as  possible. 

Children  have  many  reasons  for  find- 
ing fault  with  their  parents.  I  wonder, 
can  we  curb  our  own  faults,  even  as  we 
do  those  of  our  offspring? 


Travelogue 

(Continued   from   page    13) 

is  a  land  of  great  distance,  and  there 
remain  many  that  have  not  yet  heard 
the  Gospel.  We  wonder  how  many 
"Kanjas"  there  are  waiting  for  us  to 
bring  the  Word  of  Life  to  them  so 
they    can    minister    to   others. 

Young  people,  is  God  still  saying, 
"Who  will  go  for  us,  and  whom  shall 
I  send?"  Is  He  asking  you  that  ques- 
tion now? — Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edmond  E. 
Stark. 


October,  193  8 


The   LIGHTED   PATHWAY 


Page  25 


Special  Message  from  the  Mission 
Field  to  the  Young  People 


By  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hoyle  Case 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  feel  impressed  to  send  a  message 
to  the  young  people.  Will  you  please  ex- 
tend this,  our  personal  greeting,  to  the 
young  people  who  are  so  fortunate  as  to 
attend  the  General  Assembly?  and  if  you 
so  desire,  print  it  in  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  the  benefit  of  those  who  could 
not  attend  the  Assembly. 

Indeed,  you  who  are  gathered  in  the 
young  people's  early  morning  services 
during  the  Assembly  are  very  fortun- 
ate. It  is  wise  for  every  young  person 
who  is  privileged  to  attend  the  Assembly 
also  to  take  the  advantage  of  attending 
the  young  people's  services.  In  the  past 
they  have  been  a  blessing  to  us  and  we 
would  be  glad  to  attend  this  year,  but 
still  we  praise  God  for  the  opportunity 
of  being  over  here  in  this  dark  land  to 
let  the  light  which  shined  on  our  path- 
way  brighten   someone  else's   way. 

We  feel  that  the  Church  of  God 
young  people  have  a  special  interest  and 
responsibility  in  our  work  here;  there- 
fore, we  are  sending  this  special  mes- 
sage to  you.  God  is  still  finding  a  place 
in  His  vineyard  for  young  people.  You 
are  not  left  out  of  His  program.  He  has 
a  special  design  for  each  of  your  lives. 
He  is  still  honoring  the  lives  of  those 
who,  like  Daniel,  will  purpose  in  their 
hearts  not  to  defile  themselves  with  the 
king's  meat  and  drink.  He  can  use  most 
the  ones  who  live  farthest  from  the 
world  and  closest  to  the  Cross, — those 
whose  sole  attraction  is  the  Cross,  and 
whose  chief  interest  in  the  world  is  the 
salvation  of  the  lost.  The  dying  world 
is  also  looking  to  such  a  person  for  its 
life.  Famished  and  ravished  souls  about 
you  and  in  these  foreign  fields  are  gasp- 
ing for  the  breath  of  life  that  Christ  can 
give  them  through  such  a  life  complete- 
ly yielded  to  His  will.  Will  you  not  ex- 
amine yourselves?  Honestly,  is  there  not 
a  special  work  Christ  has  laid  upon  your 
heart?  Has  He  called  you  into  deeper 
consecration?  Has  He  invited  you  more 
often  to  the  secret  chamber  of  prayer? 
Has  He  asked  you  to  give  of  your  time, 
talent,  or  money,  or  has  He  asked  you 
for  yourself — all  of  you?  Has  He  beck- 
oned to  you  in  any  way?  Surely  He  has. 
Then  comes  the  important  question, 
"Did  you  respond  to  that  call?  Are  you 
still  following  every  step  as  He  leads?" 

There  is  much  you  young  people  can 
do.  We  feel  God  has  been  talking  to 
many  of  you,  to  some  no  doubt  about 
helping  in  this  field  where  we  are  labor- 
ing. You  can  work  at  home  as  well  as 
help  abroad  even  if  you  do  not  feel  the 
call  of  God  to  active  foreign  service.  As 


an  organization  of  the  Church  of  God, 
the  young  people  could  bind  themselves 
together  and  support  at  least  one  mis- 
sionary on  the  foreign  field  and  still  have 
plenty  of  funds  to  use  at  home  for  the 
various  purposes  you  see  best.  If  you  feel 
impressed  to  accept  this  suggestion,  in- 
quire of  the  Mission  Board  the  monthly 
cost  of  keeping  a  missionary  in  which- 
ever field  you  are  most  interested.  A 
further  suggestion  in  carrying  out 
this  plan  would  be  a  National  Se- 
cretary-Treasurer to  whom  the  funds 
be  sent  from  each  Y.  P.  E.,  who 
in  turn  would  send  the  total  amount 
each  month  to  the  Mission  Board,  which, 
of  course,  would  send  it  to  the  mission- 
ary for  whom  it  is  intended.  (Personal 
suggestion  for  the  Secretary  and  Treas- 
urer: Duel  Free,  Pauline  Davenport, 
Irene  Wales,  Laura  Keen,  since  they  are 
handy  at  Headquarters  and  could  keep 
in  personal  contact  with  you,  Sister  Har- 
rison, as   well  as   the  Board.) 

We  are  sure  that  the  young  people  in 
certain  states  could  handle  such  a  propo- 
sition if  they  would  bind  themselves  to- 
gether to  do  so.  Perhaps  some  of  the  Y. 
P.  E.  state  superintendents  will  feel  led 
to  put  on  such  a  drive  within  their 
states  even  if  the  project  is  not  adopted 
by  all  the  young  people  of  the  Church. 
Perhaps  some  individual  young  people  or 
local  Y.  P.  E.  would  like  to  shoulder  a 
special  responsibility  in  the  foreign  field. 
We  can  tell  you  of  some  of  the  possibili- 
ties in  this  field: 

The  Bible  School  work  here  is  a  very 
vital  part  of  the  work.  These  native 
Christians  who  are  privileged  to  attend 
are  taught  the  Scriptures  thoroughly  so 
that  they  in  turn  may  break  the  Bread 
of  life  to  their  dying  fellowmen.  While 
in  school  through  the  week  they  eat  two 
meals  a  day,  each  of  which  consists  of 
rice  and  curry  (  a  kind  of  highly  seas- 
oned sauce  used  much  as  you  use  gravy). 
After  school  hours  we  find  them  in 
street  meetings  in  the  villages  near  and 
meet  them  in  groups  along  the  road 
singing,  preaching,  shouting  out  scrip- 
tures as  they  walk.  On  the  week  ends, 
they  scatter  out  to  their  various  homes 
for  miles  around  and  help  or  have  charge 
of  the  local  services.  Their  humility, 
consecration,  sacrifice,  and  powerful 
prayers  at  all  times  of  the  day  and  night 
would  inspire  anyone.  They  have  been  a 
great  blessing  to  us  already.  They  bring 
what  offering  they  can  to  pay  for  their 
food,  but  many  times  the  total  offering 
for  the  week  is  only  a  few  cents.  Just 
think!  for  only  $2.00  per  month  your 
Y.  P.  E.  could  keep  one  of  these  native 


workers  in  school  during  the  term  and 
help  him  on  the  field  the  year  round; 
thus  you  would  all  share  in  the  reward 
of  souls  his  ministry   would  reap. 

Or  maybe  you  would  like  to  under- 
take a  building  project.  There  are  local 
groups  of  Christians  who  have  no  place 
to  worship.  Some  of  them  gather  in 
their  tiny  huts  for  prayer  meetings; 
others  are  worshiping  in  groves.  Hindu 
temples  may  be  found  on  almost  every 
hilltop  and  yet  many  Christians,  having 
withdrawn  from  that  heathenism,  must 
worship  our  true  and  living  God  out 
under  the  trees.  For  only  $60.00  or 
$75.00  you  could  buy  the  ground  and 
build  a  church  for  these  people  to  wor- 
ship in.  Is  there  a  Church  of  God  Y.  P. 
E.  in  America  which  would  like  to  have 
such  an  edifice  here  as  a  memorial  be- 
fore God  of  their  interest  in  the  spread- 
ing of  the  gospel  and  the  forwarding  of 
His  work5 

These  are  only  a  few  suggestions.  You 
may  have  your  own  plans  you  wish  to 
work  out.  But  whatever  you  do,  let  us 
urge  you  to  include  both  home  and  for- 
eign missions  in  your  Y.  P.  E.  undertak- 
ings this  year: — in  your  prayers,  in  your 
finance,  and  in  your  programs. 

We  are  not  the  only  young  people  en- 
gaged in  this  work.  Brother  Cook's 
oldest  son  and  daughter  are  actively  con- 
cerned in  this  work.  The  daughter, 
Blossom,  goes  to  certain  local  churches 
for  the  regular  services  and  holds  wom- 
en's meetings  in  various  places.  She  is 
having  more  calls  than  she  can  fill.  The 
son,  George,  is  quite  a  linguist  and  cer- 
tainly loves  these  people.  He  has  the  work 
at  heart  and  though  only  eighteen  years 
of  age  now,  he  hopes  some  day  to  en- 
gage wholly  in  this  work  following  in 
the  footsteps  of  his  father.  These  young 
people  are  wholeheartedly  interested  in 
the  spiritual  welfare  of  these  people 
among  whom  they  have  lived  most  of 
their  lives. 

We  are  happy  in  His  service,  trying  to 
do  our  best  for  Christ  over  here.  We  are 
depending  upon  the  young  people  at 
home.  We  earnestly  covet  your  prayers. 
May  the  Lord  direct  and  bless  you  in 
your  undertakings  for  Him  this  year. 


John  Foster  lay  dying,  and  after  a 
night  of  weariness  and  pain,  was  asked 
by  a  friend,  "How  are  you  feeling  this 
morning?"  "Ah,"  said  he,  "wonderfully 
well.  I  have  my  head  down  on  three 
pillows;  the  pillow  of  God's  infinite 
power,  the  pillow  of  God's  infinite 
wisdom,  the  pillow  of  God's  infinite 
love.  I  am  well.  I  am  resting  on  three 
pillows." — Selected. 

It  is  an  easy  thing  for  us  to  say  what 
we  shall  or  will  not  do,  but  the  best  way 
to  find  out  is  to  wait  and  see. 
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Bible  Lesson 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
beings  and  we  grow  thereby.  His  body 
was  broken  on  the  cruel  cross,  and  it  is 
through  the  price  of  the  cross  that  we 
have  full  and  free  salvation — and  as  Jesus 
bore  it  for  us  so  must  we  bear  it  for  Him. 
THE  BROKEN  HEART  OR  SPIRIT 
Scripture,  Psalm  34:18;  51:17. 
As  the  potter  cannot  mold  the  clay 
as  he  desires  until  it  is  broken  and  made 
moist,  neither  can  God  mold  our  hearts 
until  they  are  broken.  "A  broken  and 
contrite  heart  the  Lord  will  not  despise," 
and  it  is  when  our  hearts  are  broken  and 
melted  to  tears  that  we  get  closer  to 
God.  It  is  then  that  we  can  feel  His 
loving  arm  about  us  and  hear  His  tender 
voice  as  He  whispers  peace  to  our  hearts. 
It  is  when  our  hearts  are  bleeding  and 
broken  for  lost  souls  that  sinners  are 
stirred  to  repentance  and  a  revival  breaks 
out.  And  our  hearts  can  be  continually 
broken  only  as  we  visit  the  place  of  prayer 
continually.  And  we  may  be  assured  that 
Jesus  will  meet  us  there  if  we  come  in 
that  broken  and  contrite  spirit  and  will 
answer  our  prayers.  The  Christian  of  to- 
day needs  to  be  broken  more  nearly  all 
the  time  than  the  average  one  practices. 
It  has  been  said  that  one  can't  have  a 
broken  and  contrite  heart  all  the  time. 
Perhaps  that  may  be  true,  but  if  we  are 
seeking  a  broken  heart,  the  Lord  is  the 
one  that  answers  prayer  and  if  our  hearts 
are  not  melted  so  that  God  can  mold 
them  for  His  service  then  the  thing  we 
need  to  do  is  to  visit  the  place  of  prayer 
more  often  and  then  exercise  the  proper 
faith  and  read  the  blessed  Word,  truly 
the  story  of  the  sufferings  of  our  Lord 
will  melt  any  Christian's  heart.  So  let's 
practice  that  phase  of  the  commandments 
of  our  Lord  more  than  we  have  in  the 
past.  We  will  receive  greater  benefits,  I 
am  sure. 

Report  Victory  for  Davis 
Y.  P.  E. 

(Continued  from  page  17) 

come  on  the  scene  and  save  souls.  Some- 
times it  seemed  very  discouraging  and 
the  way  seemed  hard  but  still  I  prayed 
and  believed  the  blessed  promise,  where 
He  said  in  His  precious  Word,  "Ask  and 
it  shall  be  given"  and  how  I  praise  God, 
He  has  given  good  measure,  pressed  down 
and  running  over  for  there  are  several  of 
our  young  folks  now  saved  and  God 
blesses  in  every  Y.  P.  E.  service  in  a 
wonderful    way. 

A  few  weeks  ago  Brother  Robert 
Flinchum  of  Boswell,  Pa.  was  holding 
us  a  revival  and  several  of  our  young 
folks  were  saved.  On  the  last  night  of 
the  revival,  I  went  to  one  of  my  Y.  P. 
E.  workers,  a  very  talented  young  lady 
and  a  good  singer,  but  unsaved,  I  put 
my  arms  around  her  and  pled   with  her 


to  give  her  heart  to  God.  She  fell  in  the 
altar  and  we  held  on  to  God  until  He 
saved,  sanctified,  and  filled  her  with  the 
Holy  Ghost  and  now  she  is  added  to  the 
Church  of  God. 

My  heart  overflows  with  joy  when  we 
all  gather  around  the  altar  and  I  can 
hear  those  precious  ones  that  I  have  led 
to  Christ,  praying  for  me. 

It  seemed  for  two  years  or  more  that 
I  was  lone-handed  but  I  pressed  on  try- 
ing to  prepare  programs  that  would  in- 
spire the  hearts  of  the  young  people  and 
cause  them  to  get  a  glimpse  of  Jesus  and 
now  I  can  shout  and  my  young  people 
can  share  the  blessing.  I  wish  to  say  to 
our  Y.  P.  E.  leaders,  take  courage  and 
stand  true  and  do  not  grow  weary  in 
well  doing.  The  way  may  seem  dark  at 
times  but  look  up  and  Jesus  will  give  the 
victory    in   due   season. 

I'm  really  happy  to  be  the  leader  of 
our  Y.P.E.  here  at  Davis  and,  praise  God 
we  have  a  mind  to  work.  We  also  want 
to  say  we  appreciate  our  pastor;  he  gives 
us  one  night  each  week  for  our  Y.  P.  E. 
services  and  has  stood  by  and  encouraged 
me  through  the  dark  places. 

Pray  for  us  that  God  will  always  have 
His  way  in  our  Y.  P.  E. — Viola  Cassady, 
Davis,  W.  Va. 

Silver  Lining 

How  about  selling  one  hundred  Silver 
Linings  and  make  $15.00  for  your 
church?  They  sell  at  2  5c  each.  You  keep 
$15.00  and  send  $10.00  to  me.  Send 
money  in  advance  or  give  good  security. 
— Editor. 

Notice 

Our  bound  Lighted  Pathways  are  wait- 
ing for  you  at  the  Pubblishing  House. 
We  had  only  one  hundred  made  and  with 
thousands  of  young  people  reading  this 
ad  it  will  not  be  long  until  they  will  be 
gone,    so   hurry   and   get    yours. — Editor. 

The  Unbroken  Circle 

Order  this  splendid  play  at  once  and 
put  it  on  at  your  Y.P.E.  It  is  very  im- 
pressive and  may  be  the  means  of  the 
salvation  of  souls.  This  is  very  easy  to 
put  on.  Price  2  5  c. 

We  have  also  another  short  play,  "En- 
listing in  the  Army  of  the  Lord,"  which 
you  could  use  in  your  programs.  Price 
10c.  To  change  about  and  make  your 
programs  different  will  keep  the  interest 
high.  Never  have  your  programs  so  cut 
and  dried  that  God  cannot  change  them 
if  He  sees  best.  To  make  a  good  program 
give  God  a  chance  to  work.  For  you  to 
sit  down  and  do  nothing  for  your  meet- 
ings and  depend  on  God  doing  it  all  they 
are  pretty  apt  to  be  a  failure.  When  you 
do  your  part  God  will  do  the  rest. — 
Editor. 


New    Gideons 

1.  Robert    Eckard,    Deerfield,    Va. 

2.  Mrs.  Dacy  Cooper,  Gastonia,  N.  C. 

3.  Miss  A.  Bass,  Clearwater,  Fla. 

4.  Leola   Lee,    Cropwell,   Ala. 

5   Miss  Elnora  Wyatt,  Mobile,  Ala. 

6.  Almeda  Howell,  Dehue,  W.  Va. 

7.  Ethel    Brown,      Signal      Mountain, 
Tenn. 

8.  Gordon   Jacobs,   Ft.    Meade,   Fla. 

9.  Louise  Wilson,  Trion,  Ga. 

10.  Sarah   Hess,   Coalmont,  Pa. 

11.  Beulah  Lane,  Shrewsbury,  W.   Va. 

12.  Mrs.   Eugene   Wofford,   Laurens,   S. 
C. 

13.  Estelle  Grice,  Oak  Grove,  La. 

14.  Mrs.    C.    R.    Ford,      Brewstertown, 
Tenn. 

15.  Miss      Dollie      Hildennan,       Green 
Acres  City,  Fla. 

16.  Mrs.    Maude    Jennings,    Whitmire, 
S.  C. 

17.  Mrs.    Lawrence    Green,      Mohegan, 
W.  Va. 

18.  Mrs.  J.   D.   McCay,  Alabama,  City, 
Ala. 

19.  Frances  Saylors,  Pelzer,  S.  C. 
2  0.   Edna    Isam,    Galax,    Va. 

21.  Fay   Houser,   Millville,    N.   J. 

22.  Edith    Puterbough,    Dayton,    Ohio. 
2  3.   Nadine  Smith,  McColl,  S.  C. 

24.  Thelma    Mullikin,    Easton,    Md. 
2  5.    Lucile    Bingham,    Moorhead,    Miss. 
26.   Ola    Presley,    Spartanburg,    S.    C. 
2  7.   Mrs.    Effie    Smith,    Empire,    Ala. 
2  8.  Miss     Johnnie     Belle  Rogers,   Lake 

Park,  Ga. 
29.  Mrs.   J.   E.   Austin,   Albany,   Ga. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  are  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter   of    Judges. 


THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted   to   the   general   welfare   and   spiritual 

uplift  of  our  young  people 

everywhere 

Published   Monthly  at  the 

CHURCH   OF  GOD   PUBLISHING 

HOUSB 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 


ALDA    B.    HARRISON,    Editor 
Cleveland,   Tennessee 


ASSOCIATE  EDITORS 

lone  Self 
Esther   Holland 
Cletta   Wales 
T.    C.    Franklin 
E.   M.  Tapley 
D.   C.    Barnes 


SUBSCRIPTION  RATE 

Single  subscription,  per  year  £1.00 

Rolls  of  14  $1.00 

Entered  as  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Post 
Office,    Cleveland,   Tenn. 


In  Austria 

The  scourge  of  the  Jews  has  begun 
and  the  average  of  Jewish  suicides  is  now 
well  over  one  hundred  a  day.  The  1934 
census  gave  176,000  Jews  in  Vienna  and 
20,000  in  the  provinces.  It  is  estimated 
that  about  one  half  of  Vienna's  popula- 
tion of  nearly  two  million  have  some 
Jewish  blood.  A  great  many  of  Vien- 
na's 176,000  Jews  are  reduced  to 
poverty  and  are  receiving  assistance 
from  the  Jewish  Central  Union. — World 
Dominion   Press. 
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Jews  in  Germany  are  to  be  put  out  of 
business.  All  firms  with  more  than 
twenty-five  per  cent  of  Jewish  capital 
are  to  be  boycotted.  Business  has  been 
warned  to  get  rid  of  all  Jews.  At  the 
same  time  a  system  of  wholesale  arrests 
has  sent  terror  into  the  hearts  of  the 
Semitic  element  of  the  population.  For- 
eign embassies  and  legations  are  being 
besieged  by  frantic  Jews  seeking  visas 
permitting  escape  abroad.  The  spread  of 
this  new  anti-Semitic  crusade  is  seen  in 
the  fact  that  teachers  in  the  public 
schools  had  to  deliver  lectures  warning 
the  children  against  associating  with 
Jews. — A.  B.  McCormick. 

It  is  now  being  questioned  whether 
the  narcotic  drug  habit  will  not  soon 
surpass  alcohol  as  a  national  menace.  Ja- 
pan, it  is  stated,  produces  ninety  per 
cent  of  the  world's  supply  of  illicit 
drugs.  It  is  estimated  that  half  a  ton 
of  herain,  one  of  the  most  deadly  of  all 
drugs,  is  shipped  weekly  from  Japanese 
factories,  and  that  ninety  per  cent  of 
that  amount  is  shipped  to  the  United 
States. 

Last  Remaining  Protestant 
Church  in  Moscow  Closed 

London,  Aug.  8. — The  London  Daily 
Telegram  reported  from  Moscow  the  last 
remaining  Protestant  Church  in  the 
Soviet  capital  was  suddenly  closed  by 
the  Soviet  political  police. 

The  paper  said  the  church  was  the 
Lutheran  Church  of  St.  Peter  and  St. 
Paul.  During  the  last  eighteen  months, 
it  had  carried  on  without  a  pastor,  all 
Protestant  clergymen  in  Russia  having 
been  sent  to  prison  or  exile. 

More  than  half  of  Georgia's  2  5  0,000 
farms  are  mortgaged,  H.  A.  Cliett,  state 
farm  debt  adjustment  supervisor  for  the 
farm  security  administration,  said  re- 
cently, declaring  more  than  60,000  Geor- 
gia farm  families  have  lost  their  homes 
since  the  World  War. 


Hidden  Taxes 

Fifty-three  taxes  are  hidden  in  a  loaf 
of  bread.  The  price  of  a  loaf  has  ad- 
vanced 27 Y 2  per  cent  since  1931,  but 
taxes  on  its  component  parts  and  ingred- 
ients have  advanced  522.9  per  cent,  so 
reports  the  Chicago  Association  of  Com- 
merce. 

It  also  reveals  that  the  price  of  a  pair 
of  shoes  covers  112  hidden  taxes;  that 
taxes  on  meat,  almost  entirely  hidden, 
total  11  cents  on  every  40-cent  pound; 
that  from  the  $4  a  man  pays  for  a  hat 
the  tax  spenders  take  8  8  cents. 

A  Grim  Rebuke 

In  making  an  appeal  for  contribu- 
tions for  relief  of  destitute  Chinese  last 
Sabbath,  Dr.  Roy  L.  Smith,  of  Los  An- 
geles, reported  a  thought -provoking  in- 
cident. A  student  of  the  American  col- 
lege in  Canton  came  to  a  missionary 
carrying  a  bit  of  a  shell  which  had  com- 
posed one  of  the  bombs  which  had  de- 
stroyed the  college.  "What  does  this 
mean?"  he  asked.  "You  come  over  and 
build  a  college  for  us  and  then  you  send 
a  bomb  over  to  blow  it  up."  He  held  out 
the  bit  of  steel,  and  on  it  these  words 
were  inscribed,   "Made   in  America." 

Russia's  Closed  Churches 

Reports  World  Dominion:  "A  favor- 
ite method  of  closing  places  of  worship 
is  to  burden  them  with  a  tax  too  high 
to  be  paid.  A  report  from  Moscow 
states  that  during  1937  the  O.  G.  P.  U. 
closed  on  account  of  unpaid  taxes  about 
1,900  churches,  synagogues  and 
mosques." 

John  and  Charles  Wesley  began  the 
great  Methodist  revival  when,  accord- 
ing to  the  great  historian,  Greene,  there 
were  not  a  thousand  righteous  people  in 
England.  There  is  hope  for  a  revival  in 
America. 

Lumbermen  are  planting  Redwoods  in 
California.  Redwoods  do  not  reach  their 
maturity  for  five  hundred  to  one  thou- 
sand years. 

A  great  preacher,  speaking  in  West- 
minster Abbey,  said  the  seven  social  sins 
of  the  age  are:  "Politics  without  princi- 
ple, wealth  without  character,  commerce 
and  industry  without  morality,  science 
without  humanity,  worship  without  sac- 
rifice." 

Forty  years  ago  there  was  established 
America's  first  Buddhist  temple.  The 
Buddhist  now  have  one  hundred  temples 
in  the  United  States.  There  are  fifty 
white  Buddhist  priests     in     the   United 


States. 
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Dr.  Squires,  the  chief  physician  of 
Sing  Sing  prison,  states  that  in  1900 
the  average  age  of  criminals  in  the 
United  States  was  forty.  Today  the 
average  age  is  twenty-three. 

The  Ministerial  Association  of  Los 
Angeles  reports  one  hundred  and  twen- 
ty pagan  societies  holding  regular  meet- 
ings in  Los  Angeles  and  vicinity.  They 
arc  largely  pagan  cults  of  the  Orient. 

America  is  the  only  nation  in  the 
world  which  has  an  official  Thanksgiv- 
ing festival.  It  was  intended  for  a  holy 
day  rather  than  a  holiday. 

wff  * 

The  Literary  Digest  reports  that:  Up 
and  down  the  country,  from  Maine  to 
California,  there  are  estimated  21,000 
closed  or  abandoned  churches  and  thou- 
sands more,  it  is  feared,  face  the  same 
fate. 

New  York  City  has  seventeen  square 
miles  of  slums,  with  6,000  tenements. 
There  are  5  00,000  families  with  almost 
a  million  children,  who  live  in  the  slums, 
sleeping,  for  the  most  part,  in  window- 
less  rooms. 

There  are  more  ordained  Protestant 
preachers  in  the  state  of  Iowa  than  in  all 
South  America  with  its  population  of 
about  115,000,000. 

By  a  skillful  operation  in  a  San  Fran- 
cisco hospital  the  eye  of  a  dead  woman, 
Mrs.  Margaret  Carr,  gave  sight  to  Rev. 
V.  E.  Harding  of  Portland,  Oregon,  a 
Nazarene  preacher  who  had  been  blind 
for  43   years. 

A  similar  operation  restored  the  sight 
of  Arthur  Marten,  21 -year-old  musician 
of  Sacramento,  Cal. 

Members  of  the  Church  of  God  do 
not  attend  moving  pictures  and  there  is 
a   good   reason   why. 

The  Committee  of  Child  Welfare  of 
the  League  of  Nations  analyzed  250 
American  films  and  found  in  them:  "97 
murders,  51  cases  of  adultery,  19  seduc- 
tions, 22  abductions,  45  suicides.  Of 
the  characters  in  these  250  films  there 
were:  176  thieves,  2  5  prostitutes,  3  5 
drunkards." 

Life  and  Work  is  the  monthly  paper 
of  the  church  of  Scotland  which  goes 
to  a  quarter  of  a  million  homes  and  nets 
an  annual  profit  of  twenty-five  thou- 
sand dollars. 

Crater  lake  in  southwestern  Oregon 
is  6,239  feet  above  sea  level,  yet  it 
never  freezes.  Though  it  is  2,000  feet 
deep,   it   has   no   known   outlet   or  inlet. 
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McAyley's  Paper. 


"It's  nothing  to  me,"  the  beauty  said, 
With  a  careless  toss  of  her  pretty  head; 
"The  man  is  weak,  if  he  can't  refrain 
From  the  cup  you  say  is  fraught  with  pain." 

It  was  something  to  her  in  after  years, 
When   her  eyes  were  drenched  with   burning 

tears, 
And  she  watched  in  lonely  grief  and  dread, 
And  started  to  hear  a  staggering  tread. 

"It's  nothing  to  me,"  the  mother  said; 
"I  have  no  fear  that  my  boy  will  tread 
The  downward  path  of  sin  and  shame, 
And  crush  my  heart  and  darken  his  name." 

It  was  something  to  her  when  her  only  son. 
From  the  pathway  of  right  was  early  won, 
And  madly  cast  in  the  flowing  bowl 
A  ruined  body  and  a  shipwrecked  soul. 


"It's  nothing  to  me,"  the  young  man  cried; 
In  his  eye  was  a  flash  of  scorn  and  pride — 
"I  heed  not  the  dreadful  thing  ye  tell, 
I  can  rule  myself  I  know  full  well." 

'Twas  something  to  him  when  in  prison  he  lay, 
The  victim  of  drink,  life  ebbing  away, 
As  he  thought  of  his  wretched  child  and  wife, 
And  the  mournful  wreck  of  his  wasted  life. 

"It's  nothing  to  me,"  the  voter  said; 
"The  party's  loss  is  my  greatest  dread — " 
Then  gave  his  vote  for  the  liquor  trade, 
Though   hearts   were  crushed   and   drunkards 
made. 

It  was  something  to  him  in  after  life, 
When  his  daughter  became  a  drunkard's  wife, 
And  her  hungry  children  cried  for  bread, 
And  trembled  to  hear  their  father's  tread. 


"It's  nothing  to  me,"  the  merchant  said; 
As  over  the  ledger  he  bent  his  head; 
"I'm  busy  today  with  fare  and  tret, 
And  have  no  time  to  fume  and  fret." 


Is  it  nothing  to  us  to  idly  sleep 
While  the  cohorts  of  death  their  vigils  keep, 
Alluring  the  young  and  thoughtless  in — 
And  grind  in  your  midst  a  grist  of  sin? 


It  was  something  to  him  when  over  the  wire 
A  message  came  from  a  funeral  pyre — 
A  drunken  conductor  had  wrecked  a  train 
And  his  wife  and  child  were  among  the  slain. 


It  is  something  yes,  all,  for  us  to  stand, 
And  clasp  by  faith  our  Savior's  hand — 
To  learn  to  labor,  live  and  fight 
On  the  side  of  God  and  changeless  right. 
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Not  alone  for  mighty  empire, 

Stretching  far  o'er  land  and  sea, 
Not  alone  for  bounteous  harvests, 

Lift  we  up  our  hearts  to  Thee. 
Standing  in  the  living  present, 

Memory  and  hope  between, 
Lord,  we  would  with  deep  thanksgiving 

Praise  Thee  more  for  things  unseen. 

Not  for  battleships  and  fortress, 

Not  for  conquests  of  the  sword, 
But  for  conquests  of  the  spirit 

Give  we  thanks  to  Thee,  0  Lord; 
For  the  heritage  of  freedom, 

For  the  home,  the  church,  the  school, 
For  the  open  door  to  manhood 

In  the  land  the  people  rule. 

For  the  armies  of  the  faithful 

Lives  that  passed  and  left  no  name; 
For  the  glory  that  illumines 

Patriot  souls  of  deathless  fame; 
For  the  people's  prophet-leaders, 

Loyal  to  Thy  living  Word — ■ 
For  all  heroes  of  the  spirit, 

Give  we  thanks  to  Thee,  0  Lord. 

— Selected. 
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"Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a 
light    unto   my    path." 

Psalm    119:105 
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dio  program,  someone  sang  that  good 
old  song,  "The  Ninety  and  Nine,"  and 
oh,  how  it  thrilled  my  soul  and  I  be- 
gan to  think  of  this  little  lamb  one 
time  away  years  ago.  Just  a  little  coun- 
try Sunday  School  girl  when  God  spoke 
to  my  heart  and  I  let  Him  in.  That  was 
a  great  day  of  rejoicing,  not  only  with 
myself  and  my  loved  ones,  but  with  the 
angels  in  heaven.  You  can  remember 
that  time,  too,  when  away  off  some- 
where in  the  mountain  gorge  of  sin, 
Jesus  went  after  you  and  brought  you 
in.  We  are  thinking  of  those  experi- 
ences and  truly  we  are  thankful.  As  we 
thought  on  this  song  this  morning  an- 
other of  my  favorites  came  to  me, 

Amazing  grace  how  sweet  the  sound, 
That  saved  a  wretch  like  me; 
I  once  was  lost  but  now  I'm  found, 
Was  blind  but  now  I  see. 

It   may  be   that   things  have  come  to 

you  this  year  that  have  made  you  won- 

how    you    can    ever      be      thankful 


ALDA  B.  HARRISON 
Editor 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

This  Sunday  morning  as  you  are  gath- 
ered in  your  places  of  worship  all  over 
the  world  I   will   talk   to  you  awhile. 
I   am   still   confined   to   my   home   and 
can  not  join  with 
the  saints  person- 
ally  yet   I   can  in 
spirit. 

Men  and  wom- 
en discuss  some- 
times what  they 
would  like  to  be 
in  this  world.  Es- 
pecially do  we 
hear  small  chil- 
dren, sometimes 
in  their  play, 
wishing  that 
they  might  be 
the  president  of 
the  United  States  or  that  they  might 
be  some  great  man  and  have  a  big  place 
in  the  world.  Well,  this  is  very  good  to 
aspire  to  great  things  if  the  right  mot- 
ive is  behind  it.  This  morning  I  have 
no  higher  aim,  no  greater  desire  than  to 
be  just  where  I  am  and  to  be  doing  what 
I  am.  But  do  I  hear  you  say,  "Sister 
Harrison,  do  you  think  you  have 
reached  the  mountain  peak  of  service 
for  the  Master?"  Being  in  the  will  of 
God,  whatever  that  may  be,  is  the 
mountain  peak  in  His  service.  To  have 
the  precious  privilege  of  talking  to  ten 
thousand  boys  and  girls  this  morning 
and  trying  to  inspire  them  to  higher, 
nobler  living  is  the  delight  of  my  life. 
What  could  be  greater?  But  the  only 
reason  I  am  satisfied  is  because  I'm  sure 
of  God's  call  to  this  great  work  and 
since  I  am  in  His  will,  I  am  happy  and 
satisfied. 

This  morning  as  I  begin  my  message 
to  you  I  feel  my  weakness  and  inabilityg 
so  far  as  my  human  knowledge 
strength  is  concerned,  but  "looking  unto 
Jesus,"  and  remembering  that  He  has 
promised  us  both  wisdom  and  strength 
for  the  asking,  I  am  launching  forth  to 
send   you   this   little   message. 

I  feel  it  a  great  privilege  also  that  I 
can  call  on  ten  thousand  Spirit-filled 
saints  this  morning  to  pray  for  me.  I 
need  much  prayer  that  my  health  may 
be  restored,  that  I  may  continue  my 
work  for  Him  and  you.  I'm  depending 
on  you  for  this  prayer.  Then  I  want  you 
to  pray  that  my  life  may  be  richer  this 
coming  Assembly  year  than  ever  before, 
that  I  may  be  a  yielded  vessel.  Just  re- 
cently I  had  to  say,  Yes,  to  God  when 
He  allowed  me,  for  some  reason  or  an- 
other, to  be  laid  up  for  so  many  months. 
It  was  hard  to  do.  We  do  not  under- 
stand yet  just  why,   but  God  does.  We 


want  to  be  a  yielded  vessel  so  that  when 
He  says,  Lie  still  for  awhile  'til  I  teach 
you,  or  when  He  says,  Go  forth  to  do 
this  or  that  piece  of  work  for  me,  I 
want  to  do  it.  I  am  sure  that  is  what 
you  want.  Then  let  us  go  forth  this  year 
yielded  to  Him  and  He  will  bless  our 
efforts. 

Now  this  is  our  Thanksgiving  issue 
and  this  morning  this  is  one  of  the 
things  for  which  we  should  be  thankful 
— a  day  set  apart  by  the  whole  nation 
to   stop    and    remember      all      the      good 

THE  NINETY  AND  NINE 

There  were  ninety  and  nine  that  safely  lay 

In    the   shelter   of   the   fold, 

But  one  was  out  on  the  hills  away, 

Far  off  from   the  gates   of  gold; 

Away  on  the  mountains  wild  and  bare, 

Away  from  the  tender  Shepherd's  care. 


"Lord,    Thou    hast    here    Thy    ninety    and 

nine; 
Are  they  not  enough  for  Thee?" 
But  the  Shepherd  made  answer: 
'  'Tis  of  mine  has  wandered  away  from  me; 
And  although  the  road  be  rough  and  steep 
I   go   to   the   desert   to   find   my   sheep." 

But    none   of    the    ransomed    ever    knew 

How    deep    were    the    waters    crossed; 

Or  how  dark  was  the  night   that  the  Lord 

passed    through 
Ere  He  found  His  sheep  that  was  lost. 
Out   in  the  desert  He  heard  its  cry — 
Sick  and  helpless,  and  ready  to  die. 
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whence    are 
the   way 
,n    mark    out    the 
ey    were    shed     fc 
astray 
Ere  the  Shepherd  could  bring  him  back 
"Lord,  whence  are  Thy   hands  so  rent 

torn?" 
"They     are     pierced     tonight     by     man 
thorn." 


But      ill     thro'     the     mountains,     thunder- 
riven, 
And  up  from  the  rdeky  steep, 
There  rose  a  cry  to  the  gate  of  heaven, 
"Rejoice!    I   have   found    my   sheep!" 
And   the   angels   echoed   around   the   throne, 
"Rejoice,    for    the    Lord    brings    back    His 
own." 

things  God  has  d.one  f°r  us-  Along  with 
all  the  things  the  devil  is  doing  we 
must  stop,  look,  and  listen  to  see  what 
God  is  doing  to  hold  this  old  world  to- 
gether. If  His  influence  shed  abroad  in 
the  world  today  through  the  Church 
was  destroyed,  how  quickly  this  old 
world  would  collapse.  So  we  are  thank- 
ing God  today  for  the  Church  that  has 
come  down  through  the  centuries  and 
has  weathered  the  storm  and  will  stand 
forever,  for  the  Lord  has  promised  us 
that  the  gates  of  hell  shall  not  prevail 
against   it.   Thank   God! 

This  morning  while  listening  to  a  ra- 


der 

through  it  all;  but  if  we  had  nothing 
else  except  the  thought  in  these  two 
songs  that  is  enough  to  praise  Him  for 
throughout  eternity.  How  about  using 
these  songs  in  our  Thanksgiving  services 
this  year  and  looking  through  our  sor- 
rows and  our  tears  to  the  great  sorrow 
that  Jesus  bore  for  us  on  Calvary's  cross 
that  we  might  be  found,  and  that  our 
eyes  might  be  opened  to  the  great  truths 
of   the  gospel. 

I  remember  the  time  that  God  came 
into  my  home  and  took  my  little  boy 
away.  Oh,  how  sad  it  seemed  then.  I 
couldn't  see  why  it  had  to  be,  but 
through  his  going  away  1  began  to 
search  the  scriptures  and  my,  what 
treasures  I  found.  I  found  that  it  con- 
tained so  many  things  I  had  not  seen 
before,  because  of  that  desire  I  had  of 
finding  the  way  to  the  place  where  my 
baby  had  gone.  I  made  my  sorrow  a 
steppingstone  upward.  I  turned  my 
cloud  inside  out  and  found  the  silver 
lining. 

Do  I  hear  you  say,  But  why  do  you 
talk  of  clouds  when  it  is  Thanksgiving 
time?  I  am  trying  to  teach  myself  and 
you  to  meet  our  clouds  and  make  them 
steppingstones,  to  realize  they  always 
have  a  silver  lining  for  His  own  true 
children. 

Another  cause  for  my  talking  to  you 
of  clouds  is  because  we  are  living  in 
that  cloudy  and  dark  day  when  our 
clouds  will  increase  and  when  we'll  go 
down  if  we  do  not  know  how  to  wait 
for  the  silver  lining  to  appear.  Some  of 
us  may  not  be  able  to  see  that  silver 
lining,  only  by  faith  and  by  holding  on 
(Continued    on    page    23) 
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At  the  Crossroads 

MINNIE  E.  LUDWIG 

Used  by  Permission  of  Nazarene  Publishing    House 
(Continued  from  last  issue) 


SYNOPSIS 

In  the  dead  hours  of  night  Charles  Ludlow 
secretly  steals  away  from  the  happy  Christian 
home  of  his  childhood.  He  had  drifted  further 
and  further  into  sin  and  his  sweetheart,  a  beau- 
tiful girl  named  Viana  Harvey,  informed  him 
that  their  close  friendship  must  cease. 

With  the  decision  to  reform  and  lift  the  dis- 
grace he  has  brought  on  them  whom  he  loves 
dearest,  he  boards  the  train  for  Chicago,  where 
he  obtains  work  as  a  grocery  clerk.  He  reforms 
and  saves  his  money  for  a  while,  but  is  soon  back 
in  the  old  whirl  of  sin. 

Charles  meets,  falls  in  love  and  marries  Judith 
Delver,  a  woman  of  the  world.  A  son  is  born 
to  them.  Charles  names  him  Stephen  after  the 
first  martyr  and  his  father.  Judith  refuses  to 
care  for  him  and  puts  him  in  a  day  nursery.  At 
night  Charles  must  go  for  him  and  care  for  him 
while  she  spends  her  time  in  society. 

Suddenly  her  body  is  stricken  and  she  lives 
only  a  short  time.  Thinking  she  will  recover,  she 
refuses  to  make  peace  with  God.  She  realizes  her 
need  too  late,  and  while  dying  whispers,  "All 
is  lost,"  then,  "Oh,  it  is  so  dark,"  as  she  slips 
out  into  eternity,  unprepared. 

Charles  was  saddened,  his  past  life  of  sin 
haunted  him,  and  he  felt  that  had  he  only  known 
God,  Judith  might  have  been  spared  or  saved 
through    his    prayers. 

Six  years  had  passed.  Many  changes  had  taken 
place  in  his  old  home.  His  sister  had  married 
Viana  Harvey's  brother,  Theodore,  and  Viana  had 
married  a  young  minister,  but  Charles  knew 
nothing  of  these  changes,  but  he  knew  his  father 
and  mother  would  welcome  him  home.  He  decided 
to  take  little  Stephen  there.  Stephen  suddenly  be- 
comes ill  and  all  the  savings  are  spent  for  his 
recovery.  In  a  touching  service  one  Sunday  Charles 
is  gloriously  converted.  Pie  reads  the  Bible  to 
Stephen  and  points  out  the  folly  of  living  a  sin- 
ful  life. 

Once  more  they  begin  preparation  to  go  to 
Charles'  home.  While  walking  down  the  street 
next  evening  Charles  is  struck  by  a  car  and  dies 
almost   instantly,   leaving   Stephen   alone. 

Stephen  vacates  the  old  home  and  moves  into 
an  alley  shack.  He  is  befriended  by  a  newsboy 
and  begins  selling  papers.  His  good  influence 
leads  Freckles  to  quit  tobacco  and  swearing  and 
they  both  decide  to  begin  attending  church. 

Stephen  was  very  lonely  and  often  hungry.  He 
thought  of  his  father's  plan  of  going  to  his 
grandfather's  house  and  the  words  he  had  spoken 
the  night  before  he  was  killed,  "Grandmother 
will  let  you  call  her  mamma,  and  she  will  love 
you."  Then  he  remembered  his  father  told  him 
to  adopt  the  sweet-faced  lady  in  his  new  book 
for  his  mamma  until  he  went  to  his  grand- 
mother's. It  was  strange  he  had  forgotten  this 
but  he  resolved  to  do  as  his  father  had  told  him. 
By  the  good  instructions  in  this  little  book  he 
is  guided  into  the  right  road  and  improves  his 
manners  and  conduct. 

One  evening  Freckles  comes  to  Stephen's  shack 
and  tells  of  trouble  between  his  father  and  moth- 
er. Afterward  his  mother  repents  and  is  saved. 
Later  she  takes  sick  and  dies.  Freckles'  father 
moves  and  the  two  friends  have  to  part. 

When  walking  to  the  park  and  returning, 
Stephen  usually  passed  a  residence  which  was  the 
home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  and  their  two 
children,  Raymond  and  Mary.  Their  home  was 
but  a  modest  little  cottage  and  the  furniture  not 
expensive;  the  yard  also  was  not  large  but  well 
kept   and   beautiful   flowers   brightened   the   place. 


The  family,  as  Stephen  saw  them  each  evening 
when  .passing  their  home,  reminded  him  of  his 
adopted  mother  and  her  family  in  the  book. 

One  evening,  Mrs.  Sylvester  persuaded  Stephen 
to  play  in  the  yard  with  her  children,  but  just 
before  dark  he  bade  them  good-night  as  die  said 
his  mother  desired  him  to  be  home  early.  He 
was   indeed   a   mystery   to   this   family. 

A  week  later  Mrs.  Sylvester  again  detained 
Stephen  at  their  home  and  at  this  time  she  urged 
him  to  bring  his  father  and  mother  over  some 
time. 

He  tells  them  that  his  father  is  dead  and  he 
is  embarrassed  when  asked  to  bring  his  mother. 

Mrs.  Sylvester  was  wise  and  did  not  press  the 
matter  any  further  but  invited  him  to  dinner 
that   following   Sunday. 

On  Sunday  they  learned  that  his  father  and 
mother  were  dead  and  that  he  had  a  book  called 
"Mother"  which  had  taught  him  manners  and 
conduct.  They  accompanied  him  home  and  found 
the   terrible   conditions    under   which    he   lived. 

The  next  day  a  search  was  made  for  some 
relative  but  when  no  trace  was  found  of  his  kin- 
dred the  authorities  gave  the  Sylvesters  permis- 
sion to  adopt  the  child.  He  was  moved  to  their 
home  and  given  a  room  and  put  on  an  equal  with 
their  children.  On  Sunday  morning  he  accom- 
panies them  to  church  and  there  makes  peace 
with  God. 

While  Stephen  is  being  so  wonderfully  cared  for 
poor  little  Freckles  is  being  abused  by  a  drunken 
father.  Some  time  after  Stephen  had  moved  to 
his  new  home  he  met  up  with  Freckles  and  tells 
the  story  of  his  new  found  home.  He  gives 
Freckles  his  mother  book  to  guide  him  as  he 
had  been  guided.  After  a  brief  visit  together  they 
part,  one  going  to  a  happy  home  and  the  other 
to  a  drunken  basement  room  to  be  abused  by  a 
drunken   father. 

Freckles  finds  the  book  Stephen  gave  him  to 
be  a  great  inspiration.  He  becomes  interested  in 
church  and  begins  to  attend.  Soon  he  is  con- 
verted and  becomes  a  fisher  of  men.  The  first 
one  he  thinks  of  is  his  Dad,  and  in  our  last 
issue  Dad  is  almost  persuaded  to  go  to  church 
with    him. 

Freckles  succeeds  in  getting  his  father  to  church 
and  finally  he  is  converted  and  becomes  a  changed 
man.  The  church  people  are  Very  kind  to  them 
and  provide  them  with  the  comforts  of  life. 

Stephen  was  very  happy  in  his  new  home.  He 
was  ambitious  and  studied  hard.  At  the  age  of 
seventeen  he  finished  High  School  and  entered  col- 
lege  the  next   fall. 

One  day  as  he  was  going  through  an  old  suit- 
case which  contained  his  father's  belongings  he 
found  a  letter  that  he  had  written  home  just 
before  he  died.  Through  this  letter  he  found  the 
address  of  his  grandparents. 

Stephen's  good  foster  father  and  mother  began 
immediately  to  make  preparation  for  Stephen  to 
visit   his   new   found   relatives. 

Over  at  Elm  Point  the  mother  of  Charles  has 
baked  a  cake  and  is  making  big  preparation  for 
Charles's  birthday.  Every  since  Charles  went 
away  she  has  baked  a  cake  and  prepared  a  birth- 
day dinner  for  him  and  tomorrow  is  his  birth- 
day. Elizabeth,  Charles's  sister,  and  family  are 
at  home  for  the  celebration.  This  family  consists 
of  Elizabeth  and  her  husband  and  daughter, 
Grace,  who  is  a  very  talented  young  lady  and 
fine  Christian  character. 

In  the  last  issue  our  story  ends  with  Stephen's 
arrival  at  the  old  Ludlow  home  on  the  day  be- 
fore   his    father's    birthday.    After    embracing    his 


grandparents  and  being  introduced  to  I-'lizabeth 
and  her  family  he  immediately  tells  of  his  father's 
life  since  he  left  home.  Many  tears  were  shed 
during  this  and  also  they  rejoiced  that  Charles 
was   saved   before   his   death. 

Stephen  tells  of  the  Sylvester  family  and  how 
they  sacrificed  to  rear  and  educate  him.  Soon 
a  telegram  is  sent  to  the  Sylvester  family  for  them 
to  come  visit  in  the  Ludlow  home  on  tomorrow, 
which  is  the  birthdays  of  Stephen  and  Grace,  the 
daughter  of  Elizabeth,  and  the  wedding  anni- 
versary of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester.  While  there, 
plans  are  made  for  Mr.  Sylvester  to  get  work  in 
Elm  Point  and  they  are  given  the  little  home  on 
the  Ludlow  estate  near   them. 

The  following  year  Mary  and  Raymond  Sylves- 
ter, Joy  Louisa  and  Stephen  were  enrolled  as  stu- 
dents of  a  holiness  college.  Grace  Harvey,  Eliza- 
beth's daughter  was  attending  a  holiness  college 
in    the    west. 

The  holiday  season  brought  the  Elm  Point 
students,   who   were   attending   college   home. 

On  Christmas  morning  Stephen  told  his  grand- 
parents of  his  engagement  to  Joy  Louisa  and  they 
were  expecting  to  be  married  in  the  spring,  soon 
after   commencement. 

The  same  day  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow  received 
an  announcement  of  Grace  Harvey's  engagement. 
The  young  man  to  whom  she  was  engaged  was 
attending  the  same  school  in  the  west  where  she 
was    finishing. 

Arrangements  were  soon  made  for  the  two 
couples  to  be  married  at  the  Ludlow  home  on 
the  third  of  June,  Stephen's  and  Grace's  birth- 
days. 

All  were  very  busily  engaged  during  the  re- 
mainder of  the  school  term.  Stephen  was  busy 
with  his  studies  and  when  opportunity  afforded 
he    preached    the    gospel. 

The  close  of  the  school  was  soon  at  hand  and 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester 
and  Rev.  Williams  and  family  were  present  at 
the  graduation  of  Joy  Louisa  and  Stephen. 


Stephen  also  was  graduated  with 
high  honors  and  was  valedictorian  of  his 
class.  His  oration  showed  much  care  in 
preparation  and  was  well  delivered.  He 
was  gifted  and  a  natural  orator  and 
many  worldly  minded  people  expressed 
pity  that  he  should  "waste  his  talents" 
by  entering  the  ministry.  Stephen,  how- 
ever, never  wavered  in  his  decision.  At 
the  age  of  fourteen  he  had  received  a 
very  definite  call  from  the  Lord  to 
preach  the  gospel,  and  already,  before 
he  had  entered  the  active  ministry, 
many  souls  had  been  led  to  seek  the 
Savior   as   a   result   of   his   labors. 

After  a  few  days  the  happy  company 
started  on  their  journey  home  and  soon 
the  three  cars  arrived  safely  at  Elm 
Point.  The  following  morning  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Ludlow  noticed  Stephen  sitting  at 
the  window  with  a  faraway,  troubled 
look,  and  in  deep  meditation.  Mrs.  Lud- 
low laid  her  hand  gently  on  his  head 
saying,  "Stephen,  dear,  is  anything 
troubling   you?" 

It  rather  startled  Stephen  when  his 
grandmother  spoke.  His  thoughts  had 
carried  him  so  far  away  and  at  the 
sound  of  her  voice  he  had  been  brought 
home  so  suddenly. 

"No,      Grandmother,"      he    answered, 

"I  can   not   say   that   anything   is   really 

troubling    me,      and    yet      there    is    one 

wish,   could  I  see  it  realized,  I  am  sure 

(Continued   on   page   20) 
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Children's  Bible  Lesson  No.   1 

By  Nettie  Hanvey 

Topic:   "DOES  GOD   LOVE  THE 
CHILDREN?" 

THOUGHTS    FOR    THE    LEADER 

First  in  this  lesson  we  want  to  see  if 
we  can  bring  some  Bible  proof  as  to 
whether  God  really  cares  for  the  children. 
There  are  some  children  in  the  Bible  we 
want  to  talk  about  and  the  first  one  is 
Moses. 

(Have  some  Junior  tell  the  story  of  how 
Moses  was  hid  and  why.) 

Scripture   in   Exodus   2:1-10. 

Leader  explain  to  the  children  God's 
plan  to  save  the  proper  child  and  raise 
him  up  to  deliver  his  people  out  of  the 
hand  of  the  Egyptians. 

SAMUEL 

He  was  called  of  God  when  a  child. 
1  Sam.  3:2-11.  (Have  some  Junior 
study  and  tell  the  story.) 

The  leader  might  make  any  explana- 
tion necessary.  It  is  good  to  bring  out 
a  few  points  to  help  the  Juniors,  not 
necessary  to  preach   a   sermon   however. 

Next  have  several  little  children  sing, 
"Yes,   Jesus   Loves   Me." 

(A   poem   by  a   small   child) 
I   am   just    a    little   child, 

Very   small    I    know, 
But  if  I  can  live  awhile 

I   wdl    bigger   grow. 

(Holds   out    hands) 
See  I  have  two  little  hands, 
And  I  can  use  them  too; 
Anything   the   Lord   requires 
Surely   I   can   do. 


(Points    at    feet) 
Two  little  feet  to  walk  for  Him 

Wherever  He  may  say; 
Two   little   eyes   to   watch   my   step 

And  keep  me  in  the  way. 

One  little  mouth  to  talk  for  Him 
And  sing  the  songs  I  love; 

I  know  God  watches  over  me 
From  His  great  home  above. 

JOSEPH 

Joseph  was  sold  when  a  child  and  God 
really  cared  for  him  and  later  made 
him  a  real  blessing  to  his  people  in  time 
of  famine.  (Have  someone  tell  the  story, 
Scripture  in  Gen.   37;  42;  43;  44.) 

JESUS 

How  did  Jesus  treat  children?  Mark 
10:13-16  tells  us  that  Jesus  said,  "Suffer 
the  little  children  to  come  unto  me, 
and  forbid  them  not:  for  of  such  is 
the  kingdom  of  God."  He  even  took 
them  up  in  His  arms  and  blessed  them. 

Song,  "Bring  Them  In." 

Altar  call. 

Children's  Bible  Lesson  No.  2 

Topic:    "JACOB'S    DREAM" 

Jacob  lived  in  the  days  when  one 
traveled  by  foot  or  rode  donkeys.  His 
mother  loved  him  and  was  always  plan- 
ning for  him.  One  day  she  told  his  fa- 
ther that  there  was  no  girl  among  the 
Canaanites  who  would  make  a  good 
wife  for  Jacob. 

The  father  agreed  to  this  and  called 
Jacob  in  and  put  his  hands  on  his  head 
and  said:  "Thou  shalt  not  take  a  wife 
of  the  daughters  of  Canaan;  arise  and 
go  to  your  Uncle  Laban's,  and  take 
thee  a  wife  from  among  his  daughters." 

Jacob  obeyed.  He  said  good-by  to  his 
old  father  and  to  his  mother.  With  staff 
in  hand  he  started  on  his  way  to  Uncle 
Laban's. 

For  miles  he  walked.  At  sundown  he 
stopped.  How  still  it  was,  and  how 
lonely.  Nothing  but  earth  and  sky — no 
people,  no  house,  no  bed — not  even  a 
pillow  to  lay  his  head  on.  He  took  one 
of  the  hard  stones  to  put  his  head  on, 
and   lay   down. 

That  night  he  had  a  dream.  In  his 
dream  he  saw  a  bright  ladder.  It  reached 
from  the  earth  clear  up  to  heaven.  An- 
gels in  glistening  garments  were  ascend- 
ing and  descending.  And  at  the  top 
stood  God,  saying:  "I  am  Jehovah,  the 
God  of  thy  father;  and  behold,  I  am 
with  thee,  and  will  keep  thee  whither- 
soever thou  goest." 

Early  in  the  morning  he  arose  and 
took  the  stone  that  he  had  put  under  his 
head,  and  set  it  up  as  an  altar  to  Je- 
hovah. He  started  again  on  his  journey; 


but  he  wasn't  lonely  any  more.  Who 
could  be  lonely  after  God  in  a  beautiful 
dream  had  said:  "I  am  with  thee,  and 
will  keep  thee  whithersoever  thou  goest?" 
Why  did  Jacob  go  to  his  Uncle  La- 
ban's? To  get  a  wife.  How  did  he  trav- 
el? He  walked.  Was  he  lonely?  Yes. 
Who  appeared  to  him  in  a  dream  at 
night?  God.  What  did  God  say  to  him? 
He  said,  "I  am  with  thee,  and  will  keep 
thee    whithersoever    thou    goest." 

Children's  Bible  Lesson  No.  3 

Topic:    "ADAM   AND   EVE" 

Adam  and  Eve  had  a  home  in  a  beau- 
tiful garden.  There  were  trees,  grass 
and  lovely  flowers  and  all  kinds  of  de- 
licious  fruits. 

They  were  very  happy  in  their  garden 
home.  They  cared  for  the  plants  and 
flowers  and  played  with  the  animals. 
Because  they  both  were  good  and  knew 
no  evil,  God  walked  with  them  at  the 
close  of  the  day.  There  was  only  one 
tree,  the  fruit  of  which  God  forbade 
them  to  taste.  And  that  was  the  fruit 
of  the  tree  of  knowledge  of  good  and 
evil. 

We  do  not  know  how  long  Adam  and 
Eve  enjoyed  their  beautiful  home  in  the 
Garden  of  Eden  but  we  do  know  one 
day  they  disobeyed  God.  They  ate  some 
of  the  fruit  of  the  tree  that  God  had 
forbidden    them   to   touch! 

God  was  sorry  that  Adam  and  Eve 
had  disobeyed  Him,  so  He  sent  them 
away  out  into  the  world  where  they 
would  have  to  work  hard  and  perhaps 
bear  pain  and  sorrow. 

Dear  boys  and  girls,  the  same  is  true 
with  us  when  we  fail  to  obey  God  and 
keep  His  commandments.  Let  us  be 
strong  and  courageous  and  live  lives 
that  will  please  God. 

Where  did  Adam  and  Eve  live?  In 
the  garden  of  Eden.  What  did  they  do? 
Took  care  of  the  plants.  Why  did  God 
walk  and  talk  with  them?  Because  they 
were  good  and  knew  no  evil.  Why  were 
they  cast  out  of  the  garden?  Because 
they  disobeyed  God.  What  happens  when 
we  disobey  God?  He  departs  from  us. 

Children's  Bible  Lesson  No.  4 

Topic:   "HOW  THE  ISRAELITES 

WERE  LED  THROUGH  THE 

WILDERNESS" 

Once  there  lived  some  children  who 
never  got  to  play.  They  had  to  work  all 
the  time.  They  were  all  slaves.  If  they 
didn't  make  as  many  bricks  in  a  day 
as  Pharaoh,  the  ruler,  told  them  to,  he 
would   have    them    cruelly   beaten. 

But  God  remembered  these  people  and 
sent  Moses  to  deliver  them.  God  said: 
"I  have  surely  seen  the  affliction  of  my 
people  and  have  heard  their  cry!  for  I 
know  their  sorrows;  and  I  am  come 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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"Called  Out"  by  the  Lord  and 
"Cast  Out"  by  the  World 

He   called   me   out,      the   Man   with   gar- 
ments dyed. 
I  knew  His  voice — my  Lord,  the  Cru- 
cified. 
He    showed    Himself,    and,    oh,    I    could 
not  stay; 
I  had  to  follow  Him,   had   to  obey. 
It  cast   me  out — this  world,   when  once 
it  found 
That    I    within    my    rebel    heart    had 
crowned, 
The   Man    it    had    rejected,    spurned,    and 

slain; 
Whom  God  in  wondrous     power     had 

raised  to  reign. 
And  so  we  are  "without  the  camp" — my 
Lord  and  I. 
But  oh,  His  presence  sweeter  is   than 
any  earthly  tie, 
Which  once  I  counted  greater  than  His 
claim: 
I'm   "out"   not   only  from  the   world, 
but  "to  His  name." — HyP.,  in  The 
Witness. 

THE  PRICE  OF  SUCCESS 

From   the   Olive   Branch 

John  Wesley  arose  at  four  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  and  preached  twice  each 
day  for  fifty  years.  During  his  lifetime 
he  wrote  over  two  hundred  books,  some 
of  which  were  prepared  while  riding 
horseback  from  one  appointment  to  an- 
other. 

Daniel  Webster  worked  twelve  hours 
a  day  for  fifty  years.  For  twenty  years 
he  daily  made  an  intense  study  of  the 
dictionary.  His  fame  will  outlive  the 
American   nation. 

Abraham  Lincoln  walked  sixteen 
miles  to  borrow  a  book.  With  a  wood- 
en shovel  and  a  piece  of  charcoal,  before 
an  open  fire,  he  learned  his  mathematics. 
While  splitting  rails  or  plowing  corn  he 
always  had  an  open  book  before  him, — 
and  the  reward  was  the  President's  chair 
and  the  freedom  of  an  enslaved  race  of 
people. 

Adam  Clarke  spent  forty  years  in 
writing  his  Commentary  on  the  Scrip- 
tures. 

Rufus  Choate  practiced  daily  for 
forty  years  to  perfect  his  public  ad- 
dress. 

Noah  Webster  labored  thirty-six 
years,  writing  his  Dictionary.  He  crossed 
the  ocean  twice  to  gather  needed  ma- 
terial. 

Charles  V  gave  an  edict  against  Mar- 


tin Luther  that  read  thus:  "No  one 
shall  print,  copy,  keep,  conceal,  buy,  or 
give  away  any  good  book  written  by  M. 
Luther."  This  was  the  price  Martin 
Luther  paid  for  freedom  of  belief  "in 
salvation  by  faith,"  and  for  the  found- 
ing of  the  Protestant  movement. 

Bancroft  spent  twenty-six  years  writ- 
ing  his   "History  of   the   United  States." 

John  Bunyan  wrote  the  immortal 
"Pilgrim's  Progress"  while  serving  a 
sentence    in    Bedford    jail    in    London. 

Cicero,  the  great  Roman  orator,  prac- 
ticed speaking  daily  before  a  friend  or 
a  critic   for  thirty  years. 

William  Cullen  Bryant  re-w  rote 
"Thanatopsis"  one  hundred  times;  but 
its  beauty  and  perfection  will  be  unsur- 
passed as  long  as  the  English  language 
continues. 

Columbus  encountered  ridicule  and 
opposition.  He  was  declared  insane,  and 
his  friends  deserted  him.  On  his  me- 
morable voyage,  his  crew  assailed  him 
and  chained  him  on  board  his  own 
ship.  He  was  imprisoned  by  his  own 
countrymen,  and  died  neglected,  de- 
serted,   and   heartbroken. 

Michelangelo,  while  making  his  great- 
est statue  of  David,  slept  in  his  clothes 
and  kept  food  continually  at  his  side, 
eating  a  bite  only  occasionally. 

Copernicus,  who  first  discovered  that 
the  earth  revolved  around  the  sun, 
worked  constantly  for  twenty-two  years 
gathering  material  for,  and  writing 
"The  Revolution  of  the  Celestial  Orbs." 
He  was  afraid  to  put  this  into  print  for 
fear  of  being  thrown  into  prison  or  be- 
ing burned  at  the  stake  for  advancing 
such  a  theory,  contrary  to  the  accepted 
beliefs   of   his   age. 

John  Milton  arose  at  four  o'clock  in 
the  morning  during  the  winter  and  at 
five  in  the  summer,  in  order  to  spend 
these  early  hours  in  writing  that  poetry 
which  is  still   the  wonder  of  the   world. 

Gibbon  spent  twenty-six  years  writ- 
ing his  "Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman 
Empire."  It  stands  as  a  monument  of 
perseverance. 

Goodyear  spent  ten  years  in  toil,  pov- 
erty and  ridicule  while  inventing  and 
perfecting    modern    rubber. 

Sir  Isaac  Newton,  discoverer  of  the 
Law  of  Gravitation,  said,  "Whatever  I 
have  done  was  not  due  to  any  extra- 
ordinary sagacity,  but  solely  to  indus- 
try   and    patient    thought." 

Virgil  wrote  for  eleven  years  on  the 
"Aeneid,"  and  then  thought  it  was  im- 
perfect. 


The  Smile    That    Encouraged 
Livingstone 

By  yPoitfer    Van   Garrett 

A  smile  is  such  a  simple  thing,  and 
yet  nobody  can  measure  its  real  worth. 
It  may  be  much  like  a  pebble  that  is 
idly  cast  into  a  millpond;  it  starts  a  se- 
ries of  circles  that  keep  on  moving  un- 
til they  reach  the  farthest  shore.  It  may 
shine  into  one  life,  give  it  new  hope  and 
courage,   and    then   pass   on    to   others. 

That's  just  what  happened  to  the  boy, 
David  Livingstone,  when  he  was  fif- 
teen. He  had  met  a  thousand  and  one 
smiles,  but  they  had  not  affected  his 
life  to  any  great  extent,  and  then  he 
met  one  that  changed  his  life,  and  that 
changed  life  touched  other  thousands 
before   he    died. 

David  had  dreamed  of  being  a  mis- 
sionary ever  since  he  was  a  mere  lad, 
but  he  needed  some  encouragement  to 
fan  that  spark  of  desire  into  a  great 
flame  of  pure  passion;  and  he  met  that 
encouragement  in  the  form  of  a  smile. 
It  happened  one  cold  night  in  Novem- 
ber when  his  father  and  he  went  to  the 
music  hall  in  Aberdeen  to  hear  a 
group  of  men  from  the  London  Mission- 
ary Society. 

The  men  from  London  had  two 
reasons  for  coming  to  that  meeting  in 
Aberdeen.  They  wanted  people  to  be- 
come more  interested  in  foreign  mis- 
sions, and  they  needed  money  to  carry 
on  the  work.  They  tried  to  interest 
young  people  to  prepare  themselves  for 
personal  service  on  the  great  mission- 
ary frontiers,  and  they  also  tried  to  in- 
terest older  people  in  giving  money  so 
that  men  and  women  could  be  sent  out 
with   the  gospel. 

David  listened  with  great  interest  to 
everything  that  was  said.  How  he 
wished  he  had  lots  of  money  to  give  so 
that  dozens  of  missionaries  could  be  sent 
into  heathen  lands,  and  how  he  yearned 
to  be  old  enough  to  offer  himself.  But 
nobody  seemed  to  think  that  he  had  any 
possibilities  as  a  missionary. 

At  the  close  of  the  meeting  he  sta- 
tioned himself  near  the  door  so  as  to 
get  a  closer  view  of  the  men  who  had 
spoken.  He  watched  them  rather  wist- 
fully as  they  prepared  to  leave.  No  one 
seemed  to  notice  the  youth  who  was 
standing  there  with  an  eager  look  in  his 
eyes,  but,  finally,  one  of  the  men  did 
notice  him.  It  was  a  minister,  a  Rev. 
Mr.  Arthur,  and  he  saw  what  was  in 
the  boy's  heart.  He  smiled  warmly  as  he 
approached    David,    and    asked, 

"Well,  my  boy,  would  you  like  to 
be    a    missionary?/' 

He  said  it   in   a   tone  that   carried   far 

more  than  the     mere     meaning     of     the 

words,   and  the  smile  that  went   with  it 

fired  that   youthful   heart   with   courage. 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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dHelps  for  tempted  and  ^ried 


Can  God  Care? 

How  can  God  possibly  care  for  me, 
today,  in  the  crushing  burden  that 
breaks  me  down?  There  are  sixteen  hun- 
dred millions  of  other  human  beings  on 
earth,  and  there  is  the  whole  created 
universe,  the  heavens  and  the  earth,  to 
take  care  of  and  keep  in  order.  How 
tiny  and  unimportant  my  little  needs 
must  seem  to  God, — though  they  are 
entirely  too  great  for  me.  Thus  we  rea- 
son as  we  look  hopelessly  around  and 
see  no  way  out  of  our  darkness  and  dis- 
tress. But  God  knows  all  about  our 
problem;  He  is  watching  us,  He  is  think- 
ing about  us,  He  is  loving  us,  and  He  is 
taking  care  of  the  matter  just  now, 
whether  we  know  it  or  not.  Someone  has 
written  the  true  lines: 

"Among  so  many,  can  He  care? 
Can   special   love   be  everywhere?" 
I  asked.  My  soul  bethought  of  this, — 
"In    just   that    very    place   of   His, 
Where  He  hath  put  and  kcepeth   you, 
God  hath   no  other   thing   to  do." 

It  is  true.  His  grace  is  sufficient  for 
me,  just  now  and  here.  The  Apostle 
Paul  had  crushing,  heart-breaking  ex- 
periences, and  the  Holy  Spirit  told  him 
to  say  to  you  and  me:  "But  my  God 
shall  supply  all  your  need  according  to 
his  riches  in  glory  by  Christ  Jesus."  An- 
other apostle,  Simon  Peter,  who  knew 
the  meaning  of  humiliating  failure  and 
crushing  burdens  because  of  failure, 
writes  to  us:  "Humble  yourselves  there- 
fore   under    the    mighty    hand    of    God, 


that    he    may    exalt     you    in    due  time: 

casting   all   your  care   upon   him;  for  he 

careth    for   you." — The    Sunday  School 
Times. 

Night    Brings    Out    the  Stars 

Rev.  Arthur  Bryan 

"Now  1  know  that  thou  fear  est  God, 
seeing  thou  hast  not  withheld  thy  son, 
thine    only    son." — Gen.    22:12. 

The  day  draws  to  its  close.  The  last 
mellow  beams  of  the  sun  flood  the  wes- 
tern horizon  with  a  fading  glory.  The 
shadows  slowly  creep,  ever  eastward,  till 
the  last  golden  ray  of  sunshine  silently 
leaves  the  distant  hilltops.  While  the  ever 
deepening  shades  of  twilight  afford  us 
one  last,  faint  view  of  the  dusky  land- 
scape, "silently,  one  by  one,  in  the  in- 
finite meadows  of  heaven,  blossom  the 
lovely  stars."  The  night  has  come.  We 
wish  to  consider  the  truth  that  just  as 


the  night  brings  forth  the  stars,  so  the 
dark  times  of  temptation,  disaster  and 
affliction  develop  and  manifest  the  vir- 
tues of  noble  lives. 

Abraham's  fidelity  to  God  was  best 
made  known  during  his  severest  trial.  At 
the  call  of  God  he  left  his  country  and 
relatives,  and  became  a  pilgrim  in  a 
distant  land.  After  many  years  of  ex- 
pectant waiting  God  fulfilled  His  prom- 
ise and  gave  him  a  son  in  his  old  age. 
Some  years  later  God  did  tempt  (prove) 
Abraham  by  commanding  him  to  offer 
his  much  loved  son  as  a  burnt  offering 
on  Mount  Moriah.  The  trials  and  vic- 
tories of  many  years  had  developed  a 
godly  character  which  the  Lord  wished 
to  place  before  the  world  as  an  exam- 
ple of  living  faith.  Abraham  started  im- 
mediately, and  having  reached  the  place, 
bound  his  son  on  the  altar  which  he  had 
prepared  and  "took  the  knife  to  slay 
his  son."  The  son  was  spared  and  an  of- 
fering was  provided  in  his  place.  By 
works,  the  faith  of  Abraham  had  been 
made  perfect,  and  God  and  the  world 
and  Abraham  himself  knew  how  much 
he  loved  God.  Many  years  later,  on  this 
same  mountain,  God  gave  His  only  be- 
gotten Son  for  our  sins,  and  men  know 
by  this  how  much  God  loved  the  world. 

The  courage  of  Queen  Esther  was  de- 
veloped and  manifested  during  a  time  of 
threatening  disaster.  The  Jews  were  in 
Babylonian  captivity.  Haman,  who  had 
been  promoted  to  great  authority  un- 
der the  Persian  king  Ahasures,  sought 
revenge  on  her  cousin  and  fosterfather 
Mordecai,  who  would  not  dc  him  rev- 
erence. To  accomplish  this  he  obtained 
from  the  king  a  decree  of  death  for  the 
whole  Jewish  race.  Mordecai  urged  her 
to  petition  the  king  for  their  deliverance, 
saying,  "Who  knowest  whether  thou 
art  come  to  the  kingdom  for  such  a 
time  as  this?"  After  the  Jews  had 
fasted  three  days,  she  approached  the 
king,  knowing  well  that  she  might  lose 
her  life  by  this  act.  Her  request  was 
granted.  A  little  later  Mordecai  was  ex- 
alted, Haman  was  hanged,  and  the  de- 
cree  was   reversed. 

"Ye  have  heard  of  the  patience  of 
Job."  Yet  who  would  have  known  a 
thing  about  it,  were  it  not  for  the  afflic- 
tion that  befell  him?  When  a  dealer  is 
sure  of  his  car,  he  will  allow  you  to  try 
it  out.  God  was  sure  of  this  man  and 
pointed  him  out  to  Satan  and  later  to 
the  world,  saying,  "Hast  thou  consid- 
ered my  servant  Job?"  Job  lost  his  vast 
worldly  possessions.  His  children  were 
.ill  killed  by  a  tornado.  He  was  afflicted 
with  a  loathsome  and  painful  disease. 
He  lost  his  position  in  society.  His  wife 
tempted  him  to  curse  God.  His  so-called 
friends  were  sure  that  he  was  a  hypo- 
crite and  were  not  slow  in  telling  him 
so.  He  could  not  understand  why  his 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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treasured  Qleanings  for  ^Ministers  and 
Christian  cWorkers 


Life  is  Too  Short 

1.  To  preach  from  a  small  text. 

2.  To  live  on  a  small  scale. 

3.  To   throw      away  time   on   dissipa- 
tion,   foolishness,    and   sin. 

4.  To   say  unkind   things,   or   do   un- 
kind deeds. 

5.  To  give  to  the  devil  what  belongs 
to  God. 

6.  To  remember  slights  or  insults. 

7.  To    cherish    grudges    that    rob    me 
of  happiness. 

8.  To  waste  time  in  doing  things  that 
are  of  no  value. 

9.  To  miss  making   friends  because  I 
am   too   busy   making   money. 

10.  To  give  my  youth  to  the  devil 
and  my  old  age  to  God. 

11.  To  dream  of  tomorrow  when  I 
may  never  have  one. 

12.  To  put  off  making  a  confession  of 
Christ  now.  All  I  am  ever  sure  of 
is  now. — Selected. 

Wesley's  Vision 

Oswald  J.   Smith 

A  story  is  told  of  John  Wesley.  He 
had  a  vision  in  which  he  was  taken  to 
the  gate  of  Heaven,  and,  desirous  of 
knowing  who  had  been  admitted,  he 
questioned  the  angel  at  the  entrance: 

"Have  you  any  Presbyterians  here?" 
inquired  the  great  preacher. 

"No,  none,"  responded  the  angel 
briefly. 

Wesley  was  amazed.  While  not  ex- 
pecting a  great  number,  he  did  think 
there  would  be  some  at  least. 

"Well,  have  you  any  Episcopalians?" 
he  asked  after  a  moment's  pause. 

"None,"      answered   the   angel   quick- 

ly- 

Wesley  grew  pale.  He  could  scarce- 
ly muster  up  courage  to  ask  his  next 
question. 

"Well,  then,"  continued  the  great 
founder  of  Methodism,  "how  many 
Methodists  have  you  here?" 

"Not  one,"  replied  the  angel.  And 
Wesley's   heart   was    filled   with   dismay. 

"We  are  unacquainted  with  earthly 
distinctions  up  here,"  explained  the 
angel.    "They   are    all    left    outside." 

"Well,  then,  who  have  you  here?"  at 
last  cried  the  stricken  man. 

"Just  a  company  of  people  who  love 
the    Lord,"    answered    the    angel,    quiet- 

Wesley  was  then  conducted  in  vision 
to  the  regions  of  despair. 

"Have   you   any   Presbyterians   here?" 


he  inquired,  anxious  to  gain  some 
knowledge  of  the  inhabitants  of  Hell. 

"Yes,  lots  of  them,"  responded  the 
keeper  of  the  gate. 

Wesley   was   mystified. 

"Have  you  any  Episcopalians  here?" 
was  his  next  question. 

"Lots  of  them,"  replied  the  wicked 
spirit,  gleefully. 

In  fear  and  trembling  Wesley  put  his 
third  question,  determined  to  know  the 
worst. 

"Have  you  any  Methodists  here?"  he 
murmured,  in  a  scarcely  audible  voice. 

"Oh,  yes,  lots  of  them,"  quickly  re- 
sponded the  fallen  angel. 

Wesley  was  stunned.  No  Methodists  in 
Heaven,  and  lots  of  them  in  Hell.  What 
did  it  mean? 

"Well,"  cried  Wesley  at  last,  "have 
you  any  people  here  who  love  the  Lord?" 

"Oh,  no,  no!"  roared  the  fiend.  "Not 
one.  Nobody  here  loves  the  Lord." 

And  so,  my  friend,  if  you  want  to 
escape  Hell  and  go  to  Heaven,  you  too 
must  know  and  love  the  Lord.  Denomi- 
nationalism  will  not  suffice.  Christ,  and 
Christ   alone,   can  save. 

Two  Great  Pastors 

We  think  of  Philip  Brooks  as  a  great 
preacher,  but  those  fortunate  enough  to 
be  in  his  church  knew  him  also  as  a 
great  pastor.  He  said  one  time,  "I  wish 
that  I  could  devote  every  hour  of  the 
day  to  calling  on  my  people.  I  know 
of  no  happier  or  more  helpful  work 
that  a  pastor  can  do,  and  I  call  as  much 
as  I  can.  How  is  it  possible  for  one  to 
preach  to  his  people  if  he  does  not  know 
them,  their  doubts,  sorrows  and  ambi- 
tions?" 

Dr.  J.  H.  Jowett,  like  Paul,  possessed 
rare  powers  of  sympathy  for  which  he 
paid  a  high  price,  literally  wearing  him- 
self out  in  his  ministry.  He  once  said, 
"At  first  I  could  not  conduct  a  fun- 
eral without  tears.  I  could  not  read  the 
Burial  Service  without  my  speech  be- 
ing choked;  but  now  I  have  had  so 
many  funerals,  have  seen  so  many  peo- 
ple in  sorrow,  I  have  seen  so  much  suf- 
fering, that  I  can  read  the  Burial  Serv- 
ice without  tears.  Well,  perhaps  this  is 
part  of  the  gracious  providence  of  God 
that  the  burden  should  be  eased,  but  I 
don't  want  the  ease  if  it  be  at  the  cost 
of  losing  the  compassion  with  my  fel- 
low men.  1  would  rather  have  the  tears, 
I  would  prefer  the  choking  speech,  I 
would  prefer  that     my     not-too-strong 


body  should  be  tired  out,  drained  out 
twice  or  thrice  a  week,  if  I  might  only 
keep  my  compassion  with  fellow  men." 
— Selected. 

The  Lack  of  Sympathy 

In  a  railway  coach  I  saw  a  poor  man 
with  his  leg  placed  upon  the  seat.  An 
official  happening  to  see  him  in  this 
posture,  remarked,  "Those  cushions  were 
not  made  for  you  to  put  your  dirty 
boots  on."  As  soon  as  the  guard  was 
gone  the  man  put  up  his  leg  again,  and 
said  to  me,  "He  has  never  broken  his 
leg  in  two  places,  I  am  sure,  or  he 
would  not  be  so  sharp  with  me."  When 
I  have  heard  brethren  who  have  lived  at 
ease,  enjoying  good  incomes,  condemn- 
ing others  who  are  much  tried,  because 
they  could  not  rejoice  in  their  fashion, 
I  have  felt  that  they  know  nothing  of 
the  broken  bones  which  others  have  to 
carry  throughout  the  whole  of  their  pil- 
grimage.— Spurgeon. 

Results  Often  Unseen 

A  traveler  in  Amsterdam,  when  he 
heard  the  sweet  chimes  from  the  tower 
filling  the  air  with  melody,  said  to  him- 
self, "I  would  like  to  see  how  the  music 
is  made."  The  next  day,  at  the  hour 
for  the  chime  ringing,  he  was  admitted 
into  a  room  where  a  musician  played 
upon  the  chimes,  but  in  THIS  room  he 
could  hear  no  music,  only  the  thump  and 
clatter  of  the  keys.  The  music  floated 
out  upon  the  city  from  the  tower,  but 
the  thump  and  bang  of  the  keys  was 
necessary  to  make  it.  The  musician  him- 
self could  not  hear  it. 

So  we  down  here  may  hear  only  the 
thump  and  bang  of  the  keys.  But  God 
and  the  angels  hear  the  music  in  heaven, 
and  if  we  are  faithful,  in  time  the  har- 
monies will  ring  out  in  eternity.  No  note 
in  the  melody  will  be  lost. — A.  C.  Dixon, 
in  the  Bright  Side  of  Death. 

I  Will  Be  True 

This  tale  is  told  of  one  of  England's 
most  forceful  statesmen.  Morning  after 
morning  he  entered  the  old  family  gal- 
lery and  stood,  as  if  in  worship,  before 
the  ancestral  pictures.  He  was  heard  to 
say  again  and  again,  "I  will  not  forget; 
I  will  be  true."  His  eldest  son  often 
watched  him  in  awe  and  wonder.  At  the 
age  of  twelve  his  father  took  him  with 
him  one  day  and  explained  this  daily 
exercise.  He  said  to  him,  "You  must 
hear  these  people  speak."  "What,  Fa- 
ther, can  they  say?"  Then  his  father 
pointed  to  each  picture  and  said:  "This 
one  says  to  be  true  to  me.  The  second 
one  says  to  be  true  to  thyself.  The  third 
one  says  to  be  true  to  thy  home.  The 
last  one,  which  is  my  mother,  says  be 
true  to  God.  I  go  out  from  them,  my 
son,  every  morning,  saying,  I  will  be 
true." — Federation  News. 
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How  to  Develop  Friendship 


By  F.  H.  Cheley 


Once  I  came  upon  a  quiet,  serious 
lad,  seated  upon  a  big  boulder  by  a 
laughing  stream,  busy  as  could  be,  care- 
fully taking  a  gorgeous  flower  all 
apart,  bit  by  bit.  He  was  utterly  un- 
conscious that  I  had  arrived  on  the 
scene,  so  absorbed  was  he  with  his  own 
thoughts.  There  was  a  wistfulness  in 
his  eyes,  and  I  was  soon  to  learn,  in  his 
heart  as  well. 

Fearing  lest  I  might  frighten  him,  I 
withdrew  down  the  trail  a  dozen  steps, 
stumbled  over  a  log  quite  deliberately, 
mumbled  aloud,  and  then  emerged  to 
his   view. 

"Why,  hello,  Pop,"  he  said,  "what 
you  doing  way  up  here  in  the  woods 
alone?" 

"Same  to  you,  boy,"  I  laughed.  "What 
are  you  doing  here  all  by  yourself? 
Should   think   you'd   be   lonesome?" 

"I  was.  That's  why  I  came.  I've  been 
here    all    morning — nearly — " 

"Pulling  flowers  apart,  bit  by  bit,"  I 
laughed  provokingly.  "You  aren't  in 
love,  are  you,  Dick?" 

"Oh,  no!"  he  said  with  a  little 
chuckle,  as  he  looked  at  his  pile  of  dis- 
membered flowers.  "No,  Pop,  I  have 
just  been  trying  and  trying  to  find  the 
smell  in  these  flowers,  but  I  guess  it 
can't  be  done.  They  smell  swell  when 
they  are  all  fresh  and  whole,  but  when 
you  take  them  apart,  the  smell  seems  to 
get  away." 

I  sat  down  by  Dick,  there  on  that  big 
rock,  and  what  a  friendly  talk  we  had 
together. 

"So  you  have  been  exploring  for  per- 
fume, have  you?  And  you  missed  it? 
Well,  I'm  not  surprised  at  all.  Fragrance 
is  a  good  deal  like  friendship.  When  you 
deliberately  seek  it,  it's  gone.  When  you 
try  to  locate  just  what  it  is,  and  where 
it  is,  it  becomes  elusive  and  vanishes. 
But,  as  you  say,  Dick,  you  always  find 
perfume  best  in  a  healthy,  normal,  per- 
fect flower.  The  two  go  together.  So 
the  boy  who  is  a  normal,  vigorous,  all- 
around  boy,  seems  to  be  the  friendly 
boy,  and  draws  friends  to  him.  The 
blighted  boy  seems  to  lack  something 
that   attracts." 

Quick  as  a  flash  he  came  back. 

"But,  Pop,  what  is  a  blighted  boy? 
Pop,  am  I  blighted?  Boys  don't  seem  to 
care  for  me  at  all.  I've  tried  and  tried 
to  find  a  pal,  but  it's  no  use.  I  get  so 
hungry  for  friendship." 

"So  that's  it,  is  it?"  I  said,  slapping 
Dick  on  the  knee  to  reassure  him. 
"Well,  then,  Dick,  you  and  I  are  a  very 
good  deal  alike,  and  we  didn't  know  it. 
You  know,  I  came  up  this  trail,  this 
morning,  alone,  too,  because  I  was  lone- 


some. Some  problems  bothering  me.  Yes- 
terday, I  was  badly  misunderstood  by 
the  group;  so  this  morning,  I  just  wan- 
dered off  alone,  to  think  it  over — and 
I've  been  doing  just  what  you've  been 
doing,  taking  myself  all  apart,  bit  by 
bit,  to  see  if  I  could  find  what  was  the 
matter,  and  just  before  I  found  you,  I 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  without 
my  realizing  it,  I  must  be  unfriendly 
myself,  and  that  is  one  reason  why  they 
went  back  on  me  yesterday.  To  have 
friends,  we  must  be  friendly,  and  to  be 
friendly  we  must  be  unselfish  and  learn 
more  and  more  to  forget  ourselves.  It 
is  a  marvelous  possession,  this  capacity 
for   friendship. 

"A  blighted  boy  is  a  boy  who  is  so 
self-centered  and  essentially  selfish  that 
his  true  personality  never  unfolds.  He  is 
so  afraid  that  he  won't  get  all  that  is 
coming  to  him,  in  every  situation,  that 
he  constantly  forgets  the  rights  of 
others  and  rides  roughshod  over  the  feel- 
ings and  wishes  of  others.  He  is  out  for 
number  one,  although  he  may  be  a  quiet, 

FRIENDSHIP 

There  is  no  gift  for  which  we 
should  more  deeply  and  truly 
thank  God  than  the  gift  of 
friendship — the  joy  of  having  a 
loyal,  sympathetic  friend,  the 
privilege  of  being  such  a  friend  to 
another,  and  through  this  mutual 
human  friendship  being  lifted  up 
to  responsive  appreciation  of  the 
Friend  of  friends.  This,  indeed,  is 
cause  for  thanksgiving." 


nonaggressive  sort  of  fellow,  who  lives 
primarily  to  get  rather  than  to  give. 
Intuitively,  the  gang  knows  it,  and  they 
resent  it,  and  they  either  ignore  him  or 
withdraw    from    him. 

"On  the  other  hand,  the  vigorous 
boy  who  is  filled  with  good  sportsman- 
ship, and  who  is  dominated  by  the  spirit 
of  goodwill,  has  a  fragrance  which  is 
unmistakable.  You  never  get  near  him 
without  being  conscious  of  the  aroma 
of  his  friendship.  He  is  interested  in  you 
and  in  what  you  are  doing.  He  wants  to 
help  you.  He  desires  to  be  agreeable  and 
puts  himself  out  to  make  himself  use- 
ful. 

"I  tested  a  boy  out,  along  this  line 
last  year.  We  were  working  on  the  dam, 
which,  as  you  know,  is  away  down  the 
hill.  First,  I  sent  him  for  another  shov- 
el, then  for  a  heavier  ax,  and  then  for 
more   nails,   and    a  •  coil   of   wire.      Each 


time  he'd  come  back  panting  from  the 
exertion,  but  with  a  smile.  Finally,  I 
said,  'Jerry,  seems  to  me  I've  imposed 
on  you  a  very  great  deal  this  morning. 
Why  is  it  that  you  are  always  so  willing 
to  be  helpful  and  nothing  at  all  is  too 
much  trouble?'  Jerry  was  embarrassed 
but  he  smiled,  then  chuckled  and  said, 
'Well,  you  see,  Pop,  I  just  like  people — 
and  you  especially,  and  it's  fun  to  help 
you  do  things.  What  is  it  you  need 
now?" 

'  'Jerry,'  I  said,  'old  boy,  you're 
great,  and  what  I  need  most  of  all, 
right  now,  is  some  of  your  fine  friend- 
ly spirit.'  We  were  pals  all  the  rest  of 
the  summer.  Somehow  or  other  we  had 
discovered  each  other,  and  that  leads 
me  to  make  another  bit  of  an  observa- 
tion, Dick.  Jerry  and  I  grew  to  be  fast 
friends,  because  we  did  things  not  only 
for  each  other  but  with  each  other. 
Friendship  is  the  result  of  doing  things 
together.  Two  boys  are  pals  because  they 
have  common  interests.  They  swim  to- 
gether or  hike  together  or  make  air- 
ship models  together. 

"I've  observed  that  the  boy  who  has 
few  friends  is  usually  a  solitary  sort  of 
an  individualist.  His  disposition  is  so 
bad,  or  he  is  so  touchy,  or  so  unreason- 
able that  nobody  wants  to  do  anything 
with  him,  so  he  finds  himself  left  out." 

"I  know  where  I'm  blighted,"  broke 
in  Dick.  "You  see,  Pop,  I'm  the  onliest 
one  at  home.  Dad's  so  busy,  he  doesn't 
have  much  time  for  Mother,  and  you 
know  she's  just  loved  me  to  death — 
until — until  I'm  selfish  as  can  be,  and 
I  know  I  have  my  own  way,  because  I 
almost  always  have  it,  and  when  I  don't 
get  it,  I  sure  can  be  disagreeable.  Boy, 
how  I  wanted  to  be  cabin  chief,  this 
week,  but  I  didn't  get  a  vote — only,  my 
own — and  they  laughed  at  me.  I  wanted 
to  go  home  awfully  bad,  last  night — 
to  Mother,  but  I  couldn't,  so  this  morn- 
ing I  just  came  up  here,  and  while  I  sat 
here  I  got  to  wondering  about  the  per- 
fume in  a  flower;  and  then  you  caught 
me.  Pop,  can  I  help  you  do  something, 
too?  Is  the  dam  all  done?  Could  I  be 
your — your  aide — and  would  you  teach 
me  how  to  do  things,  too?"  His  boyish 
face  was  all  eagerness,  his  voice  was  full 
of  feeling.  "Do  you  think  if  I  could 
get  some  aroma  about  me,  that  the  gang 
might  accept  me,  as  they  do  Jerry?  Oh, 
boy,  but  I'd  be  happy." 

Dick  was  out  of  breath. 

"Dick,  you're  elected,"  I  said  with  a 
happy  little  laugh,  as  I  looked  at  my 
watch.  "I've  found  what  I  needed,  too, 
and  that  is  you.  Come,  boy,  from  now 
on,  you  and  Jerry  and  I  are  going  to 
be  the  tinkering  three,  and  among  us, 
we'll  develop  such  a  smudge  of  aroma 
that   we'll   be   irresistible. 

"You  slip  out  early  tomorrow  morn- 
( Continued  on  page  22) 


November,  193  8 


The   LIGHTED   PATHWAY 


Page  9 


(—(—(—<—(—(—(—(—(—<—(—(—(—<-.<—<— 


ft=s=i«=5Wt=ft=ft=i£5f 


From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 
Be  Happy  Beauty 


Life  is  too  short  to  be  sad  in, 

To  carry  a  grouch  or  be  mad  in, 

'Tis  made  to  be  happy  and  glad  in, 
So  let  us  be  friends  and  be  happy! 

Friends  are  too  scarce  to  be  sore  at, 
To  gloom  and  to  glower  and  roar  at, 

They're  made  to  be  loved  and  not  "swore 
at," 
So  let  us  be  friends  and  be  happy! 

Love  is  the  store  we  should  lay  in, 
Love  is  the  coin  we  should  pay  in, 

Love  is  the  language  to  pray  in, 
So  fill  up  with  love  and  be  happy. 

— Clara  Colburn  W outers. 

The  Teacher 

Thou  must  be  true  thyself 

If  thou  the  truth  wouldst  teach; 

Thy  soul  must  overflow  if  thou 
Another's  soul  wouldst  reach! 

It  needs  the  overflow  of  heart 
To  give  the  lips  full  speech. 

Think  truly,  and  thy  thoughts 
Shall  the  world's  famine  feed; 

Speak  truly,  and  each  word  of  thine 
Shall  be  a  fruitful  seed; 

Live  truly,  and  thy  life  shall  be 
A  great  and  noble  creed. 

— Temperance  Scrapbook. 

Make  the  Pattern  Bright 

Our  life  is  like  a  weaver's  loom 

And   we  the  weavers  are, 
The  Pattern  of  our  life  we  shape, 

And  beautify,  or  mar. 
We're  weaving,  weaving,  day  by  day 

Unconsciously,   unknown, 
The  fabric  showing,  bright  or  gray, 

A  pattern  all  our  own. 

Here   threads  of   color,   rosy   bright 

Show   days   of   joy   and   cheer; 
There,    lines   of    dark,    unlovely    gray, 

Show  gloom  and  doubt  and  fear; 
And  here,  perhaps,  a  break  is  made, 

A  line  shows  black  as  jet — 
Marks   where   we've  wandered  from   the 
path 

A  slip  we'd  fain  forget. 

Let's  keep  a  pattern  in  our  minds 

And  follow  it  with  care; 
And  mark  the  fabric  as  it  grows 

So  wonderful,  so  fair. 
And  pick  the  daily  threads  we  weave, 

From   sunshine,   warmth   and   light, 
Whose  softly  blended  mellow  lines 

Will   make   our  pattern   bright. — Sel. 


God   must   love   beauty:    for   behold   the 

flowers, 
The  trees,     the  color     of  the  bluebird's 

wing, 
The  rose  of  dawn,  the  rainbow  tints  of 

sunset, 
The  swelling  buds  of  spring. 
God    must    love    music;    for,    if    we    but 

listen, 
Throughout    the    realms    of    nature    can 

be  found 
In  song   of   bird,   in  brooks,  in  hum  of 

insects, 
Sweet  harmony  of  sound. 
And   that   these  things   are     here,      how 

deep  a  meaning, 
If  we  would  pause  a  moment  and  give 

heed, 
For  in  this  way  He  sends  to  us,  His  chil- 
dren, 
A   message   all   may    read. 
He    showers    upon    the    world    so    much 

of  beauty 
That    we    may,    from    His   gift,    a    lesson 

learn: 
Not  only  that  we  shall  with  joy  accept 

it, 
But   give   it   in   return. 
Beauty  of   action,   thought   and  life  and 

spirit. 
He  who  has   given  us   all   loveliness 
Can  but  desire  the  best  that  lies  within 

us — 
And   shall   we  give  Him  less? 

— Ida  M.   Thomas,   in   Christian   Guard- 


Would  You  Hasten? 

Would   you   hasten   through   a   garden 

By  the  flowers  blooming  there — 
Past   the   pansies  and  the  roses, 

Or  the  lilies  white  and  fair? 
Would   you    hurry   past    their   beauty, 

Without    pausing    for    a    look, 
Or  to  breathe  the  flowering  perfume 

In    each    fragrant    bowery    nook? 

Would    you    hurry    through    the    wood- 
land, 
Where  the  birds  in  triumph  sing, 

Without   halting   just    to   harken 
To  the  joy  their  tidings  bring? 

Would  you  hurry  through  the  twilight, 
When  the  lamp  of  day  grows  dim, 

Without  looking  at  the  heavens 
As    peers    forth   each   starry   gem? 

Would   you    hasten   o'er   life's    pathway, 
Crowding  out  the  good  and  true; 

Thinking  just  of  self — not  others — 
Or  the  work  that  you  may  do? 


Stop — and   cheer  the  hearts   about   you 
With  a  smile  or  word  or  song, 

And    your   path    will    glow      with    frag- 
rance, 
As  you   further  tread  along! 

— Ruth  Heatu/ole. 

Without  a  Smile 

Like   bread   without    the   spreadin' 

Like    puddin'    without    sauce, 
Like  a  mattress  without  beddin', 

Like  a  car  without   a  hoss; 
Like  a  door  without  a  latchstring, 

Like  a   fence  without  a  stile; 
Like  a  dry  barren  creek  bed 

Is  a  face  without  a  smile. 

Like  a  house  without  a  dooryard, 

Like  a  yard  without  a  flower; 
Like  a  clock  without  a  mainspring 

That   will   never  tell   the  hour — 
A  thing  that  sort  o'  makes  you  feel 

A   hunger  all   the  while; 
Oh,    the   saddest    thing   that   ever  was 

Is  the  face  without  a  smile. 

The  face  of  man   was  made  for  smiles, 

An'  thereby  is  he  blest 
Above   the   critters   of   the   field, 

The  birds  and  the  rest. 
He's  just  a  little  lower 

Than  the  angels  in   the  skies; 
An'  the  reason  is  that  he  can  smile, 

Therein  his  glory  lies. 

So  smile  and  don't  forget  to  smile, 

An'  smile  an'  smile  ag'in; 
'Twill   loosen  up  the  cords  o'   care 

An'    ease    the    weight    o'    sin; 
'Twill  help  yo'  on  the  longest  road 

An'    cheer   you   mile   by   mile. 

— Selected. 
The  Hills 

Marjorie   Wilson 

Out  on  the  hills  man  can  forget 
All   little   things,   and   mean; 

So  seek  the  folded  hills  in  gray — 
The  quiet  hills  in  green; 

The    blessings   laid    by   moving    clouds 

From   heaven    as    they   pass; 
The  messages  in  little  streams, 

The   mercy  in   the   grass. 

For  holy  hills  were   made   for  man — 
Their  stillness   and   their  green; 

There  is   no  room  in   their   great  hearts 
For    narrow    things,    and    mean. 

— Our  Young  People. 

Many  people  seem  to  think  their  worth 
is  greatly  under-rated  by  their  fellow- 
men.  Such  need  to  run  into  the  prayer 
chamber  and  look  into  God's  mirror  and 
they  will  usually  find  they  have  been 
self-inflated   instead   of   underrated. 
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BY  THEODORA  MARSHALL  1NGL1S 


The  front  door  slammed  and  Nancy 
Morrow  burst  like  a  small  cyclone  into 
the  living  room  where  her  brother  Tom 
sat  lacing  his  football.  Nancy  threw 
her  hat  toward  the  davenport,  ran  her 
slim  fingers  distractedly  through  her 
short  brown  locks,  and  emitted  an  ex- 
asperated groan. 

"Wild-eyed  and  ready  to  bust — what's 
the  matter  now?"  That  "now"  and 
Tom's  deadly  calm  added  the  last  straw 
to  Nancy's   load  of  grievance. 

"Trouble  enough,  I  should  say!  Not 
only  for  me,  who's  worked  on  this  thing 
for  weeks  and  months,  but  trouble  for 
everyone  who  is  interested  in  this  town's 
progress.  It  is  nothing  more  nor  less 
than  old  Mammy  Mary's  contrariness. 
She's  as  stubborn  as  ten  mules.  Here 
we  worked  for  months  until  we  got  the 
bonds  voted  for  a  school  gym.  Of  course 
the  gym  is  to  be  built  across  the  street 
from  the  high  school  where  the  school  al- 
ready owns  all  of  the  block  except  the 
narrow  lot  where  Mammy  Mary's  shack 
stands.  No  one  ever  dreamed  that  she 
wouldn't  sell  it.  But  she  won't,  and 
it's  right  over  the  identical  spot  where 
the  architect  has  planned  to  pvit  the 
swimming   pool." 

"Well,"  Tom's  voice  held  a  belliger- 
ent note,  "I  guess  you'd  hate  to  move 
if  you'd  lived  down  there  as  long  as 
Mammy  has.  As  far  back  as  when  I  was 
a  kid,  I  used  to  run  down  there  for 
cookies  and  Mammy  always  handed  'em 
out,  too.  If  she  don't  want  to  move,  I 
say,  let  her  alone.  Mammy's  more  of  an 
institution  here  than  the  gym  will  be  for 
a  long  time.  She's  helped  to  raise  a  lot 
of  the  best  people  in  this  town.  Some  of 
'em  are  old  guys  now — there's  Judge 
Gray  for  one — past  forty  if  he's  a  day. 
You'll  never  get  the  men  of  this  town 
to  move  Mammy  Mary  unless  she  wants 
to  go  herself." 

Nancy  crowed  triumphantly.  "That's 
just  where  you're  mistaken,  Sentimental 
Tommy!  The  town  council  met  last 
night  and  condemned  Mammy's  prop- 
erty for  civic  uses.  They  had  already  of- 
fered her  more  cash  than  her  old  house 
was  worth.  In  addition,  just  because  she 
is  an  old-timer  here,  they  went  ahead  and 
bought  that  pretty  two-lot  piece  of 
ground  for  her  where  Miss  Lane  used 
to  live.  Miss  Lane's  bungalow  burned 
down  soon  after  she  died,  but  the  yard 
has  all  sorts  of  grass,  trees,  and  bushes 
in  it  yet.  It  is  far  more  attractive  than 
where  Mammy  lives  now,  and  the  mon- 
ey she'll  get  for  her  old  place  will  build 
a  new  modern  little  house  for  her." 

"If  everything's  settled,  what  are  you 


fussing    about?" 

"No  good  reason  on  earth,"  Nancy 
groaned,  "except  my  silly  soft  heart!  I 
want  Mammy  to  move  herself  willingly 
as  she  should.  There  her  shack  sits,  a 
regular  eyesore — but  it's  got  to  go.  She 
simply  has  to  get  out  and  make  way  for 
the  new  gym.  Even  Judge  Gray  him- 
self went  over  to  reason  with  her  last 
night." 

"Well,  if  anyone  can  budge  old  Mam- 
my Mary,  he  can.  Of  all  the  kids  she 
raised,  he's  the  only  judge.  She  sure 
thinks  he's  the  cat's  whiskers  with  cream 
on  'em." 

"Yes,  but  there  was  nothing  doing 
even  for  Judge  Gray  when  it  came  to 
asking  Mammy  to  move  out  of  her 
house.  Judge  Gray  himself  told  me  that 
he  absolutely  failed  to  influence  her. 
All  the  time  he  talked  to  her,  Mammy 
just  sat  rocking  in  her  old  squeaky 
chair,  her  hands  rolled  up  in  her  apron, 
and  all  she  would  say  was:  'Jedge,  hon- 
ey, I's  known  you  ever  sence  you  was 
a  baby  an'  till  now,  Mammy's  never  re- 
fused you  nothing.  But  Jedge,  honey, 
you  shouldn't  ask  your  ole  Mammy  to 
move  outen  her  own  home  whar  she's 
lived  sence  'fore  you  was  borned.  Fur 
as  this  lot  goes,  it  ain't  much  an'  some- 
way, I  cayn't  get  water  nuff  outen  my 
old  cistern  to  make  things  grow  liken  I 
uster.  But  it's  my  old  cabin.  I  jus' 
cayn't   leave  it.'  " 

"I  suppose  Judge  Gray  made  a  good 
get-away  about  that  time,  didn't  he?" 
queried  Tom,  still  sympathizing  with 
Mammy. 

"No,  but  he  did  a  few  minutes  later. 
He  can't  recall  just  what  last  argu- 
ment he  put  up,  for  Mammy  stood  up 
suddenly,  shook  her  finger  at  him,  and 
said,  'You  jus'  go  and  tell  de  town 
councilmen,  Jedge,  dat  day  can  come 
here  an'  tear  de  roof  offen  from  over 
my  ole  haid,  but  when  it's  done  ripped 
off,  dey'll  find  ole  Mammy  Mary  settin' 
here  in  de  wreck  of  things.'  " 

"And  she  will.  I'll  bet  on  Mammy, 
but  I  hope  they  won't  push  things  that 
far." 

"Your  viewpoint  is  hopeless,  Tom. 
Of  course  I  sympathize  with  Mammy. 
Everyone  does,  but  this  town's  got  to 
progress,    and — " 

"Well,  let  me  know  when  you  set 
Mammy  on  the  street."  Tom  puffed  out 
his  cheeks  and  made  ready  to  blow  up 
his  football,   but   Nancy  blew   up   first. 

"You're  just  as  stubborn  and  hope- 
less as  she  is,  but  I'll  tell  you  one 
thing  more,  Tom  Morrow,  the  council's 
giving  her  until  December  first  to  vacate 


peaceably.  If  she  won't  move  herself  by 
that  time,  the  town  is  going  to  move 
her.  No  one  really  wants  to  do  that — " 
A  catch  came  into  Nancy's  voice,  her 
brown  eyes  filled. 

Instantly  Tom  turned  contrite.  "I 
say,  sis,  don't  take  it  so  hard.  Why 
don't  you  go  down  and  see  her  your- 
self? Mebbe,  like  most  everything,  the 
situation  requires  a  female's  last  gentle 
word."  Tom  simply  could  not  talk  sense 
for  more  than  a  minute.  Nancy's  only 
reply  was  to  lift  her  head  haughtily  and 
to  leave  the  room.  Tom  did  not  seem  to 
have  one  constructive  idea  upon  the 
subject  of  Mammy  Mary.  But,  in  des- 
peration, anything  might  be  tried  and 
Tom's  last  bright  suggestion  stirred 
Nancy  into  action  not   six   hours   later. 

The  Morrow's  evening  dinner  was 
over  and  the  quick  November  twilight 
had  fallen  when  Nancy  closed  the  front 
door  behind  her  and  set  off  down  the 
hilly  street  toward  Mammy  Mary's  cot- 
tage. Not  often  was  Nancy  Morrow  out 
alone  at  night,  but  instead  of  hastening 
fearfully  along,  her  steps  loitered. 
Bravely  determined  to  labor  with  Mam- 
my upon  the  subject  of  giving  up  her 
house  peaceably,  still  she  felt  a  natural 
distaste  for  her  errand.  What  chance 
had  a  mere  girl  to  influence  Mammy, 
when   even   Judge   Gray   had    failed? 

In  the  near  distance  ahead  of  Nancy 
rose  the  dark  bulk  of  the  high  school. 
It  was  new  and  beautiful,  yet  it  needed 
a  gym  to  complete  its  usefulness.  Why 
should  a  stubborn  old  colored  woman 
block  everything?  Nancy  sighed  and 
then,  for  a  brief  moment,  she  forgot  her 
errand. 

For,  quicker  than  her  sigh,  the  street 
lights  suddenly  starred  the  dusk.  Gold- 
en roses  of  the  night — no,  more  like 
long  strands  of  golden  beads,  Nancy's 
thoughts  ran  poetically.  Then,  as  if  to 
add  lovely  sound  to  sight,  the  chimes  up 
in  the  belfry  of  St.  Mark's  Church  played 
musically.  Nancy  drew  in  deep  breaths 
of  sheer  delight.  How  wonderful  just  to 
be  alive  and  out  alone  in  the  crisp  Nov- 
ember night,  hearing  beautiful  chimes, 
seeing  the  golden  lights!  How  terrible  it 
must  be  for  really  old  people  never  dar- 
ing to  venture  far  from  home!  Maybe 
they  outgrew  any  desire  to  leave  home. 
Maybe  old  Mammy  Mary  felt  this  same 
way  about  her  ramshackle  cottage. 

But  her  case  was  decidedly  different. 
Nancy's  lips  set  into  a  straight  line  as, 
opening  Mammy's  sagging  gate,  she 
walked  hastily  up  the  sunken  path  to 
the  front  door.  Here  she  hesitated  a  mo- 
ment, then  rapped  timidly.  Her  resolu- 
tion had  faltered  a  little  but,  when  no 
answer  came,  she  managed  to  rap  again. 
This  time  the  knock  was  louder,  but 
still  no  response. 

(Continued  on  page   24) 
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Thankfulness 

"Then  lift  up  the  head  with  a  song! 

And  lift  up  the  hand  with  a  gift! 
To   the   ancient    Giver   of   old 

The   spirit   in    gratitude   lift! 
For  the  joy  and  the  promise  of  spring, 

For  the  hay  and  the   clover  sweet, 
The   barley,   the  rye,   and   the  oats, 

The  rice  and  the  corn  and  the  wheat, 
The  cotton  and  sugar  and  fruit, 

The  flowers  and   fine  honeycomb, 
The  country,  so  fair  and  so  free, 

The   blessing    and   glory   of   home." 

THE  UNSEEN  BUILDING 

"What  have  you  been  doing  since  I 
saw  you  last?"  I  said  to  a  friend  whom 
I  had  not  seen  for  a  long  time,  and  she 
replied: 

"Oh,    washing    dishes." 

"Nothing  else?"  I  laughed,  and  she 
answered: 

"Making   beds." 

Life  does  seem  to  be  like  that  some- 
times. Just  getting  breakfast  and  wash- 
ing the  breakfast  dishes,  turning  back 
the  beds  to  air  and  then  spreading  them 
up  again  when  they  have  aired,  dusting 
the  living  room  today  and  finding  it 
needs  dusting  all  over  again  tomorrow, 
and  so  on,  and  on,  and  on,  in  the  same 
old  humdrum,  never  getting  anywhere 
— or  apparently  never  getting  anywhere. 

But  do  you  suppose  we  really  are 
getting  somewhere,  after  all?  Perhaps 
life  isn't  as  much  at  a  standstill  as  it 
seems  to  be!  All  these  steps  that  appear 
to  be  around  in  a  circle  within  the  four 
walls  of  our  own  kitchen — maybe  they 
are  really  steps  one  after  another  on  the 
road  that  leads  to  a  brighter  future. 

One  day  not  long  ago  I  was  looking 
at  a  canopy  which  had  been  temporarily 
placed  over  the  sidewalk  because  a  new 
building  was  going  up  right  there.  The 
canopy  was  necessary,  of  course,  and 
pedestrians  might  well  be  glad  that  it 
was  there,  but  it  did  make  the  walk 
rather  gloomy.  Moreover,  the  vicinity 
was  cluttered  with  rubbish  and  looked 
very  unattractive.  It  simply  wasn't  a 
nice  place  to  walk,  and,  if  I  had  lived 
in  that  city,  I  think  I  would  have 
grown  very  tired  of  walking  along  that 
particular  block  every  day,  and  seeing 
nothing  but  the  canopy  overhead  and 
the   clutter   underfoot. 

If  I  had  lived  in  that  city,  I  say,  but 
I  didn't  and  thereby  hangs  a  tale.  I  had 
come  there  on  business,  and  was  waiting 
in  the  outer  office  until  the  man  I 
wanted  to  see  should  be  at  leisure.  While 
I  waited,  I  was  looking  out  of  the  win- 


dow,  and  it  was  a  very  high  window. 
I  could  look  down  into  the  street  and 
see  this  canopy,  and  see  the  people  walk- 
ing back  and  forth  (probably  very  tired 
of  the  same  old  canopy  and  the  same 
old  clutter),  but  from  my  vantage 
point  I  could  see  something  above  the 
canopy  which  the  people  on  the  side- 
walk  did  not   see: 

A  beautiful  building,  nearly  finished, 
and  almost  ready  for  use. 

Life  is  like  that,  more  often  than  we 


The  Christian  Home 

If  the  Church  could  be  assured 
of  the  hearty  cooperation  of  the 
home  in  her  efforts  to  build  Chris- 
tian character  her  task  would  not 
only  be  greatly  simplified,  but  she 
would  be  assured  of  far  greater  suc- 
cess than  is  now  the  case.  How 
much  of  the  good  work  of  the 
Church  is  either  hindered  or  un- 
done by  religious  indifference  in 
the  home  is  well  known  to  every 
thoughtful  minister,  and  by  many 
teachers  in  the  Church  schools. 
The  energies  of  the  whole  Church 
may  very  profitably  be  spent  in  an 
effort  to  rebuild  the  family  altar, 
and  in  calling  our  people  back  to 
that  simple  piety  which  began  in 
the  home,  but  reached  to  the  farth- 
est bounds  of  human  society. 
"When  home  is  ruled  according  to 
God's  Word,"  said  Spurgeon,  "an- 
gels might  be  asked  to  stay  a 
night  with  us,  and  they  would 
not  feel  themselves  out  of  their 
element." — Dr.  G.  T.  Savery,  in 
the  Religions  Telescope. 


realize.  The  work  of  building  goes  on, 
unseen  to  the  people  on  the  sidewalk  be- 
low. We  walk  back  and  forth  under  the 
canopy  our  heavenly  Father  has  spread 
for  some  reason  of  His  own  which  we 
fail  to  understand.  We  can't  under- 
stand just  why  He  does  not  see  fit  to 
let  us  know  all  about  the  building  which 
He  is  erecting  above  that  dark  screen — 
but  we  don't  have  to  understand.  That 
is  His  business,  not  ours,  and  we  can 
safely  trust  to  His  superior  wisdom. 

The  stately  marble  building  is  going 
up,  and  some  day  the  canopy  will  be 
taken  away,  and  we  will  see  it.  We  will 
see  beautiful  traits  of  character  which 
have  been  developed  through  our  faith- 
ful attention  to  routine  duties.  We  will 


see  what  a  power  for  good  this  clean, 
orderly,  beautiful  home  has  been  in  the 
lives  of  all  who  lived  here;  and  we  will 
see  how  much  happiness  it  has  given. 
We  will  see  our  children  grown  to 
beautiful  Christian  manhood  and  wom- 
anhood, because  we  have  faithfully  and 
patiently  taught  them  the  Christian 
virtues. 

The  building  of  life  is  going  up — we 
can  safely  trust  the  Master  Builder  for 
that.  The  building  of  life  is  going  up, 
and  if  the  canopy  hides  it  from  our 
eyes,  we  must  just  have  faith  that  it  is 
there,  and  that  we  will  see  it  when  it 
is  finished.  Sometimes  God  lifts  our 
spirits  to  a  vantage  point  from  which 
we  can  view  His  nearly  finished  work, 
but  usually  He  asks  that  we  trust  His 
wisdom — and  the  experience  of  saints 
throughout  long  ages  has  proved  His 
wisdom  trustworthy.  The  building  of 
life  is  going  up,  stone  by  stone,  even 
when  we  don't  seem  to  get  anywhere. 
The  building  of  life  is  going  up,  but 
even  this  is  not  all.  The  building  of  life 
is  going  up,  and  so  is  the  building  we 
are  to  inhabit  for  eternity- 

"In  my  Father's  house  are  many  man- 
sions," Jesus  said,  but  His  next  words 
seemed  to  imply  that  there  were  not  yet 
enough.  These  mansions  were  all  occu- 
pied, and  more  would  be  needed;  there- 
fore He  said,  "I  go  to  prepare  a  place 
for  you." 

Jesus  is  preparing  for  each  of  us  a 
heavenly  mansion,  in  which  we  are  to 
live  by  and  by,  and  at  the  same  time 
He  is  preparing  a  rich  life  into  which 
we  are  to  enter  in  this  world,  as  soon 
as  our  development  reaches  the  goal 
He  has  set,  and  the  humdrum  routine 
may  be  just  the  discipline  we  need  to 
help  us  reach  that  goal.  This  world,  too, 
is  the  Father's  house.  Here  He  dwells  in 
the  hearts  of  all  who  know  and  love 
Him,  and  where  He  is,  there  is  heaven. 
Those  who  have  God  in  their  hearts  are 
in  heaven  now,  and  their  heavenly  man- 
sions are  being  perfected  and  made  yet 
more  beautiful  by  every  bit  of  discipline 
which  teaches  them  to  know  God  bet- 
ter  and    love   Him   more    dearly. 

Our  mansions — for  this  world  and 
the  next — are  now  in  preparation.  If 
we  don't  see  them  yet,  we  will  not  com- 
plain; but  look  forward  with  the  eye 
of  faith,  and  then  the  days  of  waiting 
will  be  bright  with  glad  anticipation. — 
The  Baby's  Mother. 

Many  people  who  seek  advice  will 
travel  all  over  the  country  to  get  the 
kind  they  do  not  need  from  someone 
who  does  not  know  them;  when  they 
could  get  the  kind  they  do  need  at  home 
from  someone  who  does  know  them. 
a- 

People  can  keep  out  of  trouble  and  al- 
so keep  others  out  of  trouble  by  not  be- 
ing so  free  to  give  advice. 
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TRAVELOGUE 

By  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hoyle  Case 


May  24,   193  8 
Dear  loved  ones  at  home: 

Tuesday  evening — just  four  more  days 
of  the  sea!  I  want  to  have  a  letter  ready 
to  mail  you  in  Cochin,  so  though  it  is 
early  in  the  week,  I'd  rather  write  now 
while  I  have  time,  so  it  will  be  ready 
for  the  mail  upon  our  arrival  there.  We 
shall  be  busy  packing  for  disembarka- 
tion. Hoyle  has  begun  today.  I  want  to 
wash  out  a  few  things  then  I'll  be  ready 
to  pack.  You  see  in  our  cabin  we  have 
a  dresser  and  wardrobe,  so  we  haven't 
lived  in  our  suit  cases  and  trunks  at  all, 
while  on  board.  Now  that  it  all  has  to  go 
back  in,  I  hope  we  shall  find  room  for 
it  and  in  addition  for  our  heavy  coats 
and  dark  clothes.  We  did  not  need  our 
tropical  clothes  until  we  reached  Port 
Said,  Egypt  last  Thursday,  but  since 
then  we  have  needed  the  coolest  clothes 
we  could  find.  However,  the  heat  is 
not  as  bad  as  I  thought  for.  I  have  not 
suffered  from  it,  or  even  felt  bad  yet 
for   which   I   am   very   thankful. 

The  Mediterranean  Sea  was  marvelous 
the  whole  way — oh,  such  lovely  sailing. 
Our  first  view  of  the  East  came  at 
Port  Said,  Egypt.  I  do  wish  I  were  able 
to  describe  it  to  you.  It's  so  very  dif- 
ferent  in   every  respect   from  the  West. 

The  natives  who  work  at  the  port 
loading  and  unloading  ships  are  wretched 
sights;  someone  called  them  cut-throats 
and  really  they  were  fearful  looking  but 
didn't  seem  to  bother  anything  but  their 
own  work.  'Twas  dreadfully  warm  but 
we  went  ashore  for  a  short  while.  The 
moment  we  set  foot  on  their  land  they 
began  to  rush  at  us  from  every  side  dis- 
playing their  wares  for  sale.  Several  tried 
to   give   us    (very   cheap)    bracelets   and 


necklaces  of  all  kinds;  others  wanted  to 
take  our  picture  and  sell  it  to  nas;  others 
wanted  to  take  us  for  a  ride  in  a  queer 
carriage  drawn  by  beautiful  proud 
steeds;  others  wanted  us  to  step  into  this 
shop  and  that  one  and  they  not  only 
asked  you  once,  but  followed  along  be- 
side you  for  one-half  a  block  or  more 
insisting  (in  their  own  language)  that 
we  take  this  or  that.  Honestly,  it  was  a 
sight.  One  boy  kept  following  along  be- 
side us  with  an  egg  and  baby  chick  in 
his  hand  and  just  kept  saying,  "Gully, 
gully,"  I  supposed  he  was  a  poultry  sales- 
man or  advertiser  at  least,  but  learned 
upon  returning  to  the  ship  that  he 
worked  tricks — a  magician!  We  strolled 
down  one  or  two  back  streets  to  see 
purely  native  life  and  found  the  streets 
full  of  men,  boys  and  vehicles  and  the 
sidewalks  full  of  chairs  and  tables,  some 
of  them  occupied;  others  not.  We  saw  a 
vegetable  cart  with  peculiar  wares  and 
a  few  very  pretty  little  children.  No 
women  except  Europeans  were  about, 
as  the  Egyptian  women  keep  very  well 
in  seclusion.  Another  man  was  selling 
lovely  roses  for  only  18c  per  dozen  so  I 
bought  a  dozen  for  our  cabin.  The  per- 
fume filled  the  room  for  a  few  days. 
Also  here  began  the  oriental  custom  of 
salesmen  with  their  wares  in  small  row 
boats  drawn  up  alongside  our  ship  try- 
ing to  sell  to  passengers.  If  you  want 
to  see  or  buy  one  of  their  baskets, 
shawls,  cushions,  or  sweets,  just  indicate 
which  and  you  are  thrown  a  rope  at- 
tached to  which  is  a  basket  in  which 
is  placed  the  article  of  your  choice  then 
you  draw  it  up  and  place  the  money  in 
the  basket  and  return.  If  you  start  to 
return  the  article  for  sale,  they  plead 
with  you  not  to  and  make  you  a  new 
price  or  ask  you  to  set  your  price.  It's 
all  very  interesting  to  watch.  We  saw 
this  same  thing  in  Port  Sudan,  also  two 
native  divers  swimming  near  the  ship 
who  would  make  a  fancy  dive  for  a  coin 
of  any  denomination  which  you  might 
pitch  into  the  water  for  them.  At  Marseil- 
les a  one-armed  fiddler  played  on  the  dock 
for   coins    the   passengers   tossed   him. 

We  did  not  get  to  see  the  Nile  River 
as  we  passed  its  mouth  at  night  and 
ported  in  Port  Said  early  in  the  morn- 
ing. From  this  port  we  entered  directly 
into  the  Suez  Canal.  The  entrance  is  very 
beautiful  and  it  is  more  interesting  on 
where  the  lakes  are,  but  for  the  most 
part  on  each  side  extends  a  vast  burning 
desert,  spotted  by  a  few  native  huts 
and  villages  and  we  saw  several  camels. 
At   one  village   I   saw  their  pagan   tem- 


ple and  several  native  women  with  veils 
over  their  faces  and  all  dressed  in  black, 
ankle  or  ground  length.  Most  of  the 
dwellings  scattered  on  the  Arabian  des- 
ert were  tiny  tents;  in  Egypt  there 
were  small  huts  of  bamboo  with  grass 
tops.  They  all  seemed  to  be  very  busy, 
but  I  could  see  nothing  they  did,  ex- 
cept in  one  or  two  places  were  sand 
works,  I  suppose  for  exporting,  and  one 
place  salt  works.  From  the  Suez  Canal 
we  entered  the  Gulf  of  Suez  and  then 
the  Red  Sea.  The  Red  Sea  has  the  re- 
putation of  being  the  hottest  place  on 
earth.  It  was  quite  warm  through  it  but 
the  breeze  made  the  heat  bearable. 
However,  when  we  stopped  at  Port 
Sudan,  near  this  end  of  the  Red  Sea  I 
have  never  witnessed  such  heat  before, 
though  the  thermometer  registered  on- 
ly close  to  one  hundred  degrees. 

The  natives  here  at  the  dock  were 
much  worse  looking  than  at  Port  Said 
— bare  feet,  a  loose  cloth  girded  about 
their  loins,  filthy  all  over  and  such 
hair — kinky  beyond  imagination  and 
bushy,  many  of  them  had  curls  pressed 
into  it  with  mud  which  were  dangling 
thick  around  their  necks!  From  their 
hair  they've  been  named  "the  fuzzy- 
wuzzies."  They  chant  in  their  native 
tongue  as  they  move  the  cargo  inch  by 
inch.  Such  a  sight!  There  is  not  much 
on  land  to  see,  so  even  though  Hoyle 
went  ashore  a  little  while  I  stayed  on 
the  ship  out  of  the  sun.  Several  who 
went  ashore  returned  to  bed.  One  thing 
there  I  should  like  to  see  some  time  is 
the  Marine  Gardens.  The  boats  were 
out  of  order  when  we  were  there,  but 
ordinarily  one  may  go  out  in  glass  bot- 
tomed boats  to  see  the  coral  reefs  sur- 
rounding the  harbor.  The  coral,  fish, 
and  sea  growth  is  a  marvelous  sight,  they 
say.  We  could  see  where  the  reef  was 
by  the  color  of  the  water;  it  was  ex- 
tremely green  and  yellow-green  in  that 
district,  while  beautifully  blue  else- 
where. 

Since  leaving  the  Red  Sea  we  have  on- 
ly seen  a  few  islands — one  group  of 
twelve  barren  rocky  ones — called  "The 
Twelve  Apostles" — otherwise  we  just 
ride  with  sky  and  sea  in  view. 

Thursday,  May  26. 
Just  two  and  one  half  days  more  be- 
tween us  and  our  port!  Wish  it  were 
today  we  were  arriving.  We  have  en- 
tered the  monsoon  district  and  today 
has  been  somewhat  cloudy  with  oc- 
casional showers,  but  of  course,  quite 
cool — a  lovely  day  to  go  ashore!  Per- 
haps the  sun  will  be  beaming  cheer- 
fully Sunday!  We  learned  several  days 
ago  that  the  monsoon  rains  had  started 
and  we  would  run  into  them,  so  Tues- 
day about  5  p.  m.  the  sun  was  veiled 
by  mist  and  the  air  grew  very  still  and 
sultry,  and  the  word  spread  aboard, 
(Continued  on  page   23) 
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Who   Understands     the   Drink       °f  course,  the  drivers  were  drunk,  and 
Problem 

By  A   Drunkard's  WIdow 


Problem  so   were    tne   §'r's   with    them.    Oh   yes, 

if    the  lawmakers   could   endure   what    I 

By  A  Drunkard  s  WIdow  endured  that  d^  W£  woul(J  have  some 

Often  preachers  preach  against  alco-  different  laws,  and  that  quickly, 
hoi,  and  seem  to  feel  that  they  really  If  my  husband  had  been  a  sober 
understand  all  there  is  to  the  problem,  man,  and  had  sickened  and  died,  he 
but  they  cannot  know  the  problem  in  might  have  left  me  some  kind  of  a  liv- 
all  that  it  means,  even  if  their  hearts  ing,  or  at  least  the  influence  of  a  de- 
are  sorely  burdened  about  it.  To  you,  parted  sober  citizen.  But  the  way  it 
the  expressions,  "broken  hearts — brok-  was,  I  am  left  a  widow,  without  a  home, 
en  homes — the  drunkard's  grave,"  can  without  money  or  the  influence  of  a 
only  be  expressions,  be  they  ever  so  departed  Christian  husband.  No — my 
terrible.  pocket  was  empty,  my  life  was  empty, 

I  have  read  reports  from  civil  of-  my  heart  was  empty,  with  nothing  left 
fices  giving  many  kinds  of  statistics  on  but  a  funeral  bill  to  pay,  life  to  meet, 
the  liquor  traffic  and  its  resulting  and  my  family  to  rear.  God  in  heaven, 
problems.  But  there  are  a  thousand  show  mercy  and  pity  to  the  drunkard's 
things  about  the  whiskey  demon  that  widow  and  orphans!  I  tell  you,  I  sure- 
no  set  of  statistics  can  ever  reveal.  Even  ly  needed  God  then,  and  He  did  not 
the  drunkard's  mother  can  not  know  fail  me.  He  was  my  only  stay, 
all  about  this  monster  demon;  for,  I  hear  someone  saying,  "Sister,  how 
since  she  is  a  mother,  her  son  is  not  could  you  love  your  husband,  a  drunk- 
quite  a  drunkard,  in  her  eyes.  And  even  ard?"  Surely  I  loved  him — however,  I  did 
a  drunkard  will  shield  his  own  mother  not  know  what  I  was  getting  into.  Yes, 
from  some  things.  I   loved   my   poor   drunkard   husband   as 

And  how  about  the  drunkard's  child?  long   as   he  had   breath,   and   I  will  love 

Men,  it   doesn't   make  any  difference  if  his   memory   as    long    as    I    have   breath; 

you    are    a    drunkard,    a    murderer    or    a  but   girls,   do  take   warning   before  it  is 

thief,   if  you   are  a   father  you   are   still  too  late! 

a  ihero  in  your  child's  eyes,   at   least  in  No,    it    was    not    altogether   my   hus- 

some   degree.    God    help.   But   I   can   tell  band  that   brought   all   these  sorrows   to 

you  of  one  who  does  know — really  and  me.  He  was  only  a  tiny  twig  of  a  great 

truly  knows   all  about     the     effects  of  tree  made  up  of  all  of  the  wet  officers, 

drinking  even  better  than  the  drunkard  all    the   people    who   voted    for   whiskey, 

himself,  or  his  mother,  or  his  child,   or  all    the   professed    Christians      who      are 

the   officer,   or   the    preacher — and    that  slumbering,    and    all    the    preachers    who 

one  is   the   drunkard's   wife.  fail  to  pray  and  preach  mightily  against 

To  her,  the  expression,  "broken  home"  this  thing, 

or  "broken  heart"  is  not  just  a  terrible  Many    times    my    family    and    I    went 

expression,   but   it   is   her  very   life — the  hungry.  I  well  remember  the  week  that 

very   monster  whom  she   actually   faces.  there   was   not   a   crust  of   bread  in  our 

Nobody  can   tell  her  it  is   all   "personal  house  except   what   a  bootlegger's  helper 

liberty"    or    any   other    kind    of    liberty.  brought    to    us — the    stale    bread    which 

I  was  a  drunkard's  wife  for  seven  years,  the  drunkards  of  that  dive  wouldn't  eat. 

and  I  know.  I   hear  some      good     old     gray-haired 

If    the    President      and    all    the    other  preacher  say,   "God,   help  that  woman." 

officers,    if    all    Christians,      and      even  I   also  say,   "God,   help   us   all."   I  could 

preachers,    and    if    all    the    people      who  tell   things   that   would  make   you   weep 

voted    for    whiskey    could      endure    for  for  me,  out  of  pity;   but,  brother,  save 

just    one    solid    period      of    twenty-four  your  tears  for  some  poor  drunkard, 

hours   what    I   have   endured    time   after  I  am  not   going  to  sign  my  name  to 

time,    the   United    States    would   be    dry  this,  for  my  son  was  too  little  to  under- 

within  a  week.  We  would  not  even  wait  stand,  and  no  one  in  our  present  neigh- 

until   fall   to   have   an   election   to  make  borhood  knows.  There  is  no  use  to  brand 

it  so.  my  boy,  but  with  God's  help  I'll     teach 

If    these    people    could    endure    what  him  that  there  was  whiskey  in  the  bottle 

I   endured   the   day  I   was   called   to   the  in  his  father's  pocket  when  his  body  was 

telephone  and  told  that  my  husband  was  crushed. 

in  the  morgue — he  had  gone  on  a  drunk-  You  can  vote  liquor  for  money,  make 

en  spree  the  evening  before  and  was  so  liquor   for  money,   sell   liquor   for   mon- 

drunk   he   ran   out   into   the   street,    and  ey,  blight  human  beings  for  money,  but 

two    cars    ran    over    him,    crushing    out  remember,  you  are  on  your  way  to  de- 

his  very  life — some  time  after  midnight,  struction  and  doom.  Death  is  not  going 


to  change  your  wicked,  selfish,  money- 
loving  soul.  The  teachings  of  our  Lord 
Jesus  compel  us  to  believe  that  hell  is 
a  fearful  place  of  torment,  and  that 
eternity  is  such  a  long  time  that  when 
you  awake  in  that  horrible  place,  and 
spend  millions  of  years,  will  you  think 
you  got  the  worth  of  your  liquor  mon- 
ey? "The  wages  of  sin  is  death."  "He 
that  soweth  to  the  flesh  shall  of  the 
flesh    reap    corruption." 

Which  do  you  value  the  higher, — 
your  soul,  or  strong  drink?  "Look  not 
thou  upon  the  wine  when  it  is  red, 
when  it  giveth  his  color  in  the  cup, 
when  it  moveth  itself  aright.  At  last  it 
biteth  like  a  serpent,  and  stingeth  like 
an   adder." — Selected. 

Man  Marked  By  Drinking 
Parents 

My  troubles  with  alcohol  began  be- 
fore I  was  born — before  I  saw  the  light 
of  day  in  this   world. 

Both  my  parents  drank  and  through- 
out my  lifetime  I  have  suffered  for  their 
indulgence,  suffered  the  excruciating 
agonies  that  only  one  who  has  been 
marked  by  his  parents'  pre-natal  drink- 
ing  can   suffer. 

My  father  and  mother  have  now  gone 
"to  give  an  account  of  the  deeds  done 
in  the  body."  I  have  tried  to  love  and 
cherish  the  memory  of  them,  and  not 
to  condemn  them  for  what  I  believe  was 
their  ignorance. 

I  don't  need  science  to  tell  me  the 
effect  of  alcohol  on  human  life,  for  I 
have  experienced  its  terrible  manifesta- 
tions in  my  own  torture-wracked  body. 

My  mother  used  to  tell  me  that  I  was 
so  weak  as  an  infant  that  for  many 
days  I  lay  at  the  point  of  death.  Grow- 
ing older  I  discovered  when  a  lad  of  ten 
that  my  legs  were  bent  slightly,  but 
enough  to  greatly  embarrass  me  as  a 
boy  and  as  a  young  man  growing  up. 
My  back  is  also  slightly  but  perceptibly 
humped;  my  chin  and  neck,  hands  and 
limbs   are   small. 

But  where  alcohol  in  my  parents  hit 
me  hardest  was  in  my  back.  There  is  a 
deep  hollow  in  my  spine.  Ten  years  ago 
while  employed  with  the  Western  Union 
Telegraph  Co.,  Chicago,  a  company 
physician  examined  me.  He  remarked, 
"Boy,  you  just  came  within  a  fraction 
of  having  spinal  meningitis."  He  told 
me  he  would  give  me  one  month  more 
to  work,  after  which  he  had  to  let  me 
go.  It  was  because  of  the  insurance  risk. 

It  was  only  three  years  after  this  that 
my  own  dear  sister,  also  a  telegrapher 
with  the  Western  Union  in  a  prominent 
hotel  of  a  Southern  city,  died  at  the  age 
of  forty  of  spinal  meningitis.  The  suf- 
ferings that  my  sister  went  through 
were  awful.  She  died  in  agony,  foam- 
ing at  the  mouth.  A  post-mortem  ex- 
( Continued  on   page   24) 


Page  14 


The   LIGHTED   PATHWAY 


November,  193  8 


£}.  £?.  <?.   Programs 


OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow   more   impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  Intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  In  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  Is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
In    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
uanded  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
Intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  Is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  yon  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in    a   Y.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    frienas. 


Bible  Lesson 

Topic,   "THE   NEW   BIRTH" 

"Except  a  man  be  born  again,  he  can- 
not see  the  kingdom  of  God,"  John  3 : 
3. 

Scripture   lesson,   John    3:1-10. 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE   LEADER 

Man,  and  every  creature,  has  a  nature 
of  its  own.  "God  created  man  in  his 
own  image,  in  the  image  of  God  created 
he  him,"  that  is  man  had  a  will  that  de- 
lighted to  do  the  things  of  God,  and  a 
heart  that  loved  the  things  of  God.  The 
tempter  came  and  man  fell,  the  Spirit 
of  God  went  out.  Now  we  have  a  ruined 
race.  The  Bible  says  "Adam  begat  a  son 
in  his  own  image,"  not  in  the  image  of 
God,  but  in  the  image  of  Adam.  That 
is  what  the  Bible  means  by  being  born 
in  sin  and  shapen  in  iniquity.  That  is 
what  our  theologians  mean  by  the 
"Adamic  nature."  The  restoration  of 
the  image  of  God  by  the  re-incoming  of 
the  Spirit  of  God  through  Jesus  Christ 
is  what  the  Bible  means  by  the  "new 
birth."  You  can't  train  a  rooster  to 
gobble  nor  a  turkey  to  crow,  a  hog  to 
sing  nor  a  fish   to   root  in  the  mud  of 


the  barn  lot. 

True  to  his  nature  a  caterpillar  crawls 
and  when  we  see  him  fly  we  don't  say 
he  has  taken  a  course  in  Christian  edu- 
cation, but  we  say  he  has  been  changed 
— it's  got  a  new  nature — it's  been 
born    again;    it's    a    butterfly. 

The  same  is  true  of  the  natural  and 
spiritual   man. 

A  crab-apple  tree  bears  luscious  pears 
when  it  has  a  new  nature  grafted  into 
the  tree. 

OVERCOMING  THE  WORLD 
"Whatsoever  is  born  of  God  over- 
cometh  the  world,"  1  John  5:4.  Some 
of  you  could  be  a  very  good  Christian 
if  it  wasn't  for  this  world.  You  are  to 
set  the  fashion  for  this  old  world  and 
not  let  the  world  set  the  fashion  for 
you.  "Be  not  conformed  to  this  world: 
but  be  ye  transformed  by  the  renewing 
of    your    mind." 

HOW  MAY  I  KNOW  THAT  I  AM 
A  CHRISTIAN? 
How   may   I   know   that    I   have   been 
born  again? 

1.  He  that  is  born  of  God  hath  the 
witness  in  himself.  1  John  5:10. 

2.  "Whosoever  believeth  that  Jesus  is 
the  Christ  is  born  of  God."  That  means 
believe  with  your  heart.  You  would  be 
so  proud  of  Jesus  that  you  would  be 
putting  Him  in  touch  with  your  friends. 

3.  "We  know  that  we  have  passed 
from  death  unto  life,  because  we  love 
the  brethren,"  1  John  3:14.  Can  you 
be  right  with  God  and  not  right  with 
your  neighbor? 

A  RELIGION  OF  SERVICE 
"Every  one  that  doeth  righteousness 
is  born  of  God,"  1  John  2:29.  The 
greatest  proof  that  one  is  born  of  God 
is  their  love  for  His  service.  The  doing 
of  His  will. 

BE   A   PERSONAL   WORKER   FOR 
SOULS 

Five  young  men  formed  a  personal 
workers'  club  and  resolved  to  win  one 
hundred  and  fifty  souls  in  a  year.  They 
won   them. 

A  group  of  mechanics  joined  in  a  sim- 
ilar club  and  in  a  year  a  dozen  small 
churches  were  set  on  fire  and  hundreds 
led   to   Jesus. 

PRAY  FOR  A  REVIVAL 
Will  you  dare  intimate  that  a  true 
Christian  Church,  ever  fell  on  its 
knees  before  God  and  prayed,  "Lord  re- 
vive us  again,"  and  God  said,  "I  will 
not  do  it"? 

The  Pentecostal  revival  was  pre- 
ceded by  ten  days  of  prayer,  and  the  dis- 
ciples never  spent  ten  days  in  their  lives 
with  greater  profit  to  themselves  or  to 
the  world   than  when  they  prayed. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 
At  Hernhat  church  in  1727  the  great 


revival  began  and  lasted  for  more  than 
a  generation,  constantly  growing  in  ex- 
tent and  power.  From  all  parts  of  Europe 
people  came  there  to  be  saved  or  Spirit 
filled.  Wesley  visited  the  church  and 
said,  "I  would  have  gladly  spent  my 
life  here  but  my  Master  called  me  to 
labor  in  another  part  of  His  vineyard." 

Billy  Sunday,  a  drunken  ball  player, 
ran  over  a  dozen  chairs  on  his  way  to 
a  mourner's  bench  in  Pacific  Garden 
mission  in  Chicago.  The  image  of  God 
was  restored  in  him,  he  arose  and  a  mil- 
lion sinners  experienced  the  new  birth 
under   his   preaching. 

Another  group  of  desperate  sinners, 
who  were  born  again,  one  an  ex-gambler, 
another  an  ex-burglar,  and  another  hard 
character  took  as  their  task  the  can- 
vassing of  a  section  of  seven  thousand 
people  to  tell  them  of  Christ.  There 
were  over  700  conversions  and  three 
churches   established. 

CONCLUSION 

By  an  aggressive  campaign  for  souls 
any  church  can  be  doubled  in  member- 
ship, finance,  and  spiritual  power  in  a 
brief  space  of  time. 

God  has  no  use  for  a  church  that  is 
not  a  soul  saving  church.  Our  cam- 
paigns should  be  for  souls.  Christ  came 
to  seek  and  to  save  the  lost. 

How  about  each  one  of  us  putting 
our  shoulders  to  the  wheel  this  coming 
year  and  making  the  Churches  of  God, 
scattered  about  over  our  land,  real 
soul-saving  stations,  so  that  however 
many  unkind  remarks  the  world  may 
say  about  us,  they  must  say  that  souls 
are  born  into  the  kingdom  in  our  midst? 
And  that  is  the  greatest  thing  that 
could   be  said. 

In  our  next  issue  we  will  give  you  a 
lesson  on  "Sanctification,"  and  the 
next  issue,  "The  Baptism  of  the  Holy 
Ghost." 

Bible  Lesson 
Topic,  "BROTHERLY  LOVE" 

By  Exelma  Holley 

Thoughts   for   the  Leader — 

Jonathan  met  David  in  the  battle  of 
the  Philistines  against  the  children  of  Is- 
rael. There  was  something  about  David 
that  caused  Jonathan  to  love  him.  No 
doubt  it  was  that  he  didn't  fear  man. 
But  it  was  God  in  his  life  that  caused 
him  to  be  fearless,  brave,  and  strong. 
He  could  not  have  killed  Goliath  with- 
out God's  help.  If  we  have  God  in  our 
hearts  and  life,  it  will  not  be  hard  for 
others  to  love  us. 
Sacrificing  Love — 
1    Sam.    18:1-4 

Here  Jonathan  was  loving  David  as 
1  John  3:18,  "My  little  children,  let 
us  not  love  in  word,  neither  in  tongue; 
but  in  deed  and  truth."  Maybe  David 
was  ragged  and  needed  clothes,  so  Jona- 
than divided  with  him.  David  was  just  a 
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poor  boy,  while  Jonathan  was  the  king's 
son.  In  return  David  likewise  loved 
Jonathan. 

Love  Manifested — 

1  Sam.   20:9-17 

Again  love  is  manifested  here  as  to 
lay  down  their  lives  for  one  another  if 
necessary.  Jonathan  knew  that  his  fa- 
ther envied  David,  and  desired  to  kill 
him,  but  his  love  for  David  was  so 
great,  that  he  put  it  even  above  his  fa- 
ther's. They  would  not  have  risked  their 
lives,  only  for  the  love  they  had  for  one 
another.  Think  of  the  danger  of  stand- 
ing against  the  king,  who  had  more  pow- 
er (earthly  power)  than  any  man.  He 
had  guards,  soldiers,  and  men  who 
watched. 
Pure  and  Strong  Love — 

2  Sam.  9 

One  can  readily  see  that  David  had 
not  forgotten  the  covenant  he  and  Jona- 
than made  some  years  ago.  Here  is 
where  love  is  stronger  than  death,  or 
death  does  not  kill  love,  he  even  loved 
his  children.  David  could  have  broken 
the  covenant  and  Jonathan  would  not 
have  known  it.  But  love  will  help  us 
to  remember  and  give  our  best.  He 
didn't  put  his  son  in  a  servant's  room 
or  at  the  servant's  table  but  at  the 
king's  table.  Love  demands  our  best.  It 
will  help  us  to  love  the  lame,  poor, 
weak,  with  pity,  sympathy  and  tender- 
ness. When  the  love  of  God  is  shed 
abroad  in  our  hearts  by  the  Holy  Ghost 
we  will  begin  to  show  others  we  love 
them  as  Jonathan  and  David  did.  Rom. 
5:5.  Such  a  love  is  how  God  loved  this 
world,  in  giving  His  Son,  and  Christ 
loved  the  lost  in  giving  His  life.  So  let 
us  let  brotherly  and  sisterly  love  continue 
among  us. 

Love  One  Another — 
St.  John  13:35 

By  our  love  one  to  another,  all  who  see 
us  will  know  that  we  are  disciples  of 
Christ.  They  will  know  it  is  the  love  of 
God  in  our  hearts  that  caused  us  to 
sacrifice,  give  and  suffer.  Because  of 
sin,  the  love  of  many  have  waxed  cold, 
and  they  won't  even  greet  their  brother 
with  a  holy  kiss.  I  don't  feel  God  would 
have  inspired  holy  men  of  old  to  write 
something  that  there  was  no  need  of 
doing.  1  Thess.  5:26,  27,  "Greet  all  the 
brethren  with  an  holy  kiss.  I  charge  you 
by  the  Lord  that  this  epistle  be  read 
unto  all  the  holy  brethren."  If  you 
don't  have  that  love  for  your  brothers 
and  sisters  in  Christ,  pray  until  He 
gives  it  to  you.  Are  others  beholding 
your  love?  Jesus  said,  "If  ye  love  me 
keep  my  commandments,"  and,  "This 
commandment  have  we  from  him,  That 
he  who  loveth  God  love  his  brother  al- 
so,"  1   John  4:21. 

Song:  "The  Greatest  of  These  is 
Love,"  No.  33  in  Juvenile  Hosannas. 


Y.  P.  E.  Program 

Topic,  "THE  LIGHTED  PATHWAY" 
Scripture  lesson:  To  be  chosen. 
We  are  asking  you  to  make  one  of 
your  Y.  P.  E.  services  a  Lighted  Path- 
way service,  and  make  your  whole  pro- 
gram from  the  material  found  in  its 
pages.  Choose  your  own  scripture  les- 
son, using  "Light"  for  your  thought 
throughout.  Choose  songs  on  this  sub- 
ject and  then  let  the  different  ones  dis- 
cuss the  article,  poem,  or  page  that  has 
brought  them  the  greatest  blessing.  You 
can  make  this  a  very  interesting  and 
inspiring  program. 

We  are  using  this  lesson  as  number 
three  so  you  may  have  plenty  of  time 
to  read  the  paper  and  talk  intelligently 
about  it.  We  hope  this  will  lead  you  to 
join  our  Reading  Circle.  Begin  to  plan 
this  meeting  at  least  one  week  ahead  of 
the  time  it  is  to  be  held. 

Thanksgiving  Play 

Characters:      Mr.     and    Mrs.  Hughes, 

wealthy   people;    Mr.    and   Mrs.  Watson, 

poor  people;  Bobby  Watson,  son  of 
Watsons,  three  yecrs  of  age. 

Scene    1 — Living     room     of  Hughes' 

home.  Mrs.  Hughes  seated.  Mr.  Hughes 

enters  and  greets  her  in  usual  manner, 
appearing  very  happy. 

Mrs.  Hughes — Well,  did  you  succeed 
in  collecting  the  $2,000.00  from  old 
man  Watson? 

Mr.  Hughes — No,  he  has  had  a  hard 
year,  his  baby  boy  of  three  years  has 
been  ill  with  infantile  paralysis  and  is 
now  in  the  hospital  and  will  have  to 
wear  a  heavy  cast  for  months  and  the 
doctors  don't  give  him  any  encourage- 
ment as  to  the  affected  limb  of  the 
child  ever  being  restored.  It  is  costing 
him  lots  of  money  and  I  just  couldn't 
mention  the  debt. 

Mrs.  Hughes — Well,  I  can't  see  where 
it  is  your  duty  to  let  an  excuse  like 
that  come  between  you  and  what  right- 
fully belongs  to  you.  You  are  not  re- 
sponsible for  his  debts — you  didn't  cause 
the  child  to  be  sick. 

Mr.  Hughes — That  is  all  true,  but 
Watson  is  such  a  humble  man,  such  an 
honest  fellow,  that  I  am  sure  he  will 
pay   when   he   gets    this   trouble   over. 

Mrs.  Hughes — Doesn't  look  like  hon- 
esty to  me.  The  note  is  due  and  you 
should  foreclose  on  him.  It  isn't  our 
duty  to  take  care  of  all  the  poor  in  the 
neighborhood. 

Mr.  Hughes — The  Bible  says,  "Thou 
shalt  love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself,"  so 
the  Watsons  should  be  loved  and  en- 
couraged at  a  time  like  this  rather  than 
cause  them  more  trouble  and  embarrass- 
ment by  asking  them  to  do  something 
that  we  know  in  reason  they  can't  pos- 
sibly do.   Try  putting  yourself   in   their 


place  for  a  few  minutes  and  imagine 
their  feelings.  By  the  way,  did  you  real- 
ize that  it  is  only  a  week  until  Thanks- 
giving? What  are  your  plans  for  the 
occasion? 

Mrs.  Hughes — I  can't  see  where  it 
would  make  any  difference  as  to  the  day 
or  the  meaning  of  it,  or  the  plans  for 
it.  There  is  nothing  to  be  thankful  for 
— .  You  failed  to  collect  anything  from 
old  man  Watson;  last  week  you  had  to 
pay  the  note  which  you  had  endorsed 
for  another  party;  you  have  realized  only 
half  the  value  of  your  oil  stocks  this 
year;  we  are  losing  money  every  day  in 
some  way  or  another — 

Mr.  Hughes — Listen,  please  don't 
speak  that  way.  We  have  plenty  to  live 
on  for  a  number  of  years  and  I  am  still 
able  to  work  if  necessary,  so  why  worry? 
Let's  look  on  the  bright  side  for  a  while. 

Mrs.  Hughes — There  is  no  bright 
side  so  far  as  I  can  see.  (Crash  is  heard 
outside,  child  screams,  man  comes  in 
excitedly  and  asks  Mr.  Hughes  to  take 
his  child  ivhich  was  struck  by  a  car  as 
they  were  crossing  the  street  to  the  hos- 
pital. Both  men  rush  out.)  I  don't  doubt 
that  child  being  hurt,  but  the  story  of 
the  Watson  child  with  infantile  paraly- 
sis is  another  question.  I  think  I  will 
investigate  that  myself. 
Curtain 

Scene  2 — A  week  later.  Poorly  fur- 
nished bedroom  of  the  Watson  home. 
Bobby  with  cast  on  limb  is  sitting  up  in 
bed  with  pillows  to  his  back.  Mr.  Wat- 
son busily  engaged  helping  Bobby  with 
some  toys.  Mrs.  Watson  is  dusting  the 
furniture. 

Mrs.  Watson — All  comfortable,  Bob- 
by? 

Bobby — Yes,  mother. 

Mrs.  Watson — I  am  so  thankful  to 
have  you  home  where  we  can  be  to- 
gether and  it  won't  be  long  until  you 
are  well  and  can  run  and  play  with  the 
other  little  boys.  Won't   that   be  grand? 

Bobby — It  surely  will.  Mother  did  you 
mention   Thanksgiving? 

Mrs.  Watson — That's  right,  tomorrow 
is  Thanksgiving   Day,   isn't   it? 

Mr.  Watson — And  how  thankful  we 
are  to  have  our  dear  boy  at  home  with 
us.  It  seemed  a  while  though,  as  if  we 
would  have  to  spend  the  day  with  you 
in  the  hospital. 

Bobby — Daddy,  it  surely  is  good  to  be 
home  again  after  such  a  long  time  with 
the  doctors  and  nurses. 

Mrs.  Watson — (Brings  glass  of  milk  to 
Bobby.)  Here  is  some  milk  for  you, 
dear,  drink  this  and  then  you  can  have 
a  good  night's  rest. 

Bobby — Thank  you,  mother,  and  will 
you  read  a  story  for  me,  one  about  the 
big  turkey  at  Thanksgiving?  (Mother 
reads  story  and  Bobby  finally  goes  to 
sleep.  Light  is  turned  low  and  the  fa- 
ther and  mother  go  to  opposite  side  of 
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room.) 

Mr.  Watson — Mother,  aren't  you  so 
thankful  about  our  boy?  Do  you  suppose 
he  will  ever  be  able  to  walk  again? 

Mrs.  Watson — 1  am  praying  to  that 
end,  and  we  have  the  promises  of  Jesus 
that  can  never  fail.  So  I  believe  he  will 
be  all   right   soon. 

Mr.  Watson — I  am  so  glad  of  your 
faith,  it  makes  mine  stronger,  and  isn't 
there  a  promise  that  says  where  two  of 
you  shall  agree  on  earth  as  touching  any 
thing,  it  shall  be  done? 

Mrs.  Watson — Yes,  here  it  is.  (Reads 
Matt.  18:19).  So  that  is  the  promise 
that  we  will  stand  on  and  we  know  it 
shall  be  done. 

Mr.  Watson — But  what  will  we  do 
for  Thanksgiving?  Bobby  mentioned  it 
tonight. 

Mrs.  Watson — I  have  been  thinking  of 
that  myself.  Perhaps  we  could  buy  a 
piece  of  chicken  just  for  him. 

Mr.  Watson — But  dear,  you  know  he 
would  not  enjoy  it  unless  you  and  I  had 
some,  too.  I  am  so  sorry  that  we  are 
in  such  a  financial  strait  just  now,  but 
God  understands.  Mr.  Hughes  came  by 
the  other  day,  but  after  he  learned  of 
Bobby's  condition  he  didn't  say  any- 
thing about  the  $2,000.00  we  owe  him. 
I  guess  he  understands  the  circum- 
stances. 

Mrs.  Watson — Even  in  spite  of  those 
things,  we  have  lots  to  be  thankful  for 
anyway.  You  and  I  both  have  good 
health,  the  Lord  has  given  you  a  sub- 
stantial job  and  even  though  we  are 
heavily  in  debt,  I  am  so  glad  we  have 
each  other  and  our  precious  boy.  One 
day  things  will  be  different,  I  am  sure. 

Mr.  Watson — God  bless  you,  dear 
wife.  You  are  so  brave  and  courageous, 
surely  no  man  can  fail  with  a  helpmeet 
like  you.  (Knock  is  heard  and  Mr.  Wat- 
son goes  to  door.  Mrs.  Hughes  enters 
and  greetings  are  exchanged.) 

Mrs.  Watson — We  are  so  glad  you 
came.  Have  this  chair.  (Offers  chair. 
Mrs.  Hughes  sits   down.) 

Mrs.  Hughes — I  came  over  to  see 
how  your  boy  is.  Mr.  Hughes  told  me 
he  had  been  a  little  sick. 

Mrs.  Watson — Yes,  poor  Bobby  has 
been  very  ill,  was  in  the  hospital  for  six 
weeks  but  we  are  so  thankful  to  have 
him  here  with  us  again,  and  for  Thanks- 
giving Day,  too. 

Mrs.  Hughes — I  suppose  you  will 
have  a  nice  turkey  for  him. 

Mrs.  Watson — (Hesitating  and  re- 
pressing fears.)  No,  Mrs.  Hughes,  my 
husband  and  I  were  speaking  about  it 
just  before  you  came.  We  had  hoped 
to  be  able  to  have  a  chicken  before  he 
was  sick  so  long,  but  now  that  seems 
impossible  and  we  don't  like  to  see  the 
disappointment  that  will  be  his  tomor- 
row morning.  But  after  all,  we  are  so 
thankful    for    the   many   other     blessings 


of  the  dear  Lord  and  we  know  that  He 
will  provide  something  for  us  that  Bob- 
by will  enjoy,  too. 

Mrs.  Hughes — (With  tones  more  sym- 
pathetic) Yes,  it  is  good  to  know  that 
he  is  improving  and  I  hope  he  will  be 
able  to  walk  when  the  cast  is  removed. 
I  must  be  going  now,  so  good-night! 
(All  say  good-night  and  Mrs.  Hughes 
leaves.) 

Mr.  Watson — I  believe  Mrs.  Hughes' 
heart  was  touched  a  little;  I  have  heard 
that  she  is  a  bit  selfish  and  hard- 
hearted. We  must  remember  to  pray  for 
her   tonight,   dear. 

Mrs.  Watson — So  we  will,  and  let's 
ask  God  to  provide  a  way  whereby  we 
can  get  a  small  chicken  for  Bobby  to- 
morrow so  he  won't  be  so  disappointed. 
God  can  supply  our  material  needs  the 
same  as  spiritual  needs.  (They  kneel  to 
pray  as  the  curtain  closes.) 

Scene  3 — Same  night.  Living  room  of 
Hughes'  home.  Mrs.  Hughes  seated  with 
paper  and  pencil  ivrites  occasional- 
ly as  she  talks  to  herself. 

Mrs.  Hughes — Well,  let's  see,  turkey 
with  dressing;  cranberry  sauce;  celery; 
pumpkin  pie;  plum  pudding;  and  what 
else  will  make  it  complete? — My,  but  I 
am  glad  I  made  that  little  visit  tonight. 
Every  time  I  think  of  that  expression 
on  poor  Mr.  Watson's  face,  it  melts  my 
heart;  and  those  words  of  his  poor  wife, 
speaking  of  having  so  much  to  be  thank- 
ful for  and  in  those  conditions,  not  even 
knowing  whether  the  poor  little  Bobby 
will  ever  be  able  to  walk  again!  From 
this  day  Elsie  Hughes  is  a  changed 
woman.  Never  again  will  I  be  so  self- 
ish as  I  have  been  in  the  past.  I  have 
found  God  and  He  spoke  to  me  as  I 
came  back  from  the  Watson  home  to- 
night, and  I  am  going  to  serve  Him  the 
remainder  of  my  life.  (Mr.  Hughes  en- 
ters unobserved  while  -she  is  speaking 
and    remains    silent    until    she   finishes.) 

Mr.  Hughes — Praise  the  Lord,  dear, 
this  Thanksgiving  will  be  the  happiest 
we  have  ever  spent.  I  am  so  glad  of 
your  decision.  (Goes  toward  her  and 
picks  up  the  paper  where  she  has  writ- 
ten the  menu  and  reads  part  of  it.) 
What's  this?  I  thought  your  dinner 
was  all  prepared,  dear. 

Mrs.  Hughes — Oh,  it  is,  but  you  see 
after  I  made  a  little  visit  over  to  see 
little  Bobby  Watson  tonight,  I  just 
thought  how  disappointed  he  would  be 
tomorrow  without  even  a  chicken,  so  I 
thought  it  would  be  nice  for  us  to  send 
them  a  Thanksgiving  dinner,  too.  What 
do  you  think  of  the  idea? 

Mr.  Hughes — Splendid!  splendid!  I 
didn't  know  you  were  going  to  visit 
the  little  Watson  boy  or  I  would  have 
taken  you  over  when  I  came  home.  But 
I  am  so  glad  you  went.  (Stops  sudden- 
ly, then  gazes  into  her  face  and  asks) 
Tell   me,   is   that   the  cause  of  your  de- 


cision to  change  your  way  of  living? 

Mrs.  Hughes — I'm  glad  you  under- 
stand and  now  I  clearly  see  why  you 
could  not  ask  Mr.  Watson  for  the  mon- 
ey he  owes;  but  I  have  another  idea, 
too. 

Mr.  Hughes — Yes,  go  on. 

Mrs.  Hughes — You  mentioned  the 
other  night  of  how  we  have  enough  to 
live  on  for  sometime  yet;  why  not  can- 
cel Mr.  Watson's  note  and  give  it  to 
him?  We  can  take  it  over  with  the  din- 
ner early  tomorrow   morning. 

Mr.  Hughes — (Appears  greatly  sur- 
prised hut  pleased.)  That  is  the  best 
idea  yet.  We'll  just  do  that.  I  wanted  to 
all  the  while  but — Say,  have  you  any 
more  ideas?  This  is  real  life  and  puts  real 
thanksgiving  into  my  heart. 

Mrs.  Hughes — (Glances  at  watch.) 
Yes,  and  this  will  require  quick  action. 
Let's  go  now  before  the  stores  close  and 
get  the  necessary  items  to  complete  the 
dinner  for  the  Watson  family.  (They 
leave.) 

Curtain 

Scene  4 — Front  porch  of  Watson  home 
on  Thanksgiving  morning.  Huge  covered 
basket  on  porch,  cm  elope  just  under 
the  cover  containing  the  cancelled  note 
and  a  short  note  from  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Hughes.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Watson  appear  in 
the  doorway  speaking  in  lo%v  tones.  Mr. 
Watson  turns  to  go  and  Mrs.  Watson 
remains  on  inside.  Mr.  Watson  suddenly 
sees  basket. 

Mr.  W  a  t  s  o  n — (Greatly  surprised) 
What  is  this?  Mother!  come  here  quick- 
ly!  See  what  is  here! 

Mrs.  Watson — (Comes  hurriedly  and 
as  greatly  surprised.)  My,  where  did 
this  come  from  and  what  is  it?  (They 
remove  cover  and  find  envelope  and 
read  note  which  is  as  follows:)  "Dear 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Watson  and  little  Bobby: 
Please  accept  this  basket  with  our  best 
wishes  for  a  happy  Thanksgiving. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  D.  Hughes." 

Mrs.  Watson — Praise  the  Lord!  Look, 
here  is  the  turkey  already  cooked  with 
all   the  good   things   that  go  with  it. 

Mr.  Watson — Isn't  that  sweet  and 
thoughtful  of  those  dear  people!  But 
look,  here  is  something  else  in  this  en- 
velope (pulls  out  cancelled  note.)  My 
note  for  the  $2,000.00  "Cancelled  with 
my  compliments,  J.  D.  Hughes."  What 
do  you  know  about  that? 

Mrs.  Watson — It  is  almost  unbeliev- 
able!! Hasn't  God  answered  prayer, 
though? 

Mr.  Watson — Yes,  He  always  gives 
more  than  we  ask.  This  should  be  the 
happiest  Thanksgiving  of  our  lives,  and 
I  believe  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hughes  will  have 
a  happy  Thanksgiving,  too.  And  best 
of  all,  little  Bobby  will  not  be  disap- 
pointed. Let's  go  in  and  show  the  basket 
to  Bobby  and  all  thank  God  together. 
(They  take  basket  inside.)    Curtain. 
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of  us  very  much.  We  all  look  forward 
for  it  each  month  and  have  been  taking 
it  for  almost  three  years. — Elnora  Wyatt, 
Mobile,  Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

My  first  time  to  go  to  the  Assembly 
was  this  year.  Oh,  how  I  did  enjoy  it  to 
see  so  many  young  people  in  the  work, 
makes  me  want  to  do  more  for  my  Lord. 
The  young  people's  service  was  grand. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  such  a  helpful 
paper,  it  gives  food  to  our  soul. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  was  very  sorry  about 
your  accident  that  you  couldn't  be  there 
to  enjoy  the  Assembly  with  the  rest  of 
us.  May  God  bless  you  for  your  wonder- 
ful work. — Mrs.  Roy  Lawson,  Townsend, 
Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  appreciate  your  work  in  editing  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  Words  cannot  express 
the  benefit  and  blessings  I  have  received 
from  reading  this  wonderful  paper.  Ev- 
eryone here  can  hardly  wait  until  the 
next  issue. 

"The  Crossroads"  and  the  "Editor's 
Message"  seem  to  be  the  most  popular 
pages  with  our  young  people.  I  hope  you 
will  begin  a  new  serial  when  this  one 
closes. — Bertha  Bothell,  Somerset,  Pa. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

It  has  been  a  long  time  since  I  have 
written  you  and  the  Lighted  Pathway  but 
I  still  enjoy  reading  this  wonderful  paper. 
It  surely  brings  joy,  peace  and  happiness 
to  my  soul  and  has  proven  a  great  bless- 
ing in  my  life. 

We  have  a  band  of  workers  who  are 
doing  all  the  good  they  can.  Many  un- 
saved ones  help  us  in  our  programs.  The 
unsaved  surely  like  the  Lighted  Pathway 
too. 

I  have  been  sick  but  I  praise  God  for 
His  wonderful  healing  power.  Pray  much 
for  us  here  in  these  islands.  May  God  ever 
bless  you,  Sister  Harrison,  in  this  great 
work. — Miss  Vivian  V.  Rigby. 

Dear  Lighted  Pathway  Readers: 

We  are  happy  to  report  victory  for  the 
Lord.  About  two  months  ago  I  organized 
a  Y.P.E.  with  a  nice  group  of  young 
folks.  This  is  a  new  field  for  the  Church 
of  God  but  we  are  gaining  ground  all  the 
time.  When  we  began  services  in  this 
place  all  the  people  were  unsaved  ex- 
cept one  lady  who  had  been  having  serv- 
ices every  Saturday  night. 

Brother  B.  L.  Alford  and  I  started  a 
revival  and  conducted  it  one  month.  Sev- 
eral were  saved  and  one  was  sanctified. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  have  recently  organized  our  Y.  P. 
E.  again.  We  have  twenty-seven  mem- 
bers and  they  are  all  good  workers  and 
want  to  see  the  Y.  P.  E.  go  through 
with  a  big  success.  Our  programs  have 
been  a  big  success.  We  need  all  your 
prayers  that  our  Y.  P.  E.  will  be  more 
successful. 

We  all  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway.— G.  W.  White,  Blue  Diamond, 

Ky.  __# 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  feel  very  much  impressed  this  morn- 
ing to  speak  a  few  words  of  praise  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway  as  it  has  been  such 
a  blessing  to  me  and  others  also. 

When  I  read  "The  Missionary  Tri- 
umph" in  the  August  issue  I  couldn't 
force  back  the  tears  from  my  eyes;  to 
think  what  a  sacrifice  Lou  Bell  Rawley 
made  to  help  lost  souls  get  to  God  and 
what  a  fiery  trial  she  went  through, 
yet  was  willing  to  be  burnt  as  a  sacri- 
fice for  the  Lord  and  His  cause.  It 
makes  me  feel  like  saving  every  nickel, 
dime  and  dollar  I  can  to  help  our  mis- 
sionaries. If  we  can't  go  ourselves  let  us 
help  the  ones  that  are  suffering  for  the 
sake  of  the  gospel  and  lost  souls.  We 
have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Plant  City. 
We  appreciate  our  leader,  Sister  Thelma 
Carter,  she  is  a  wonderful  worker  for 
the  Y.  P.  E.  I  have  been  selling  a  roll 
of  Lighted  Pathways  for  four  months 
and  I  give  the  forty  cents  profit  to  our 
Y.  P.  E. — Dosia  Stephens,  Plant  City, 
Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  never  written  to  you  and  the 
Lighted  Pathway  before  but  I  feel  I 
should  tell  you  that  God  alone  knows  the 
help  and  encouragement  I  have  received 
from  the  pages  of  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

We  have  taken  the  Lighted  Pathway 
for  almost  two  years  and  the  only  thing 
I  am  sorry  for  is  we  never  knew  of  it 
sooner. 

I  am  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God 
at  Winchester,  Idaho.  We  moved  to  Cali- 
fornia in  March,  193  8.  There  is  no 
Church  of  God  in  the  northern  part  of 
California,  so  please  pray  with  me  that 
God  will  make  it  possible  that  a  church 
will  be  established  here. — Agnes  Rowton, 
Tuolumne,  Calif. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  don't  suppose  the  Y.P.E.  has  ever 
told  you  how  much  we  all  appreciate  the 
paper.   It  has  certainly  helped  every  one 


The  people  have  already  caught  a  vision 
to  build  a  church  house.  There  had  been 
about  twenty-four  preachers  in  that  com- 
munity but  they  failed  to  live  up  to 
the  holiness  teachings.  They  preached  so 
the  people  were  disgusted  with  holiness 
but  God  helped  us  to  live  a  life  before 
them  until  they  exclaimed  that  we  were 
different. 

We  have  a  nice  Sunday  School  started 
too.  The  interest  is  good.  The  devil  is 
mad;  he  tried  to  stop  the  services  but  we 
are  going  on  like  nothing  had  happened. 

I  ask  all  who  read  this  to  pray  a  special 
prayer  for  this  place.  There  are  not  any 
churches  in  this  place  and  the  Church  of 
God  has  a  fine  opportunity  to  shine  for 
God. — Stanley  Prescott,  Memphis,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

About  a  year  ago  I  began  reading  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  and  I  can  hardly  tell 
you  how  helpful  it  is  to  me.  I  like  each 
and  every  department  and  ofttime  read 
and  re-read  many  sections  of  each  issue 
as  well  as  frequently  referring  to  former 
issues. 

Especially  do  I  admire  and  appreciate 
the  poetic  selections  which  have  appeared 
during  my  acquaintance  with  your  pub- 
lication and  in  view  of  the  department, 
"Contributions  by  Young  Writers,"  I 
am  submitting  one  of  my  poems  with  the 
hope  that  it  may  have  your  approval  and 
will  be  given  consideration  for  publica- 
tion under  the  above  mentioned  depart- 
ment.— Glenn  Teter,  Elkins,  W.  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  name  of  our  Lord.  I 
am  one  of  the  new  members  of  the 
Church  of  God  but  nevertheless  a  loyal 
one.  I  am  also  a  steady  reader  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  can  truthfully 
say  I  like  it  better  than  any  paper  or  re- 
ligious magazine  I  have  ever  read  and  I 
have  read  and  subscribed  to  quite  a  few 
different   ones. 

I  am  twenty-one  years  old  and  I'm  in 
full  time  evangelistic  work  and  my  great- 
est interest  is  among  the  young  people 
because  I  have  found  that  Jesus  satisfies 
the  younger  people  completely  and  we  can 
live  a  consecrated  life  for  our  Master  and 
find  peace  and  joy  we  never  found  in 
the  world  of  sin. 

I  had  been  with  Free  Pentecost  for  a 
long  time  but  the  pastor  at  the  Church 
of  God  at  Jasonville,  Ind.  called  me  there 
for  a  revival.  I  went  from  there  to  Car- 
bon, Ind.  where  I  took  fellowship  with 
the  Church  August  27.  I  also  had  the 
great  privilege  of  attending  the  Assem- 
bly and  my  soul  is  still  overflowing  from 
the  blessing  I  received  there  and  I'm  en- 
couraged to  go  on  and  work  harder  than 
ever  before  and  above  all,  I'm  so  glad 
to  feel  that  I  am  a  part  of  this  great  or- 
ganization.— Mary  E.  Brooks,  Jonesboro, 
Ind. 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 

Then  I  heard  the  voice  of  the  Master 
Say,    "My   brightest    gems    by    fire — I 
try." 


Our  Helper 

Jesus  is  our  helper,  He  is  our  true  friend 

and  guide. 
He  will  walk  closely  by  our  side; 
Each  day  as  we  grow  older, 
In   the  Spirit  we  grow  bolder. 

Jesus  is  our  helper,  He  will  guide  us  safe- 
ly home; 

No  more  in  this  world  in  sin  we  roam, 

On  the  judgment  day,  we  will  meet  our 
helper  there, 

Then  up  in  glory  we'll  all  the  joys  share. 

— Pauline  Ellis. 

The  Voice  of  the  Master 

I   once  traveled  in   sin's   pathway, 

And  carried  a  burden  of  sin; 
Till  one  night  in  a  Pentecost  mission 

Jesus  knocked  at  the  door — wanted  in. 
I   had    tried   all   sin's   vain   pleasures, 

Nothing  satisfied  my  longing  soul 
Till  I  heard  the  voice  of  the  Master 

Say,   "Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 

I  found  my  way  to  an  altar, 

I  sought  Him  with  all  my  heart, 
Till  Jesus  in  mercy  heard  me; 

Bade  my  sins  depart, 
Into  the  sea  of  forgetfulness, 

To  be  remembered  no  more, 
Then  I  found  the  peace  and  pleasure, 

That    never    were    mine    before. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  the  Master 

Saying,   "Come  be  set   apart; 
I   must   have   a   separate   people, 

I   want   first   place  in  your  heart." 
So  the  things  I  once  held  dearest, 

Began   to   slip    from    view, 
And  as  I  began  to  go  deeper, 

The   pathway  opened   up   new. 

I  started  seeking  more  power, 

Jesus  promised  ere  He  went  away; 
I  made  a  complete  consecration, 

On  one  bright   Sabbath  day. 
His   holy   presence   came   sweeping 

Over  my  soul  in  endless  praise! 
I  lifted  my  hands  toward  heaven, 

His  glory  engulfed  me  in  waves. 

The  Holy  Ghost  was  abiding! 

It  was  not  a  question  any  more, 
For  I  received  it  as  the  Apostles, 

As  recorded  in  Acts  two  and   four; 
Then  I  began   to  cry  in  earnest, 

"No  matter  what  the  cost  may  be, 
Make  me  a  blessing  to  others, 

Help  me,  Lord,  to  be  more  like  Thee." 

So  He  began  to  gently  lead  me, 

In   the   way  which  He   thought   best, 

It   seemed   the   way  most   lonely, 
The  one  with   the  hardest  test; 

Sometimes  I  began  to  murmur, 
Sometimes   I   questioned   "why" 


Friends  all  began  to  forsake  me, 

My  brightest  dreams  withered  away, 
My  fondest  hopes  and  ambitions 

At   my  feet  in  ashes  lay; 
But  I  had  caught  sight  of  a  vision! 

That  lost  one  in  the  cold  dark  night, 
I  cried,  "Lord,  make  me  more  like  Thee, 

That  I  might  give  others  the   light." 

Though  my  home  may  be  a  suitcase, 

My  abode  I  know  not  where, 
I  have  learned  to  be  contented 

As  long  as  my  Lord  is  there; 
Heartaches  and  trials  assail  me, 

The  lonesome  hours  come  stealing  too, 
But  I  hear  the  voice  of  the  Master 

Say,  "Have  I  not  chosen  you?" 

So  onward  I  go  rejoicing, 

Knowing  "His  way  is  best, 
He  knows   the   sure  way   to   glory, 

Though  it  may  be  the  way  of  test." 
So  I'll  trust  and  gladly  follow, 

Lead  me  anywhere  He  may; 
I  know  when  life's  day  is  over, 

A  crown  awaits  at  the  end  of  the  way. 

So  whenever  I'm  tempted  to  murmur, 

When  thorns  press  along  the  way, 
I  remember  back  to  Calvary, 

How  great  was  His  "all"  that  day. 
I  look  ahead  toward  Glory, 

I  can  almost  hear  the  Master  say, 
"Welcome  home  at  last,  my  child, 

For  all  of  Eternity's  day." 

— Mary  Ellen  Brooks,  Jonesboro,  Ind. 

Reconstruction  at    Sundown 

Just  before  sundown  the  young  man 
with  the  tired,  defeated  face  leaned 
heavily  against  the  porch  railing  of  his 
farm  house.  He  was  thinking  bitterly 
about  the  rent  that  was  due  and  the  dis- 
agreeable fact  that  he  had  no  money 
with  which  to  pay  it.  He  was  thinking 
of  the  clothes  his  four  children  needed 
for  the  hard  winter  just  around  the 
corner  and  the  stock  he  had  to  feed  with 
nothing  to  feed  them  with.  Added  to 
all  this — not  because  of  it — John  Dill- 
man's  spirituality  was  at  a  very  low  ebb. 

What's  the  use,  he  thought  despairing- 
ly, his  shoulders  sagging  lower,  of  try- 
ing to  be  a  Christian?  He  couldn't  live 
it;  there  wasn't  any  use  of  trying.  But 
he  didn't  care  about  the  pleasures  of  the 
world  anymore.  If  he  stopped  going  to 
church  there  wouldn't  be  anything  left. 
O  Lord,  why  was  he  ever  born?  Why 
was — ? 

John  looked  around  with  a  frown  as 
the    children    rushed    hilariously    out    on 


the  porch.  "Can't  you  make  a  little  more 
noise?"  he  shouted.  The  children  calmed 
instantly.  Junior,  who  was  the  oldest, 
looked  injured,  "Why  we're  going  to 
Betty's  birthday  party,  Dad,"  he  said. 

"Well,  all  right,  go  on." 

When  the  children  had  started  off 
down  the  road,  Mary  dropped  into  a 
chair  and  John  sat  on  the  top  step.  It 
had  been  a  long  time  since  they  had  had 
a  chance  to  sit  and  watch  the  sunset. 
In  the  silence,  there  could  be  heard  the 
constant  chirp  of  crickets  and  the  dis- 
tant bark  of  a  dog.  The  sun  had  set  now 
and  Mary  and  John  sat  watching  the 
afterglow  flooding  the  western  sky. 

As  he  watched  it  John  was  reminded 
of  the  song: 

"When   the   sun   of   your   life   has    gone 

down 
And  the  clouds  in  the  west  turn  to  gold, 
Endless    night    then    to    you     will     have 

come, 
If  the  light  has  gone  out  in  your  soul" 

and  he  realized  suddenly  that  the  light 
had  gone  out  in  his  soul.  On  the  day 
when  the  God  of  heaven  and  earth 
weighed  him  in  the  balances  would  he 
be  found  wanting?  Could  the  King  of 
glory  say  to  him,  "Well  done,  thou  good 
and  faithful  servant"?  On  that  wonder- 
ful day  when  the  patriarchs,  martyrs, 
and  saints  clasped  the  nail-riven  hand  of 
the  Son  of  God  where  would  he  be? 
Where,  John  wondered,  with  a  tighten- 
ing of  his  throat,  did  he  have  the  joy 
that  use  to  flood  his  heart  and  make 
him  feel  as  rich  as  a  millionaire  as  he 
walked  behind  his  plow?  As  he  watched 
the  fading  sunset  John  felt  as  if  nothing 
was  worth  while.  Oh,  Lord,  he'd  give 
anything  to  have  that  peace  he  used  to 
have  back  in  his  heart  and — Mary's.  As 
he  thought  of  his  wife,  he  looked  across 
at  her.  Theirs  wasn't  a  happy  home  since 
they  had  lost  the  joy  of  salvation.  It  was 
filled  with  strife  and  discontent.  Oh, 
why  couldn't  they  be  like  they  use  to 
be?  Everything  was  so  awful — so  aw- 
ful— John  looked  again  at  his  wife.  Were 
there  tears  in  her  eyes  or  did  he  just 
imagine  it?  Had  she  been  thinking  of  the 
things  he  had?  That  still,  small  voice 
whispered  that  it  was  time  to  pray.  Mary 
was   looking   at   him. 

"Let  us  pray,  Mary." 

There  was  a  sob  in  her  throat  as  she 
answered,    "All    right,    John." 

They  knelt  there  on  the  porch  of  that 
old  farmhouse  as  twilight  began  to  fall 
and  poured  out  their  hearts  to  the  One 
who  always  understands.  When  the  first 
star  came  out  it  shone  upon  the  happy 
faces  of  John  and  Mary,  who  were  just 
as  poor  financially  as  before  but  who 
now  had  the  assurance  that  when  the 
sun  of  their  life  had  gone  down  they 
would  march  through  the  gates  of  pearl 
and  sit  at  the  feet  of  the  King  of  glory. 
— Ruth  Morgan,  Lake  Orion,  Mich. 
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Hymn  Stories 


"ROCK  OF  AGES,  CLEFT 
FOR  ME" 

Calvin  W.  Laufer 

For  a  hymn  to  survive  it  must  be  de- 
votionally  adequate.  The  heart  of  man 
is  so  constituted  that  it  needs  constant 
spiritual  sustenance.  Without  inner  re- 
newal man  cannot  add  to  his  spiritual 
stature.  If  he  hopes  at  all  to  grow  into 
the  Divine  image,  he  must  be  nourished 
by  springs  of  grace.  Emerson  says  that 
the  Gulf  Stream  will  run  through  a 
straw  if  it  is  parallel  to  the  current. 
So  is  it  with  the  soul.  Something  of  the 
great  God  will  not  only  pass  through 
the  soul,  but  stay  there,  if  it  is  open  to 
what   he   is. 

A  number  of  years  ago  the  writer 
was  privileged  to  travel  with  a  mission- 
ary in  Colorado.  Much  of  the  territory 
covered  in  the  trip  was  confined  to  the 
irrigated  districts  of  the  state.  It  was  a 
marvelous  experience  to  see  how  arid 
prairie  lands  had  been  converted  into 
fruitful  fields  and  gardens.  The  ever- 
lasting hills  were  pouring  their  bounty 
into  the  plain,  which  blossomed  as  the 
rose. 

"Rock  of  Ages,  Cleft  for  Me"  is  a 
hymn  that  connects  the  soul  with  un- 
failing springs.  Millions  of  people  feel 
so  about  it;  it  is  the  world's  favorite 
hymn.  In  a  vote  taken  by  the  Sunday 
at  Home  magazine  in  1887,  this  hymn 
was  first  with  3,215  ballots.  Only  three 
other  hymns  had  more  than  three  thou- 
sand votes,  namely,  "Abide  with  Me: 
Fast  Falls  the  Eventide,"  "Jesus,  Lover 
of  My  Soul,"  and  "Just  As  I  Am, 
Without  One  Plea."  Professor  Saintsbury 
says  of  it,  "Every  word,  every  syllable 
of  this  really  great  poem  has  its  place 
and  meaning."  John  Julian  avers  that 
"no  other  hymn  has  had  so  broad  and 
firm  a  grasp  upon  the  English-speaking 
world." 

The  hymn  was  written  by  Augustus 
M.  Toplady  in  a  time  of  religious  con- 
troversy with  John  Wesley,  with  whom 
he  differed  in  theological  convictions. 
The  hymn  was  a  kind  of  metrical  protest 
which,  now  that  the  dispute  is  forgot- 
ten and  because  of  its  lyric  beauty  and 
religious  fervor,  is  endeared  to  millions. 
The  hymn  made  its  first  appearance  in 
The  Gospel  Magazine  for  March,  1776, 
as  the  concluding  lines  of  an  article  by 
Toplady. 

The  popular  story  of  its  genesis  is 
that  one  day  Toplady  was  caught  in  a 
shower  and  found  refuge  in  the  cleft 
of  a  rock  near  Blangdon  Church,  Som- 
erset, England,  where  he  was  a  curate. 
In  the  fissure  of  the  rock  he  found 
shelter.   This   experience,   it   is   supposed, 


inspired  the  hymn.  Whether  this  is 
true  or  not,  one  thing  is  certain:  the 
rocky  craig,  rising  seventy  or  eighty 
feet,  was  often  in  his  eye.  This,  together 
with  Biblical  passages  referring  to  the 
Rock  of  Ages,  was  evidently  in  his  mind 
when  he  wrote  the  hymn  in  1775,  elev- 
en years  after  he  left  the  Blangdon 
Church.  Whatever  the  source,  and 
the  writer  is  inclined  to  give 
credence  to  tradition,  for  inner 
comfort,  for  assurance  of  heart, 
and  for  absolute  confidence  in  Christ's 
redeeming  work  the  hymn  is  perhaps 
unexcelled.  For  exquisite  lines,  rapturous 
movement,  warmth  and  passion  it  will 
be  sung  until  the  angels  take  it  tip  in 
the  paradise  of  God. 

ROCK  OF  AGES,  CLEFT  FOR  ME 

"Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee; 
Let  the  water  and  the  Blood, 
From   Thy  riven  side  which   flowed, 
Be  of  sin   the  double  cure, 
Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 

"Not  the  labors  of  my  hands 
Can    fulfill   Thy   Law's   demands; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could   my   tears    forever   flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone. 

"Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simply   to  Thy  Cross   I  cling; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress, 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace; 
Foul,  I  to  the  fountain  fly; 
Wash   me,   Saviour,   or   I   die. 

"While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me,   • 
Let   me  hide  myself  in  Thee." 

— Christian  Home. 


The  hymn  is  very  dear  to  the  writer, 
owing  to  an  experience  of  his  pastoral 
days.  At  the  close  of  a  service  he  was 
rushed  to  a  prominent  home  where  the 
mother  was  dying.  In  her  last  hour, 
with  devoted  sons  and  daughters  at  her 
side,  she  led  them  in  the  first  stanza  of 
"Rock  of  Ages,  Cleft  for  Me"  in  such 
clear  notes  that  all  felt  that  the  physi- 
cian was  mistaken,  and  that  she  must  re- 
cover. Then  she  raised  her  hand  for 
quiet,  and  led  in  The  Lord's  Prayer.  A 
few  minutes  later  she  was  gone. 

At  the  funeral  of  Gladstone,  who 
translated  the  hymn  into  Latin,  Greek, 
and  Italian,  it  was  sung  by  a  great  con- 
gregation with  such  feeling  and  tender- 
ness that  mighty  England  must  have 
been  consoled. 

Such  is  the  character  of  the  hymn's 
ministry.   Dr.   Charles   S.  Robinson,  edi- 


tor of  several  hymnals,  declared  it  "the 
supreme  hymn  of  the  language."  Oliver 
Wendell  Holmes,  in  writing  to  Harriet 
Beecher  Stowe,  expressed  himself  as  fol- 
lows: 

"I  recognize  its  wonderful  power  and 
Solemnity.  *  *  It  is  the  Protestant 
Dies  Irae." 

Fannie  Crosby  and  Her 
Hymns 

The  astonishing  rapidity  with  which 
Miss  Crosby  produced  many  of  her 
hymns  is  shown  in  the  case  of  the 
hymn,  "Safe  in  the  Arms  of  Jesus."  Mr. 
W.  H.  Doane,  the  well-known  musical 
authority,  played  music  to  her  which 
he  said,  "says,  'Safe  in  the  arms  of  Je- 
sus.' "  She  then  went  to  her  room  and 
in  about  thirty  minutes  returned  with 
the  words  of  the  hymn.  This  hymn  has 
been  said  by  one  eminent  preacher  to 
have  given  more  solace  than  any  other 
to  mothers  who  have  lost  their  children. 
Bishop  Hannington  was  overheard  sing- 
ing it  when  he  was  being  dragged  off  by 
savages  in  a  fatal  attack  made  vipon  him. 

Some  more  of  Miss  Crosby's  well- 
known  songs  are,  "Saved  by  Grace," 
"Jesus,  Keep  Me  Near  the  Cross," 
"Blessed  Assurance,"  "Savior  More  Than 
Life  to  Me,"  "All  the  Way  My  Savior 
Leads  Me,"  "I  Am  Thine,  O  Lord," 
"Close,  Close  to  Thee,"  "I  Shall  Know 
Him,"  and  "Rescue  the  Perishing."  It 
is  said  that  the  last-mentioned  song  was 
written  one  evening  after  she  had  re- 
turned home  from  speaking  at  a  rescue 
mission  where,  after  a  young  man  was 
saved,  he  had  told  her  he  was  ready  then 
to  meet  his  mother  in  heaven. 

The  songs  of  Miss  Crosby  have  been 
especially  well-mated  with  appropriate 
melodies.  This  fact  has  very  probably 
aided  them  very  materially  in  gaining 
the  great  popularity  which  they  enjoy 
in  the  Christian  world. 

Among  her  many  warm  friends  Miss 
Crosby  highly  esteemed  the  friendship 
of  the  famous  gospel  singer,  Ira  D. 
Sankey.  In  his  last  days  he  too  became 
blind.  She  tells  of  a  visit — the  last  she 
ever  made  him — when  he  was  both  blind 
and  bedridden.  They  wept  and  sang  and 
prayed  together.  On  one  occasion 
Sankey  told  her  that  when  he  got  to 
heaven  he  would  meet  her  at  the  eastern 
gate  of  the  city,  take  her  by  the  hand 
and  lead  her  along  the  golden  street 
straight  up  to  the  throne  of  God  and 
tell  Him  that  they  had  finally  seen  Him 
face  to  face,  saved  by  His  matchless, 
boundless  grace  and  that  they  were 
satisfied. 

The  beautiful  humility  and  the  great 
interest  taken  by  Miss  Crosby  in  others 
makes  the  writer  think  of  that  other 
modern  miracle  of  God's  grace — Uncle 
Buddie  Robinson.  Each  illustrates  what 
(Continued  on  page   22) 
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AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

that  it  would  add  greatly  to  my  hap- 
piness. I  was  thinking  about  Freckles, 
the  newsboy  of  whom  I  have  spoken  to 
you  so  often.  He  was  the  only  friend 
I  had  in  the  saddest  and  lonelinest  hours 
of  my  life.  God  has  been  very  good  to 
me,  He  gave  me  a  true  father  and 
mother  in  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester  when 


pers  and  some  other  leading  papers  pub- 
lished a  notice  trying  to  locate 
"Freckles"  or  "J.  D.  R."  But  to 
Stephen's  sore  disappointment  they  did 
not  receive  even  a  single  letter  in  re- 
sponse and  he  gave  up  in  despair. 

It  was  now  Thursday  morning — only 
two  weeks  until  the  wedding  day.  Joy 
Louisa  and  her  mother  were  very  busy. 
Joy  insisted  on  making  her  own  wedding 
dress.   She  agreed  with  her  mother   that 


they  took  me  into  their  Christian  home      no  matter  how  talented  a  young  woman 

is,  or  what  her  calling  or  station  in  life 
may  be,  in  order  to  be  worthy  of  the 
name,  wife  and  mother,  she  should 
know  how  to  be  a  homemaker,  and 
know  how  to  do  the  things  common  to 
homemaking. 

While  Joy  Louisa  was  busy  and  happy 
with  her  preparations  for  the  great 
event,  Grace  in  the  far  West  was  en- 
gaged in  the  same  delightful  task  of 
preparing   her   trousseau. 

"A  letter  from  Elizabeth,"  said  Mrs. 
Ludlow,  holding  the  already  opened  en- 
velope in  her  hand  when  Mr.  Ludlow 
came  home  for  lunch.  "Elizabeth,  Theo- 


and  into  their  hearts;  I  have  now  found 
you,    my    dear    grandparents,    and    I    am 
soon  to  be  married  to  a  beautiful,  Chris- 
tian,  young   woman   who  has   consented 
to    become    my    wife;    however,      I    am 
wondering  where  Freckles  is.  His  mother 
was  dead  and  his  father  was  a  drunkard. 
They   never  went   to   church;      Freckles 
told   me   that  he   had   never  been   inside 
of  a   church   building.   There   was   some- 
thing  noble   about    that   boy   and   yet   I 
fear   sometimes   that   perhaps   with   such 
sinful  surroundings  he  may  have  yielded 
to  the  allurements   of   wicked   men   and 
that  now  perhaps  he  is  a  drunk- 
ard like  his  father.  How  I  long 
to   see   him    and      tell    him    the 
story      of   Jesus,      the      sinners' 
friend   and  Savior. 

"The  last  time  I  saw  him 
was  the  day  before  I  was  con- 
verted. That  day  I  gave  him, 
what  I  treasured  more  than 
anything  I  possessed,  the  book 
'Mother,'  the  last  gift  from 
my  own  father.  I  have  prayed 
for  him  every  day  since  that 
time  and  I  hope  that  God  has, 
before  this,  thrown  His  arms 
of  love  and  mercy  about  him 
and  saved  him.  If  Freckles 
could  be  here  on  my  wedding 
day  my  happiness  would  be 
more  than  complete." 

"Stephen,"  said  Mr.  Ludlow,  "let  us 
make  one  more  effort  to  find  him.  We 
will  advertise  in  all  the  leading  Chicago 
papers  and  in  some  of  the  other  large 
cities  and  perhaps  we  may  yet  be  able 
to  locate  him." 

"Grandfather,"  Stephen  answered 
thoughtfully,  "it  would  indeed  be  a 
miracle  if  we  should  be  able  to  find 
him  now.  He  was  then  about  ten  years 
of  age  and  would  now  be  about  twen- 
ty. I  do  not  even  know  his  name,  every 
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Which  Way  Are  You  Going? 


At  the  hour  of  nine,  on  Wednesday 
morning,  Mr.  Ludlow's  big  car  again 
halted  at  the  depot  platform  awaiting 
the  arrival  of  the  train  from  the  West. 
To  the  great  disappointment  of  all,  they 
were  informed  that  there  had  been  a 
cloudburst  in  the  mountains,  and  that 
a  washout  would  prevent  trains  from 
coming    through    for   some   time. 

Thirty  minutes  later  they  received  a 
telegram  from  David,  stating  that  he 
and  his  father  had  taken  a  bus  and  were 
planning,  if  possible,  to  make  connec- 
tion with  another  east  bound  train, 
hoping  yet  to  arrive  at  Elm  Point  in 
time  for  the  wedding  ceremony  to  take 
place   at   high  noon  on  Thursday. 

There  were  some  very  anxious  mo- 
ments, but  just  two  hours  before  noon 
a  train  pulled  into  the  depot  and  to  the 
joy  of  all,  David  and  his  father  arrived. 
There  was  only  time  for  a  hasty,  in- 
formal introduction  to  Grace's  relatives 
whom  David  had  never  met.  At  twelve 
o'clock  the  guests  were  all  assembled 
in  the  large  and  beautifully  decorated 
double  parlors.  Mary  Sylvester 
was  seated  at  the  piano  playing 
the   wedding   march. 

It  was  indeed  beautiful  when 
the  two  young  bridal  couples 
stood  under  the  double  arch  of 
lovely  pink  and   white  roses. 

Grace  and  Joy  Louisa  were 
gowned  alike.  Both  wore  spot- 
less white  and  carried  large 
bouquets  of  white  and  pink 
roses.  Stephen  and  David  were 
about  the  same  height,  a  little 
over  six  feet  tall.  They  wore 
carefully  tailored  suits.  The 
ceremony  was  very  simple  but 
beautiful.  All  present  felt  that 
the  Lord  drew  very  near  when 
these  four  Christian  young  peo- 


ple took  the  sacred  vows  of  holy  matri- 
dore  and  Grace  expect  to  arrive  here  mony  and  pledged  their  love  for  each 
next    Saturday.    That   is    almost    a    week      other  for  life. 


A  wedding  dinner  was  served  to  a 
large  number  of  guests,  after  which  the 
bridal  pairs,  with  relatives  and  friends, 
were  seated  in  the  parlors  engaged  in 
pleasant    conversation. 

Mrs.  Ludlow,  who  had  walked  in  very 
close  fellowship  with  her  Lord  for 
many  years  and  who  was  always  deeply 
interested  in  every  one's  personal  relig- 
ious experience,  drew  near  to  David  and 
one  called  him  Freckles.  I  know  his  ini-      °f  twelve  coaches  to  the  depot.  Theodore,  d  .       ^      -d  .  „D     id 


before  the  wedding  day.  David  and  his 
father  will  not  arrive  until  Wednesday 
morning.  I  am  glad  that  Elizabeth  and 
family  will  be  here  to  help  plan  the 
decorations." 

At  the  hour  of  nine  Saturday  morn- 
ing the  shrill  whistle  of  the  approaching 
train  sounded  loud  and  clear.  Slowly  the 
great  locomotive  pulled  its  heavy  burden 


tials,  but  that  would  not  help  us  much 
I  remember  the  initials  because  one  day 
he  told  me  that  they  were  the  same 
as  J.  D.  Rockefeller,  and  that  he  wished 
his  mother  would  call  him  by  that  name 
because  his  highest   ambition  was  to  be 


Elizabeth  and  Grace  alighted.  Soon  Mr. 
Ludlow's  car  brought  them  safely  to 
the   Ludlow    home. 


you  are  now  our  grandson,  but  we  have 
met  for  the  first  time  only  a  few  hours 
ago  and  have  not  yet  had  much  oppor- 
unity  to  get  acquainted.  I  know  that 
you  love  the  Lord  with  all  your  heart, 
but    would    you    mind    telling    me    how 


The  next  few  days  all  were  busy  and 

soon  all  plans  for  the  happy  event  were 

perfected.    For    decorations      they      had 

come  a  millionaire.  If  we  only  knew  his      chosen   the   colors   white  and   pink.   The      long  you  have  been  a  Christian,  and  how 

name  then  there  might  be  some  chance      flowers   had   been   ordered   and   all   were      your  conversion  came  about?  Were  you 

to  find  him."  happy   and   waiting   for   the      train      on      reared  in  a  Christian  home.  Did  you  get 

The    following    day    the    Chicago    pa-      Wednesday   to  bring  David.  saved  as  a  child  or  when  a  young  man? 
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I  think  we  would  all  like  to  know." 

"Yes,  Grandmother,  I  am  always  de- 
lighted to  tell  what  the  Lord  has  done 
for  me.  It  may  be  somewhat  out  of  the 
ordinary  to  convert  a  wedding  day  into 
a  testimony  meeting,  however,  I  shall 
be  glad  to  tell  you  of  my  Christian  ex- 
perience." 

"It  is  quite  appropriate  in  this  case," 
said  Mr.  Ludlow.  "All  the  guests  are 
Christian  people  and  you  are  a  stranger 
in  our  midst.  Elizabeth  has  just  in- 
formed me  that  your  conversion  and  like- 
wise your  father's  is  very  remarkable 
and  I  am  certain  that  all  present  would 
be  delighted   to  hear  about  it." 

"You  asked  me,  Grandmother,  whether 
I  was  reared  in  a  Christian  home,"  said 
David,  beginning  his  story.  "No,  I  am 
sorry  to  say  that  I  was  not.  My  mother 
died  when  I  was  eight  years  of  age,  and 
my  dear  father  who  is  here  today,  and 
who  has  now  been  a  devoted  Christian 
for  a  number  of  years,  was  then  a 
drunkard.  As  he  will  tell  you  he  did  not 
draw  a  sober  breath  for  seven  years.  Fa- 
ther tells  me  that  when  he  and  Mother 
were  married  Mother  was  a  Christian  and 
he  a  church  member,  but  without  vital 
salvation.  He  soon  yielded  to  the  induce- 
ments of  wicked  men  and  became  a 
heavy  drinker  and  a  gambler.  Not  hav- 
ing any  help  from  my  father,  and  no 
Christian  friends  to  fellowship,  and  be- 
ing a  member  of  a  cold,  formal,  pleas- 
ure-loving church,  my  mother  soon  gave 
up  the  fight  and  became  almost  as  sin- 
ful as  my  father,  although  I  do  not 
think  that  she  ever  drank  intoxicating 
liquor  or  gambled. 

"As  a  family,  we  were  eking  out  a 
miserable  existence.  From  the  time  that 
I  was  seven  years  old  I  almost  altogether 
supported  the  family  by  selling  papers. 
Young  as  I  was,  I  had  become  very  sin- 
ful, following  in  the  footsteps  of  my 
mother  and  father,  but  through  the  in- 
fluence of  a  another  newsboy  I  gave  up 
the  use  of  cigarettes  and  profanity.  One 
day  I  rebuked  my  mother  for  using  pro- 
fane language,  saying  that  I  was  try- 
ing to  quit  the  habit  and  that  she  as 
my  mother  ought  to  be  a  help  to  me  in- 
stead of  hindering  me.  This  deeply  con- 
victed her  of  her  sins  and  she  immedi- 
ately went  to  prayer,  and  was  soon  re- 
claimed and  again  found  peace  with 
God.  A  few  weeks  later,  however,  my 
precious  mother  became  ill  and  the 
Lord  took  her  home  to  heaven. 

"For  a  time  after  my  mother's  death 
my  dear,  heartbroken  father  went  deep- 
er and  deeper  into  sin.  We  now  moved 
to  a  new  locality,  into  one  small,  dark 
basement  room.  The  burden  of  earning 
a  livelihood  and  seeing  my  father  intox- 
icated continually,  and  often  beating  me 
I  cruelly,  caused  me  to  be  discouraged  at 
times.  In  my  loneliness  I  longed  once 
more  to  see  the     boy  through  whose  in- 


fluence I  had  quit  the  use  of  profanity 
and  cigarettes.  I  remembered  that  he  had 
told  me  that  his  father,  who  had  been 
killed  in  an  automobile  accident  shortly 
before  this  time,  was  happily  converted 
a  week  before  his  death  and  that  after 
his  conversion  he  was  very  happy  and 
when  dying  he  told  his  little  boy  that 
he  was  going  to  heaven." 

By  this  time  Stephen  was  leaning  for- 
ward, gripping  tightly  the  arms  of  the 
chair  in  which  he  was  seated.  His  face 
was  pale  and  he  was  staring  at  David. 
"Stephen,  dear,  what  is  the  matter?" 
asked  Joy  Louisa  in  a  whisper,  "are  you 
ill?  You  look  so  strange." 

Stephen    relaxed    and    leaned    back    in 
his  chair  saying  in  a  low  whisper,  as  he 
took  Joy  Louisa's  hand  in   both  of  his, 
"No,   dear,   I  am  not  ill,   I   will  explain 
later,   I   must   not   interrupt   him  now." 
David   was   so   interested      in      telling 
what  the  Lord  had  done  for  him  that  he 
failed   to  notice   the   peculiar   actions   of 
Stephen.  He  continued,  "I  only  saw  my 
dear    little    friend,    the    newsboy,       once 
after  we  moved.   One  day   after  a  vain 
attempt   to  again   find   him,   whose   full 
name   I   never  knew,   but   who   was   the 
only  true  friend  I  had  in  the  world,     I 
came  home  sad  and  discouraged.  I  saw  a 
church  on  the  corner.  I  was  attracted  to 
it  because  I  recognized  the  name  on  the 
sign,  above  the  door,  to  be  the  same  as 
that  of  the  church  in  which,  as  the  lit- 
tle newsboy  had  told  me,  his  father  had 
been  converted.  I  made  the  acquaintance 
of   the  kind  janitor  who  invited  me   to 
the   service.      The      second      time    I    at- 
tended I  was  converted,  and  O  Grand- 
mother,  what   a  happy  day  that  was!   I 
now  had  found  a  friend  in  Jesus  and  He 
comforted  my  lonely  heart.   I  asked  the 
minister,  Rev.  Venice,  and  some  of  the 
Christian  people  to  help  me  pray  for  my 
father,     that  he  too     might     become  a 
Christian.    A    few    weeks    later    God,   in 
mercy,    saved    him    also.      A    few    years 
later  I  had   a   divine   call   to  preach   the 
gospel.    Immediately    after    his    conver- 
sion  my  father   got    employment    and   I 
began  to   attend   the  public   school.   We 
later  moved   West   so   that   I   might   at- 
tend  a   holiness   college   to   prepare   my- 
self for  the  ministry.  There  I  met  your 
granddaughter,    my   dear   Grace,   who   is 
now  my  precious  wife. 

"There  is  one  thing,  however,  that  al- 
ways brings  a  tinge  of  regret  and  sad- 
ness to  my  heart,  and  that  is,  although 
I  have  tried  again  and  again,  I  have 
never  been  able  to  find  the  newsboy 
through  whose  influence  I  started  on  my 
way  to  heaven.  The  last  time  I  saw  him 
he  gave  me  a  book  entitled  'Mother' 
which  I  now  have  in  my  suitcase.  I 
tried  to  follow  the  commands  and  ad- 
vice of  the  sweet-faced  lady  and  it 
helped  me  to  defeat  the  enemy  when 
the  battle  was  hard.  This  book  was  the 


most  precious  treasure  the  little  news- 
boy had,  for  it  was  the  last  gift  from 
his  father;  but  because  some  kind  Chris- 
tian people  had  given  him  a  home  he 
gave  me  the  book,  telling  me  to  adopt 
the  sweet-faced  lady  for  my  mother, 
saying  that  it  would  help  me  to  be 
good.  If  I  ever  meet  him  again  in  this 
life  I  want  to  restore  to  him  this  treas- 
ure, the  book  that  helped  to  shape  my 
life  for  good  and  helped  me  to  steer  my 
bark  toward  the  golden  shore." 

"Freckles!  O  Freckles!  is  this  you?" 
Stephen  leaped  to  his  feet  and  in  an  in- 
stant enfolded  David  in  his  arms. 

"David!"  he  said,  "I  am  Stephen,  the 
newsboy — I  have  tried  to  find  you  for 
these  many,  many  years.  You  were  the 
only  true  friend  I  had  during  the  dark- 
est and  loneliest  days  of  my  life;  now, 
to  add  to  my  already  great  happiness,  the 
Lord  has  sent  you  to  me  on  my  wedding 
day.  So  you  are  J.  D.  R.,  John  David 
Rockford;  to  me,  however,  you  will  al- 
ways be  kindhearted  Freckles." 

Then  turning  to  the  guests  Stephen 
said,  as  he  stood  with  one  hand  resting 
on  the  shoulder  of  David,  and  the  other 
on  the  shoulder  of  his  beautiful  bride, 
"My  happiness  is  now  more  than  com- 
plete— Freckles  always  had  a  desire  to 
become  a  millionaire,  but  now  we  both 
possess  what  millions  can  not  buy.  We 
have  been  restored  to  each  other  on  our 
wedding  day,  and  have  many  friends  and 
loved  ones;  we  both  have  Jesus  Christ, 
with  Joy  Louisa  and  Grace  by  our 
sides,  to  tell  the  sweet  story  of  Jesus 
and  His  love." 


"The  end"  did  you  say,  dear  reader, 
as  you  close  the  book  and  lay  it  aside? 
If  the  reading  of  the  story,  though  you 
may  think  it  interesting,  is  "the  end," 
then  the  author  has  utterly  failed  in  her 
purpose;  then  many  prayers  that  ascended 
to  the  throne,  while  writing,  are  all  un- 
answered. 

Reading  the  book  should  be  only  the 
beginning  of  its  mission. 

If  the  reader  is  now  in  childhood's 
morning,  and  is  being  reared  in  a  Chris- 
tian home,  and  has  not  yet  been  con- 
verted, then  let  him  take  heed  that  he 
follow  not  in  the  footsteps  of  Charles 
Ludlow,  who  broke  his  parents'  hearts, 
blighted  all  the  fond  hopes  of  his  own 
life,  and  wrecked  his  own  home;  all  be- 
cause he  failed  to  embrace  the  oppor- 
tunities, that  were  his,  to  get  saved  while 
young. 

Or,  if  my  reader  is,  perchance  a  youth 
or  maiden  indulging  in  questionable 
amusements  such  as  the  card  table,  the 
dance  or  the  theater,  then  I  beg  that 
he  remember  Judith  Delver — yes,  she 
was  beautiful,  she  was  popular — but  she 
was  worldly  and  without  Christ.  She  had 
passing  pleasure,  but  she  broke  her  hus- 
band's   heart    and    wrecked    their    home. 
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Her  only  child  was  worse  than  an  orphan 
while  she  yet  lived,  and,  saddet  of  all,  she 
died  without  hope  of  heaven. 

Or  perhaps  the  reader  is  but  a  child, 
and  unfortunate  like  Stephen,  an  or- 
phan, deprived  of  the  love  and  care  of 
both  father  and  mother;  then  let  him  re- 
member that  God  has  promised  to  be  a 
Father  to  the  orphan.  Stephen  alone  in 
his  shack  on  the  alley,  day  by  day, 
prayed  earnestly  for  the  care  and  pro- 
tecting hand  of  God  to  direct  his  life. 
In  answer,  God  raised  up  a  true  father 
and  mother  in  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sylvester 
who  trained  him  in  the  fear  and  admoni- 
tion of  the  Lord.  He  was  enabled  to  get 
an  education,  was  called  to  high  and 
holy  calling,  that  of  preaching  the  gos- 
pel, and  God  provided  for  him  a  beau- 
tiful, talented  and  consecrated  young 
woman  who  became  his  wife.  He  will 
come  with  rejoicing  to  the  end  of  the 
way,  bearing  precious  sheaves  with  him, 
all  because  he  made  Christ  his  choice 
while  young. 

Let  any  reader  who  may  be  enslaved 
by  sinful  habits,  remember  that  the 
Christ  of  Calvary  who  broke  the 
shackles  that  were  binding  Freckles'  fa- 
ther, has  the  same  power  to  deliver  all 
who  come  unto  Him. 

May  parents  who  have  no  call  to 
any  specific  Christian  work,  but  who 
live  in  comfortable  homes,  emulate  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Sylvester,  who  opened  wide 
the  door  of  their  humble  Christian  home 
to  a  friendless  orphan  boy,  and  let  them 
remember  that  even  the  giving  of  a 
cup  of  cold  water  in  the  Master's  name 
shall  not  be  left  unrewarded. 

Every  character  in  the  book  has  a 
background  of  a  real  life  and  portrays 
some  person  that  has  come  under  the 
author's  own  observation. 

The  design  of  this  volume  and  the 
prayer  of  the  author  is,  that  the  influ- 
ence of  the  book  may  live  long  after  the 
reader  has  come  to  "the  end"  of  the 
story;  that  it  may  help  him  to  steer 
clear  of  the  rocks  and  shoals  upon  which 
some  of  the  characters  portrayed, 
wrecked  their  frail  barks,  and  that  he 
may  take  Christ  as  the  Captain  of  his 
salvation,  and  with  chart  and  compass, 
safely  enter  the  Harbor  by  and  by. 

THE  END 


You  may  order  the  book,  "At  the 
Crossroads,"  from  the  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
Price  $1.00. 


Children's  Bible  Lesson  No.  4 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
down  to  deliver  them  into  a  land  flow- 
ing with  milk  and  honey."  God  was 
going  to  deliver  them  from  Pharaoh,  and 
Moses  was  to  be  the  leader.  Moses  was  to 
lead  his  poor,  hard-working  people  out  of 
Pharaoh's  land,  where  they  were  so  un- 
happy, "unto  a  land  flowing  with  milk 
and  honey."  The  best  part  was  that  God 
Himself  would  go  with  them  and  show 
them   the   way. 

There  were  two  ways  to  go  to  the 
"land  flowing  with  milk  and  honey." 
By  the  most  wonderful  sign  God 
showed  Moses  which  way  to  take.  Up  in 
the  sky  He  placed  a  great  cloud — "pil- 
lar of  cloud"  the  Bible  says.  Moses  took 
the  way  following  that  cloud.  At  night 
the  pillar  of  cloud  blazed  into  a  pillar 
of  fire.  God  was  in  the  pillar  of  cloud 
by  day,  and  the  pillar  of  fire  by  night. 
For  many,  many  years  that  cloud  led 
Moses  and  his  people.  Sometimes  it  stood 
still  and  whether  it  were  two  days  or 
a  month  or  a  year,  as  long  as  the  cloud 
stood  still  Moses  and  his  people  stood 
still.  It  was  the  cloud  that  kept  them 
from  getting  lost. 

What  happened  to  the  children  of  Is- 
rael if  they  failed  to  do  the  work  Pha- 
raoh asked  them  to  do?  They  were 
cruelly  beaten.  What  did  God  do? 
He  sent  Moses  to  deliver  them. 
How  did  God  lead  them?  By 
pillar  of  cloud  by  day  and  pillar  of 
fire  by  night.  Was  God  in  the  pillar  of 
cloud  and  of  fire?  "Yes.  What  kept  the 
children  of  Israel  from  getting  lost? 
The  pillar  of  cloud. 

Smile  Encouraged  Livingstone 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
David  Livingstone  never  quite  forgot 
that  moment.  It  was  the  smile  that  he  re- 
called, and  it  helped  to  make  him  a 
great  missionary-explorer.  Years  later, 
after  his  strenuous  life  had  left  its  mark 
of  privation  on  his  body,  he  still  recalled 
that  smile.  And  to  his  closest  friends 
he  often  made  the  remark  that  it  was 
Rev.  Arthur's  smile  that  had  given  him 
the  courage  to  become  a  missionary — 
Youth. 


Note: 

As  the  committee  has  not  decided 
what  story  will  be  run  as  a  serial  num- 
ber we  are  unable  to  publish  the  name 
in  this  issue.  Watch  the  December  issue 
for  the  new   serial   story. 


Night  Brings  Out    the    Stars 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
affliction  came  upon  him,  nor  prove 
his  innocence.  He  did  know  that  his 
Redeemer  was  alive,  and  expected  that 
when  he  was  tried,  he  would  come  forth 
as  gold.  Finally  he  had  the  honor  of 
praying  for  his  friends,  "and  the  Lord 
turned  the  captivity  of  Job,  when  he 
prayed  for  his  friends:  also  the  Lord 
gave  Job  twice  as  much  as  he  had  be- 
fore," and  made  his  life  a  source  of 
blessing  and  comfort  to  all  who  have 
been    afflicted. 

Wesley    says:      "One  of    the   greatest 


evidences  of  God's  love  to  those  that 
love  Him,  is  to  send  them  afflictions 
with  grace  to  bear  them.  Our  heavenly 
Father  does  not  delight  to  see  His  chil- 
dren suffer.  He  allows  temptations  and 
afflictions  to  come  upon  them,  know- 
ing well  that  in  no  way  can  He  pro- 
duce great  characters.  The  lives  of  holy 
men  remind  us  that  every  affliction  is 
an  opportunity  to  glorify  God."  People 
watch  us  very  closely  during  these 
times.  They  expect  us  to  act  different 
than  the  world.  I  have  a  picture  of  the 
timber  line  tree  hanging  on  the  wall. 
It    always   brings   me   inspiration. 

"Far    up,    with    branches     flung     across 

a   frosty   sky,   there   stands   a   gnarled 

old  pine. 
It  lives  where  other  life  gives  in,  where 

wind   and    rock     begin — the      timber 

line. 

After  all,  those  who  help  us  most  are 
those  who  live  "where  other  life  gives 
in;"  those  who  overcome  by  the  grace 
of  God  where  others  fail.  We  should  not 
complain  when  God  sends  us  afflictions, 
for  He  wants  to  manifest  through  us  His 
matchless  grace.  We  should  not  despair, 
for  He  hath  said,  "As  thy  days,  so  shall 
thy  strength  be."  "If  we  suffer  with 
him,  we  shall  also  reign  with  him."  The 
suffering  may  be  severe,  but  the  reign- 
ing will  be  glorious.  The  suffering  will 
be  but  for  a  little  while,  the  reigning 
will  be  forever.  "Fear  none  of  those 
things  which  thou  shalt  suffer."  "Be 
thou  faithful  unto  death  and  I  will 
give  thee  a  crown  of  life." — The  Chris- 
tian  Witness. 


How  to  Develop  Friendship 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
ing,  and  sweep  the  cabin,  see,  and  make 
your  bed  and  Jim's.  It's  a  bit  hard  for 
him  to  reach  that  upper,  and  then  at 
breakfast  you  can  handle  the  cocoa  urn, 
and  then  give  me  a  hand  on  the  tennis 
court — and,  if  you  like,  I'll  help  you 
finish  that  tom-tom  you  were  toiling 
over  so  forlornly  yesterday — and  at 
two,   I'm  beating   you   at   tennis." 

So  it  came  about  that  Dick  made  one 
of  the  truly  great  discoveries  of  life — 
that  friendship,  after  all,  essential  and 
necessary  to  every  one  of  us,  is  largely 
a  matter  of  unselfish  good  will — a  won- 
derfully sweet  and  beautiful  flower,  full 
of  an  aroma  which  is  irresistible.  For  as 
Emerson  says,  "to  have  a  friend,  you 
must  be  one." — The  Boys'  World. 

Fannie  Crosby  and  Hymns 

(Continued  from  page  19) 
can  be  done  for  a  human  life  thorough- 
ly yielded  to  God's  will. 

The  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  is  much 
richer  in  its  expression  of  God's  love  in 
song  because  Miss  Crosby  lived.  Her 
hymns  stir  the  soul,  kindle  the  imagina- 
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tion  and  invigorate  the  courage.  Through 
the  medium  of  heaven-born  song  Fanny 
Crosby  has  pushed  back  the  fringes  of 
spiritual  night  and  permits  us  to  catch 
a  glimpse,  as  it  were,  of  the  Eternal 
City  whose  maker  and  builder  is  God. 
She  has  caused  multitudes  to  realize 
that  Jesus  is  near  and  to  call  upon  Him, 
"Pass  me  not  O  gentle  Savior,  hear  my 
humble   cry." — Selected. 

EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
to  that  strong  hand  of  God,  until  we 
open  our  eyes  in  a  better  world;  but 
then,  oh  praise  His  name,  how  wonderful 
it  will  be  when  the  silver  lining  of  all 
our  clouds  will  be  turned  loose  in  that 
grand  city!  No  wonder  the  Word  speaks 
of  its  beauty,  its  brightness  and  its 
splendor.  Now  we  want  you  to  remem- 
ber we  are  still  writing  a  Thanksgiving 
message.  It  may  not  sound  that  way 
but  just  wait  till  we're  through  and  let 
us  sum  it  all  up  and  see  if  we  can  make 
one  from  its  contents. 

We  are  listening  now  to  the  storm 
clouds  of  war.  It  comes  to  us  from  ev- 
ery angle.  Over  the  radio  and  through 
the  press.  My,  how  our  hearts  are  al- 
most failing  us  for  fear  of  what  is  com- 
ing upon  the  world.  Fathers  and  moth- 
ers are  thinking  of  that  beautiful  boy 
of  theirs,  so  kind  and  gentle  and 
thoughtful,  who  will  perhaps  have  to 
be  called  out  to  give  his  life  for  his 
country.  It  may  be  he  is  not  saved.  It 
is  time  now  that  we  were  thinking  of 
these  boys  and  that  they  are  thinking 
[of  themselves.  Let  us  now  go  back  to 
|  our  message  in  song,  "The  Ninety  and 
iNine,"  and  thank  God  for  that  precious 
One  who  is  searching  all  through  the 
mountains  wild  for  these  wandering 
boys  to  get  them  ready  for  the  storm 
clouds  of  war.  Boys,  what  will  you  do 
about  it?  To  the  "Ninety  and  Nine" 
may  I  admonish  you  as  you  lay  safely 
in  the  fold,  will  you  not  be  an  instru- 
ment in  God's  hands  to  seek  out  these 
wandering  ones  and  bring  them  in  for 
Jesus?  He  is  depending  on  you. 

There  are  loved  ones  away  from  home 
at  this  festive  time.  Distance  is  too 
great  to  bring  you  together  with  the 
loved  ones  at  home.  Here  is  a  little 
verse  we  want  to  dedicate  to  you.  To 
those  who  do  not  have  a  home  in  this 
world  we  especially  dedicate  this  song 
to  you  and  will  you  praise  God  with  me 
that  we  need  never  be  without  a  home 
if  we  keep  Jesus  with  us,  and  we  can. 
Anyivhere     is    home,    let    come    and    go 

what   may, 
Anywhere  I  roam,  He  keeps  me  all  the 

way; 
So    for    His    dear    sake,     my     cross     I'll 

meekly   bear, 
Anywhere  is   home,   if   Christ  my   Lord 

is  there. 


TRAVELOGUE 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
"monsoon."  It  was  very  sultry  that 
night,  but  the  next  day  a  breeze  arose 
and  sure  enough,  we  have  been  enjoy- 
ing monsoon  wind  and  showers.  The 
wind,  of  course,  makes  the  sea  rougher 
and  the  clouds  and  rain  cool  the  air, 
so  that  this  afternoon  is  very  pleasant 
and  as  I  said,  I  hope  it  is  like  this  when 
time  comes  for  us  to  land,  instead  of 
blazing  hot  as  I  suppose  it  can  easily 
be.  Really,  we  have  had  a  fine  trip, 
which  we  greatly  appreciate  but  now  we 
are  quite  eager  to  get  ashore  and  into 
our  work. 

If  I  have  any  special  news  between 
now  and  Sunday  I  shall  write  a  few 
lines  more;  but  if  nothing  more  than 
seeing  sky  and  sea,  I  shall  just  mail 
this  as  soon  as  we  are  ashore  so  you 
will  have  the  earliest  possible  news  of 
our  safe  arrival.  Wish  we  could  send 
a  cable  but  it  is  really  too  expensive. 
We  surely  shall  be  glad  to  get  our  mail 
which    I'm    sure    awaits    our    arrival. 

Here's  best  love  to  each  of  you  from 
both  of  us  and  hello  to  all  our  friends. 
Do  all  continue  in  prayer  for  us. — Lov- 
ingly,  Mildred   and   Hoyle. 

Friday  A.  M. 

Pouring  rain,  with  sunshine  between 
showers — delightfully  cool.  However,  I 
raised  a  slight  sweat  trying  to  pack  in 
the  cabin. 

I  must  tell  you  about  two  evenings 
we've  had  on  board.  A  few  nights  ago 
a  young  couple  came  to  vis  after  din- 
ner and  the  girl  asked  if  we  danced.  We 
said,  No,  of  course.  Then  she  asked  if 
we  approved  of  it,  so  we  had  an  oppor- 
tunity to  express  our  firm  convictions 
against  it.  They  argued,  as  all  these 
Englishmen  seem  to  enjoy  doing,  but  the 
news  of  our  views  soon  swept  the  boat 
and  caused  quite  a  bit  of  discussion  even 
until  yet.  The  same  evening  a  Miss 
Rcnshaw  introduced  herself  to  us  and 
inquired  into  our  work  and  beliefs.  She 
is  a  Methodist,  going  to  teach  in  a  mis- 
sionary high  school  in  southern  India. 
She  has  been  there  eight  years.  She  be- 
lieves in  a  "born  again"  experience  and 
consecration  but  is  so  ignorant  of  true 
sanctification  and  the  Holy  Ghost.  She 
thinks  she  has  the  Holy  Ghost;  just 
cannot  understand  the  baptism.  The 
Lord  blessed  us  in  talking  to  her  and 
though  she  did  not  agree  with  us,  she 
did  listen,  consider,  and  stopped  her  ar- 
gument. We  trust  the  seed  was  sown 
and  leave  the  harvest  to  God. 

Last  evening  a  group  of  young  peo- 
•ple  accosted  us  again  concerning  danc- 
ing and  others  joined  the  group  and 
conversation  and  we  had  plowed  all 
over  by  midnight  including  all  worldly 
amusements,  smoking,  drinking,  gamb- 
ling, etc.,  and  finally  covering  the  whole 


plan  of  salvation.  One  man  said,  "Well, 
I  can't  even  take  communion  in  my 
church  if  we  are  to  touch  no  wine!" 
Of  course,  we  told  him  our  church  used 
pure  grape  juice,  but  they  can't  con- 
ceive of  that  even.  Another  man  said  he 
certainly  hoped  there  was  no  "eternal 
life,"  so  you  see  how  he  must  be  en- 
during this  life.  Oh,  it  was  pitiful.  They 
feel  that  Christ's  teachings  must  be 
modified  and  interpreted  to  fit  into 
20th  century  life!  They  cite  their  well- 
beloved  clergy — men  who  approve  and 
participate  in  smoking,  dancing,  games 
of  all  sorts,  etc.  Oh,  it  makes  my  heart 
ache  to  enlighten  these  poor  English 
heathen. 

Saturday  P.   M.,  May  28. 

We're  ready  and  eager  to  leave  the 
boat.  We  certainly  have  had  an  exceed- 
ingly good  voyage  all  the  way.  Surely 
God  has  had   His   hand   on   us. 

I  meant  to  tell  you  Hoyle  and  I  both 
had  to  be  vaccinated  on  this  ship.  Of 
course  I  was  expecting  it  for  me,  but  he 
has  been  vaccinated  before.  But  no 
one  can  land  at  Cochin  who  has  not  been 
vaccinated  within  the  last  three  years 
and  has  a  certificate  to  show  same.  So 
we've  both  had  a  touchy  left  arm,  but 
not  one  bit  of  trouble — no  infection, 
took  very  nicely  and  felt  uncomfort- 
able only  a  day  or  two.  Really  God  has 
blessed  us  wonderfully.  We  are  very 
grateful,  realizing  we  could  have  had 
any  number  of  serious  troubles,  instead 
of  none.  I  feel  fine — even  the  heat  has 
not  affected  me,  except  to  make  me 
sleepy.  Believe  I  had  the  best  night's 
rest  last  night  that  I've  had  on  this 
ship. 

Yes,  I  must  tell  you  about  the  eats 
on  board.  Breakfast,  8:15  a.  m.;  lunch 
1:00  p.  m.;  dinner  7:3  0  p.  m.  For 
breakfast  I  usually  have  grapefruit,  ce- 
real with  banana,  egg  and  toast,  or 
griddle  or  rice  cakes  with  the  most  de- 
licious golden  syrup,  tea  and  strawber- 
ry or  raspberry  jam.  Our  waiter  soon 
learned  my  preference  of  strawberry 
and  guess  whose  jam  all  of  it  is? — 
"Crosse  and  Blackwell,"  made  in  Lon- 
don! It  really  is  quite  good — almost  as 
good  as  real  Blackwell  strawberry  pre- 
serves! At  11  a.  m.  soup  was  served  in 
the  cooler  regions,  now  ice  cream!  Guess 
we  probably  had  our  last  for  awhile  this 
a.   m.! 

The  food  is  very  well  seasoned  but 
some  of  the  vegetables  are  quite  Eng- 
lish— some  I'd  never  heard  of  before. 

You  will  probably  notice  this  letter 
is  not  postmarked. 

"Cochin."  Don't  worry — we  have  ar- 
rived here  safely,  but  I  wanted  fo  rush 
this  letter  to  you  as  soon  as  possible  so 
it's  coming  air  mail.  Since  Cochin  is  not 
an  airpo  t  the  letter  is  postmarked  at 
the   nearest    airport.    Understand? 
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Surely  hope  all  is  well  at  home. — Mil- 
dred  and    Hoyle. 

NOTE:  We  want  to  apologize  to 
Brother  and  Sister  Stark  for  using  the 
wrong  heading  to  their  article  in  last 
issue.  It  was  through  a  mistake  as  this  is 
a  story  and   not   a   Travelogue. — Editor. 

Marked  by  Drinking  Parents 

(Continued   from   page    13) 

amination  showed  her  spine  was  literally 
decayed.  Maud,  like  myself,  never  mar- 
ried. We  were  like  sweethearts.  She, 
too,  was  marked  by  our  parents'  drink- 
ing. 

I  have  two  other  sisters.  Both  are 
married  and  have  children.  Each  of 
these  sisters  has  a  nervous  affection  of 
the  neck  or  face.  At  times  they  cannot 
hold  their  heads  still  because  of  the  dis- 
order. One  sister  writes  me  often  about 
the  "drawing"  in  her  neck  which  con- 
stantly bothers  her. 

My  brother  has  something  of  the 
same  malady.  Oh,  the  curse  that  we 
have  suffered,  my  sisters,  my  brother 
and  I,  from  this  thing  called  alcohol. 
There  are,  no  doubt,  many  thousands 
like  us  who  bear  the  marks  of  the  curse. 
But  few  realize  what  marked  them,  what 
was  responsible  for  their  unfortunate 
condition. 

I  do,  and  I  am  praying  that  God  will 
raise  up  leaders  who  will  guide  this  na- 
tion out  of  darkness  into  the  way  of 
righteousness   for  His   name's   sake. 

The  people  will  generally  walk  in  the 
light,  when  they  are  given  to  see  the 
light. 

It  doesn't  take  a  prophet  to  foretell 
what  a  gruesome  harvest  we  shall  reap 
from  the  seeds  that  this  nation  is  now 
sowing. 

This  is  my  message.  May  it  burn 
deeply  into  the  hearts  of  some  of  my 
fellow  beings. 

For  the  sake  of  my  sister,  my  broth- 
er, and  their  children,  I  sign  this  article 
simply, 

"DAVID." 


The   Moving   Thanksgiving 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

Where  could  Mammy  be?  The  little 
house  seemed  dark,  but  Nancy,  peering 
in  through  a  front  window,  caught  a 
faint  line  of  light  beneath  the  door 
leading  to  the  kitchen.  Of  course  Mam- 
my was  at  home,  but  being  somewhat 
deaf  she  had  not  heard  the  knocking. 
Nancy  picked  her  way  around  to  the 
rear  of  the  cottage  and  stepped  softly 
up  on  to  a  tiny  back  porch.  Here  she 
lifted  her  hand  to  knock  again  when 
the  sound  of  a  voice  arrested  her.  In- 
voluntarily Nancy  stepped  over  to  a 
narrow  window  and  gazed  into  the  dim- 
ly  lighted   kitchen. 

At    first    she    saw    only    the    oil    lamp 


turned  low  on  the  table.  Then,  in  its 
feeble  glow,  she  discerned  Mammy  Mary 
kneeling  by  a  chair.  Nancy  stood  rigid, 
her  heart  pulsing  strangely.  Those  frail 
hunched  shoulders,  that  gray  head  bent 
so  low!  Mammy's  faltering  voice  was 
raised   in    no   uncertain   petition. 

"O  Lawd,"  beseeched  Mammy,  "don't 
let  'em  take  my  ole  house  away  from 
me.  Lawd,  you  de  only  one  knows  jus' 
how  many  years  I  washed  an'  ironed  an' 
scrubbed  to  help  pay  fer  dis  place.  You 
members  all  'bout  my  chilluns,  Lawd — 
Sam  an'  Lizzie  an'  Ernie  an'  Maybelle, 
an'  de  liF  baby  who  died — all  borned 
under  dis  same  old  roof.  You  members 
how  my  man  Jim  lived  hyar  wif  me  fer 
twelve  years,  Lawd,  and  died  in  yonner 
room.  His  las'  words  was:  'Mary,  don' 
you  ebber  give  up  dis  house.  De  young 
uns'll  grow  up  an'  go,  but  you  stay.' 
O  Lawd — "  Mammy's  voice  rose  to  a 
bitter  wail — "dere  ain't  a  corner  in  dis 
four-room  house  where  I  cayn't  'mem- 
ber de  cryin'  an'  laughin'  of  chilluns. 
Dere  ain't  a  winder  where  I  don'  see 
young  smilin'  faces.  O  Lawd,  good 
Lawd,  don't  let  'em  get  Mammy  outen 
dis  ole  cabin.  De  ground  ain't  much, 
but,  Lawd,  I  asks  you  in  all  earnest,  to 
lift  me  an'  dis  house  up  togedder,  like 
you  did  ole  Lijah,  'fore  you  lets  de 
town  folks  wreck  it  'roun'  me.  Lawd, 
you  kin  do  it  if  you  wants  to.  You  kin 
do    anything,    Lawd — " 

Nancy  fled  stumbling  because  of  tears. 
Old  Mammy  had  such  confidence  in 
God!  God  often  worked  in  mysterious 
ways,  but  never  in  any  such  miracu- 
lous way  as  that — always  through  hu- 
man agencies,  or  so  it  seemed  to  Nancy. 
Human  agencies?  These  two  words  re- 
peated themselves  questionly  in  Nancy's 
mind.  Human  agencies?  Well,  why  not? 
Such  a  big  bright  idea  smote  Nancy 
Morrow  right  then  and  there,  that  she 
clapped  her  hands  to  her  head  and  ran 
every  step  of  the  way  home,  chimes 
and    street    lights    all    forgotten. 

Promptly  at  nine-thirty  the  next 
morning,  Nancy  called  at  Judge  Gray's 
office.  The  judge  himself  opened  the 
door  for  her. 

"Good  morning,  Nancy  Morrow. 
What  is  on  your  mind?  I'll  wager  that 
you  are  worrying  over  the  Mammy 
Mary  matter.  I've  never  seen  you  look 
so  sober,  and  there's  a  determined  gleam 
in  your  eye.  I'll  say  that  my  hands  are 
up  before  you  begin!" 

Nancy  laughed.  Judge  Gray  certainly 
knew   how   to   make   callers   comfortable. 

"I  can  tell  you  my  errand  in  less  than 
five  minutes,"  she  promised,  smiling  up 
into  the  judge's  round,  rosy  face  and 
kindly  eyes,  shining  behind  huge  horn- 
rimmed spectacles.  Then,  hurriedly,  she 
sketched  her  plan,  Judge  Gray's  en- 
thusiasm   kindling    as   she    talked. 

"You   are   a   life-saver,      Nancy!"      he 


cried.  "And  now  you  and  I  will  go  and 
call  upon  each  councilman  individually. 
The  council  holds  an  extra  session  to- 
night and,  after  our  calls  today,  I  am 
sure  it  will  vote  unanimously  for  this 
new  and  better  plan  of  moving  Mammy 
Mary." 

After  this,  things  moved  swiftly. 
The  councilmen  were  visited  and  that 
night,  as  Judge  Gray  had  prophesied, 
the  new  measure  whirled  through  with- 
out one  dissenting  vote.  At  Judge 
Gray's  suggestion,  Miss  Nancy  Morrow 
was  delegated  to  present  the  new  prop- 
osition   to   Mammy   Mary. 

Nancy,  in  the  Morrow's  old  car,  feel- 
ing quite  tremulous  with  the  weight  of 
such  responsibility,  drew  up  in  front 
of  Mammy  Mary's  cottage.  She  found 
Mammy  sitting  on  her  back  step,  gaz- 
ing dejectedly  down  upon  a  dead  rose- 
bush. 

"Dat  rosebush,  Miss  Nancy,  uster 
have  a  Thanksgivin'  rose  reg'lar  as  de 
day  came  roun'.  But  lately,  all  my 
flowers  is  dying'  on  dis  lot.  De  town's 
crowdin'  me  too  close,  I  reckon." 

"Mammy,  it's  just  too  bad,"  sympa- 
thized Nancy,  "but  you  come  and  take 
a  ride  with  me  and  you'll  feel  better. 
It's    a    beautiful    day — " 

"Honey,  you's  not  trying  to  git  me 
away  from  my  old  house,  is  you?  No, 
no,  honey,  I  knows  you's  not.  'Pears 
like  all  kinds  ob  ugly  questions  'bout 
my  bes'  frien's  pops  into  my  min'  dese 
days.  Course  Pse  comin'  fer  a  ride.  Lan' 
sakes,  ain't  dis  fine,  rollin'  long  jus  like 
a  lady?  An'  you  some  driver,  honey.  I 
tells  de  worP  dat  de  young  gals  is 
steppin  'on  de  gas  dese  days.  But  where's 
dis  you's  stoppin,  honey?  Ain't  dis  ole 
Miss  Allie  Lane's  place?  I  knows  it,  eben 
if  her  house  is  burned  down.  Nebber  was 
a  yard  so  full  ob  pretty  growin'  things. 
She  done  gib  me  many  a  lubly  slip.  Mine 
is  mostly  all  daid  now,  while  hers  is 
growin'  here  almos'  de  same  as  if  Miss 
Lane  was  livin'." 

Nancy's  great  opportunity  had  come. 
She  leaned  tenderly  toward  the  old  col- 
ored   woman. 

"How  would  you  like  to  live  here, 
Mammy?  Here  under  these  big  elm 
trees,  with  the  roses  in  summer  climb- 
ing  all   over   the   fence   and — " 

"Chile,  you  is  in  cahoots  wid  de  rest 
of  'em.  You  wants  to  pull  me  outen  my 
own  ole  house.  Miss  Nancy,  honey,  I 
nebber    thinks    it    ob    you." 

"Then,  don't  dare  to  think  it  of  me 
now!"  Nancy  mentally  lashed  herself 
for  bungling  things.  "Don't  think  it  of 
me  now,  dear  Mammy!"  Her  young 
arms  went  around  the  frail,  shaking 
shoulders.  "What  I  mean  is  this — that 
if  you  like  these  lots,  which  have  al- 
ready been  bought  for  you  by  the  city, 
why,  dear  Mammy,  the  town  council  has 
voted  to  move  your  own  old  house  with 
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every  shingle  and  nail  in  it  over  here 
where  your  good  friend,  Miss  Lane,  used 
to  live.  And  that  isn't  all.  They  voted, 
also,  to  repair  and  to  decorate  your  old 
house  inside  and  out.  You  won't  have 
to  spend  a  dollar  of  what  the  town  pays 
you  for  your  old  lot.  You  can  put  that 
in  the  savings  bank  and  draw  the  in- 
terest." 

Mammy  Mary  did  not  seem  to  hear 
Nancy's    last    sentence. 

"Move  my  own  ole  house!  Move  dis 
ole  woman!"  Mammy's  faded  eyes 
shone;  her  hands  clasped;  her  voice  rose 
exultantly. 

"Praise  de  Lawd,  who  answers  prayer! 
Me  an'  my  old  house  to  be  lifted  up  like 
ole  Lijah!  I  didn't  say  what  Gawd  was 
to  do  after  dat,  but  if  he's  plannin'  to 
lif  me  an'  my  ole  house  up  togedder, 
He  mens  to  set  us  down  togedder  in  a 
better  place.  Now  let's  get  out  a  min- 
ute, honey.  I  wants  to  see  if  dat  same 
honeysuckle  bush  dat  Miss  Allie  slipped 
fer  me  is  still  climbin'  ober  de  back 
fence.  Dere  'tis,  Miss  Nancy,  an'  some 
green  leaves  hangin'  on  it  still  jus'  like 
I'm   hangin'   on   to   life." 

Exactly  four  days  before  Thanks- 
giving, the  great  moving  took  place. 
Big  Bill  Reed,  the  best  house  mover  in 
the  county,  personally  supervised  every- 
thing with  kindness  and  great  consid- 
eration for  Mammy  and  her  belongings. 

"Pack  up  your  dishes,  Mrs.  Mammy, 
an'  let  everything  else  stand  just  where  it 
is.  Nothin's  goin'  to  be  budged.  An' 
don't  you  budge,  Mrs.  Mammy.  You 
just  set  by  your  front  window  an  en- 
joy the  sights  as  we  roll  along." 

"Oh,  no,"  interrupted  Nancy  Mor- 
row, standing  near.  "Mammy  must 
stay  at  our  house  while  her  own  house 
is  being  moved.  Something  might  happen 
to  her!" 

But  Mammy  never  questioned  the 
Providence  that  was  lifting  her  and  her 
old  house  up  together. 

"Whar  my  ole  house  goes,  I  goes," 
she  said,   and   that   settled   that. 

So  Mammy  Mary's  house  with  Mam- 
my herself  in  it,  smiling  and  waving  her 
hand  through  the  front  window,  rolled 
in  creaking  majesty  down  the  wide 
street.  For  several  blocks  they  traveled. 
Then  over  a  sidewalk,  then  gently  they 
were  heaved  up  and  up,  after  which  her 
old  house  was  as  gently  set  down  upon 
the  stone  foundation  prepared  for  it  in 
Miss   Lane's   grassy   yard. 

Not  unattended  had  Mammy  Mary 
rolled  along  to  her  new  plot  of  ground. 
Every  foot  of  the  way  an  enthusiastic 
crowd  had  accompanied  her.  Now 
friends  new  and  old  swarmed  in  to 
congratulate  Mammy.  A  load  of  new 
lumber  rattled  down  in  the  yard  out- 
side. A  painter  in  smeary  white  over- 
alls appeared.  Tom  Morrow  and  his 
gang  began  filling  Mammy's  coal  buck- 


ets while  Nancy  and  her  friends  meas- 
ured   for    new    window    curtains. 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  confusion,  a 
messenger  appeared  with  a  special  de- 
livery  letter. 

Earnie  and  Maybelle,  Mammy's  two 
youngest  children,  were  on  their  way 
home  for  Thanksgiving,  coming  in 
■Earnie's  new  car  clear  from  .Oklahoma. 
Earnie's  ten-year-old  girl  coming,  too! 
Never  had  Mammy  seen  that  grand- 
child. 

"Praise  de  Lawd!  Praise  de  Lawd!" 
she  quavered  at  the  news.  Then,  sudden- 
ly throwing  her  apron  up  over  her  gray 
head,  she  burst  into  nervous  weeping. 

Nancy  took  the  helm  again.  Quietly 
she  dispersed  the  crowd,  built  up  the. 
fire,   and   made   Mammy   tea   and   toast. 

After  a  little  while,  Mammy,  quite 
calmed,    referred    to   an   old   subject. 

"It's  jus'  dis  way,  Miss  Nancy,  you 
asks  Gawd  fer  something  an'  berry  often 
He  goes  for  one  better.  Now,  dis  joy  of 
Maybelle  an'  Earnie  comin'  home  fer 
Thanksgivin',  an'  my  gran'chile  dat  I 
ain't  nebber  seen,  comin'  too,  dat's 
somthin'  Gawd  is  throwin'  in  fer  good 
measure.  Already,  He'd  done  de  great 
thing  in  liftin'  me  an'  my  house  up 
togedder.  Dat  was  a  sure  nuff  mir'cle! 
Ain't    dat    so,    honey?" 

Suddenly  into  Nancy's  own  heart  and 
mind   came   the   shining   truth. 

"It  was  nothing  else,  Mammy  dear," 
she  agreed  softly. 

NOTICE 

As  only  a  very  few  of  the  state  Y. 
P.  E.  superintendents  have  reported  we 
are  waiting  to  publish  the  names  until 
the  next  issue.  All  who  have  not  re- 
ported to  headquarters,  please  do  so  at 
an  early  date.  We  want  a  complete  list 
for  the  next  issue.  Some  of  the  other 
states  are  already  getting  into  the  har- 
ness and  if  you  are  not  careful  you'll 
get  behind.  Address  your  mail  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Rules  for  Awarding    the    Na- 
tional Y.  P.  E.  Banner 

During  the  General  Assembly  the 
young  people  submitted  to  the  General 
Overseer,  Council  of  Twelve  and  the 
Bishops'  Council  a  number  of  sugges- 
tions through  their  committee,  T.  F. 
Blackwell,  chairman,  R.  J.  Johnson,  sec- 
retary, and  T.  L.  Forrester. 

After  some  discussion  all  of  the  sug- 
gestions apparently  could  not  be  granted, 
yet,  it  was  unanimously  decided  by  the 
Bishops'  Council  that  the  General  Over- 
seer comply  with  the  requests,  as  far  as 
it  was  conveniently  possible;  therefore, 
I  have  endeavored  to  formulate  the 
rules,  in  my  opinion,  that  will  be  fair 
to  all  states.  We  appreciate  the  sugges- 
tions and  assistance  of  others  in  this 
matter,  and  are  granting  as  far  as  pos- 


sible the  requests  made  by  the  Y.   P.  E. 
during  the  Assembly. 

We  offer  this  six-point  contest,  which 
is  as  followTs: 

1.  Largest  average  Y.  P.  E.  attend- 
ance in  proportion  to  church  member- 
ship. 

2.  Largest  increase  in  circulation  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  in  proportion  to 
the  church  membership  in  the  state 
(subscriptions  and  Gideons). 

3.  Greatest  number  of  Y.  P.  E's  or- 
ganized   this    Assembly    year. 

4.  Largest  number  of  Y.  P.  E's  ac- 
cording to  number  of  churches. 

5.  Highest  percentage  of  faithfulness 
in  reporting  to  the  state  superintendent. 

6.  Largest  number  of  qualified  mem- 
bers of  reading  circle  in  proportion  to 
Lighted    Pathway   circulation. 

Further    requirements: 

1.  Age  limit — 5-13  years,  Juniors; 
13-35  years,  Seniors.  Those  Endeavors 
which  have  no  Junior  Y.  P.  E.  will  not 
be  allowed  to  count  any  except  those 
from   13-3  5   for  the  contest. 

2.  All  Lighted  Pathways  must  be 
paid  for  prior  to  September  2  5,  1939  in 
order  to  be  counted  in  the  contest.  The 
number  of  unpaid  magazines  will  be 
deducted  from  the  total  number. 

Incidently  a  special  effort  is  being 
made  to  establish  a  Reading  Circle  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  which  girdles  the 
globe. 

This  contest  began  with  the  Septem- 
ber, 193  8,  issue  and  will  end  September 
2  5,  193  9.—/.  H.  Walker,  General  Over- 


The  Unbroken  Circle 

Order  this  splendid  play  at  once  and 
put  it  on  at  your  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  very  im- 
pressive and  may  be  the  means  of  the 
salvation  of  souls.  This  is  very  easy  to 
put  on.  Price  2  5  c. 

We  have  also  another  short  play, 
"Enlisting  in  the  Army  of  the  Lord," 
which  you  could  use  in  your  programs. 
Price  10c.  To  change  about  and  make 
your  programs  different  will  keep  the 
interest  high.  Never  have  your  pro- 
grams so  cut  and  dried  that  God  can- 
not change  them  if  He  sees  best.  To 
make  a  good  program  give  God  a  chance 
to  work.  For  you  to  sit  down  and  do 
nothing  for  your  meetings  and  depend 
on  God  doing  it  all  they  are  pretty  apt 
to  be  a  failure.  When  you  do  your  part 
God  will  do  the  rest. — Editor. 

Silver  Lining 

How  about  selling  one  hundred  Silver 
Linings  and  make  $15.00  for  your 
church?  They  sell  at  2  5c  each.  You  keep 
$15.00  and  send  $10.00  to  me.  Send 
money  in  advance  or  give  good  security. 
— Editor. 
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Note  of  Thanks 

Dear  Friends: 

I  am  taking  this  method  to  thank  you 
for  the  nice  cards  and  letters  you  sent 
me.  I  would  like  to  answer  every  one 
separately,  but  that  would  be  quite  an 
undertaking.  One  sister  closed  by  say- 
ing, Meet  me  in  heaven.  I  thought, 
How  I  should  like  to  meet  every  one  of 
you  and  know  you  and  you  know  that 
I  was  the  one  you  sent  cards  and  letters 
to.  However,  you  wouldn't  know  me  by 
my  afflicted  body. 

I  have  arthritis,  an  incurable  disease, 
so  far  as  this  world  is  concerned.  But  we 
know  God  can  and  does  heal  when  it  is 
His  will  and  faith  takes  hold  of  His 
promises. 

God  has  been  with  me  in  a  wonder- 
ful way.  All  these  years  that  I  have  been 
afflicted  I  haven't  been  in  bed  as  much 
as  one  whole  day  at  a  time.  It  has  been 
a  long  time  since  I  have  lain  down  dur- 
ing   the   day. 

If  we  have  company  and  stay  up  un- 
til eleven  or  twelve  o'clock,  I  stay  up, 
too.   But   I  give   God   the   praise. 

Again  I  want  to  thank  you  for  re- 
membering me.  Be  sure  to  remember  me 
at  the  throne  of  grace.  And  as  the  sister 
said,  Meet  me  in  heaven. — Your  un- 
known friend  and  sister  in  Christ,  Mrs. 
W.  G.  Rankin. 

Special  Notice 

Anyone  desiring  papers  for  free  dis- 
tribution, jail  or  hospital  work,  may  or- 
der back  issues  at  five  cents  per  copy. 
You  may  order  as  many  as  you  need. — 
Editor. 

Notice 

Our     bound   Lighted      Pathways     are 
waiting  for  you  at  the  Publishing  House. 
You  had  better  order  now  and  get  these 
nice  books  for  your  Christmas  presents. 
Price    $1.00. — Editor. 

Reading  Circle  Members 

From   Augusta,   Ga.: 
James   Culpepper 
Miss  Cordacy  Attaway 
Miss  Opal  Ghann 
Miss   Margaret   Harris 
Mrs.    Leila   Blackstone 
Mrs.  Beatrice  Hall 
Mrs.   Nannie  Hyre 
Mrs.  Tanner 

Ida    Montgomery,    Greenville,    S.    C. 
Miss    Audrey      White,      Donalsonville, 

Ga. 
Dan    Berry,    Detroit,    Mich. 

From  McDonald,  Tenn. 
Roberta    Dugan 
Hazel    Goodwin 
Clarence  Scoggins 
Irene   Sherlin 
Stella   Sherlin 


Verlie  Kate  Matthews 
Francis  Brady 


The  intensity  of  our  interest  in  radio 
is  indicated  by  the  fact  that  radio  lis- 
teners have  invested  $3,000,000,000  in 
receiving  sets,  spent  $150,000,000  year- 
ly for  power  to  operate  their  sets  and 
spent  a  billion  hours  each  week  listen- 
ing to  air  programs. — Christian  Action. 
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20,000    CIRCULATION    GOAL    IS    < 
SET  FOR  THIS  YEAR 


Just  listen  to  this!  $5.00  in  cash  < 
will  be  given  each  month  to  the  ^ 
Y.P.E.  selling  the  largest  number 
of  papers  during  the  month.  You 
must  be  selling  fifty  papers  before 
entering  the  contest.  The  pastor 
or  clerk  of  church  must  stand  good 
for  the  papers.  Please  order  before 
the  10th  of  each  month. — Editor. 
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►    the  10th  of  each  month. — Editor.        -4 
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New  Gideons 

1.  Miss    Naomi    Powell,    Belmont,    N. 
C. 

2.  Mrs.     Lillie    Mayes,     Fork     Ridge, 
Tenn. 

3.  W.    L.    Scott,    Chattanooga,    Tenn. 

4.  L.   M.   Justice,  Glamorgan,   Va. 

5.  Mrs.     Vergel      Burress,      Mobeetie, 
Tex. 

6.  M.   B.   Norris,  Jesup,  Ga. 

7.  Mrs.  E.  L.  Rowe,  Charleston,  Miss. 

8.  Miss  Delsie  Miller,  Uniontown,  Pa. 

9.  Mrs.    C.    S.    Landress,    Avon    Park, 
Fla. 

10.  Mrs.  W.  E.  Hodo,  Boaz,  Ala. 
1 1   Mable  Eubanks,  Benton,  111. 

12.  Lora   May     Halfield,      Naugatuck, 
W.   Va. 

13.  Miss      Edith    Murray,      Cleveland, 
Tenn. 

14.  Mrs.  Bessie  Home,  Columbia,  S.  C. 

1 5 .  William   E.     Landreth,     Greenville, 
S.   C. 

16.  Mrs.  Ernest  Johnston,  Paris,  Tex. 

17.  Mrs.    Edna    Earl    Elliott,      Juniper, 
Ga. 

18.  Mrs.   James      Cannoy,      Coal    City, 
W.  Va. 

19.  Everette  Belcher,  Mallory,  W.   Va. 

20.  Joel  D.  Brown,  Sevierville,  Tenn. 

21.  Mrs.  J.   C.  Johnson,  Monroe,  Va. 

22.  Pauline   Weaver,   Wake   Forest,    N. 
C. 

2  3.  Miss   Hazel   Waldrep,   Arley,      Ala. 
21.  Mrs.    B.    W.    Watson,   Lake   Wales, 
Fla. 

2  5.  Martha   Showack,   Philadelphia,   Pa. 

26.  Mrs.  Ray  Lawson,  Townsend,  Tenn. 

27.  Miss  Thelma  Keith,  Soddy,  Tenn. 

28.  Miss  Jewel  Chancey,  Soddy,  Tenn. 

29.  Mrs.    Ruby   Wright,      Thomasville, 
N.  C. 

3  0.   C.  L.  Hendricks,  Monroe,  La. 

31.  Mrs.    Dallas     Ruark,      Brownfield, 
Tex. 

32.  James   E.    White,   Centerville,   Ala. 
3  3.  Miss  Eunice  Jewel  Hale,  Totz,  Ky. 


34.  Beatrice    Rowe,    Freeburn,    Ky. 
3  5.  Mary  Ruth  Dixon,  Greensboro,  N. 
C. 

36.  Paul  McDuffey,  Birmingham,  Ala. 

37.  Bertha    Bothell,    Somerset,    Pa. 

3  8.  Elizabeth   Booth,    Isaban,   W.    Va. 

39.  Mrs.    William      Lyons,      Williams- 
burg,  Pa. 

40.  Tom    McBrayer,    Buchanan,    Ga. 

41.  Easter   Land,    Jr.,    Crockett,    Tex. 

42.  Mrs.  James  D.  Humphrey,  Greene- 
ville,    Tenn. 

43.  Thomas   A.    Gann,      Port      Huron, 
Mich. 

44.  Mrs.   Albert   Smith,  Manns  Choice, 
Pa. 

45.  Sarah  Stapelton,  Cawood,   Ky. 

46.  John    Richardson,    Harlan,    Ky. 

47.  G.  W.   Freeman,  Temple,  Ga. 

48.  Miss    Merlene   Langford,      Arcadia, 
Fla. 

49.  Riley  McDonald,  Sweetwater,  Tex. 
5  0.  Miss  Amanda  Fuller,  Greenville,  S. 

C. 

51.  James  E.   Douglas,  Ft.   Myers,  Fla. 

52.  C.   L.   Gosnell,   Taylors,   S.   C. 

5  3.   Earline   Brewer,    Hattiesburg,   Miss. 
54.   Joanna    Mellott,    Saxton,    Pa. 
5  5.  Inez  Criswell,  Pine  Hill,   Ala. 
5  6.   Mrs.    Frances    Shelton,    Gainesville, 

Ga. 
5  7.   Harold    Phillips,    Douglasville,    Ga. 
5  8.   Clarence  Smith,  A  vans,  Ga. 
5  9.  Miss  Edna  Weaver,  Hamilton,  Ohio. 

60.  Wade  Powers,  Middletown,   Ohio. 

61.  W.   W.   Cantrell,  Dalton,   Ga. 

63.  Robert  Partim,  Ringgold,  Ga. 

64.  Elbert    Asbury,    Surveyor,    W.    Va. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  Vou  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  are  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter   of   Judges. 
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Hitler  Has  Strengthened 
Germany 

A  statistical  comparison  of  Germany 
before  the  war,  after  the  war,  and  at 
present  shows: 

1914 — population,  67,000,000;  area, 
209,000. 

1919 — population,  60,000,000;  area, 
181,000. 

1938 — population,  78,500,000;  area, 
22  0,000,   including   Sudetenland. 

Other  European  powers: 

France,  212,659  square  miles,  41,- 
800,000  population  (not  including  col- 
onies) . 

Italy,  119,700  square  miles,  43,000,- 
000   population    (exclusive   of   colonies). 

European  Russia,  1,492,000,  square 
miles,    108,000,000    population. 

Great  Britain,  95,000  square  miles; 
population  44,500,000. 

Mr.  Chamberlain's  Tribute  to 
the  Roosevelt  Message 

"The  messages  of  President  Roosevelt, 
so  fairly  and  yet  so  persuasively  made, 
showed  how  the  voice  of  the  most  pow- 
erful nation  in  the  world  could  make 
itself  heard  across  3,000  miles  of  ocean 
and  sway  the  minds  of  men  in  Europe," 
said  the  Prime  Minister. 

Senator  Walter  F.  George,  renomi- 
nated by  Georgia  Democrats,  yesterday 
reported  campaign  expenses  totaling 
$49,496.16,  of  which  $3,3  6  5  was  from 
his  own  funds  and  the  remainder  con- 
tributions   from    friends. 

The  final  victory  of  the  World  War 
of  1914-1918  was  won  Thursday,  Sept. 
29. 

It  was  won  by  Germany. 

Germany  fought,  in  1914,  for  Euro- 
pean domination.  The  surrender,  at 
Munich  on  Thursday,  of  the  Czech 
bastion  opens  the  way  to  the  objective. 

Czechoslovakia  is  gone.  To  pretend 
otherwise  is  to  indulge  in  self-decep- 
tion. 

To  say  and  think  that  all  this  spells 
peace  in  Europe  would  be  to  emulate 
the  ostrich. 

Perhaps  Thursday,  Sept.  29,  saw  one 
of  the  decisive  battles  of  history. 

A  World  on  Wheels 

According  to  the  report  just  issued 
by  Secretary  Roper,  the  world  is  pro- 
gressing rapidly  towards  becoming  a 
world  on  wheels.  For  the  fifth  consecu- 
tive year  the  stock  of  motor  vehicles 
has  moved  upwards  to  a  new  total,  the 
gain  this  past  year  being  over  eight 
per  cent.  There  is  now  one  automobile 
for  every  forty-eight  persons  in  the 
world.    Excluding    the    United       States, 


there  is  one  for  every   137  persons.  This 
country    has    one    motor    car    for    every 
lour    and    one-half    persons, 
talk   about    hard    times! 


And 


Hope  Is  in  the  Youth 

Dr.  Bedell  says:  "In  all  my  ministry 
I  know  of  not  more  than  three  per- 
sons over  fifty  years  of  age  whom  I 
have  heard  ask  the  question,  'What  shall 
I  do  to  be  saved?'  "  The  great  majority 
of  the  saved  are  saved  in  youth. 

Dr.  Spencer  examined  one  thousand 
persons  who  professed  faith  in  Christ. 
5  48  were  converted  under  twenty  years 
of  age;  3  37  before  they  reached  thirty; 
86  before  forty;  15  before  fifty;  5  be- 
fore  sixty,    1    before  seventy. 

Dr.  H.  Bonar  of  London  had  2  52  in 
his  congregation  who  acknowledged 
Christ  as  Lord;  138  stood  up  in  testi- 
mony that  they  found  the  Lord  before 
reaching  the  age  of  twenty,  eighty-five 
were  converted  between  the  ages  of 
twenty  and  thirty,  twenty-two  between 
thirty  and  forty,  and  seven  beyond  the 
forty  age  limit. — War   Cry. 

Tourists  will  spend  nearly  $100,000,- 
000  in  Tennessee  this  year,  estimates 
Dr.  W.  B.  Boyd,  director  of  the  Divis- 
ion  of   State   Information. 


The  organization  known  as  Gideons 
was  founded  in  1908.  To  date,  it  has 
placed  more  than  one  and  one-quarter 
million  Bibles  in  hotel  rooms,  prison 
cells  and  hospital  bedrooms.  Today  the 
organization  is  international  in  scope 
and  has  placed  Bibles  in  twenty-one 
foreign  lands.  —  Methodist  Protestant 
Recorder. 

There  are  1686  institutions  of  higher 
education  in  the  United  States.  Five 
hundred  and  two  of  them  are  Protes- 
tant, fifty  belonging  to  the  Presbyterian 
church   in    the   U.    S.   A. 

In  a  third  of  a  century,  college  stu- 
dents   have    multiplied    six    times. 

There  are  two  universities  with  above 
3  0,000  students  in  attendance;  eight 
with  above  15,000;  thirty-five  above 
5,000;  one  hundred  and  fifty  with 
above    1,000   students. 

When  the  colonies  became  the  United 
States  there  were  nine  colleges. — Dr. 
Ralph    Waldo   Lloyd. 

The  present  Indian  population  of 
the  United  States  is  337,366.  There  were 
846,000  when  the  white  man  first  came 
to  this   country. 

Fifty-nine  new  Christian  Science 
churches  and  societies  have  been  organ- 
ized during  the  last  year. 


On   Sept.    10   Mayor   Wilson   of   Phil- 


In     China     30,000,000      people      have 
been  driven  from  their  homes  by  floods. 

It's   hard    to   think   of   homeless    families      adelphia   was  arrested  for  gambling  and 
and  starving   children  now   in   that   land 
of    disaster. 


Senator  Bilbo  of  Mississippi  urges 
President  Roosevelt  to  increase  old  age 
pensions  to  sixty  dollars  a  month  and 
says  the  president  states  that  he  has  no 
objection   to   the  plan. 

Sheridan  Downey,  the  Democratic 
senatorial  candidate  of  California  advo- 
cates thirty  dollars  every  Thursday  as 
old   folks   pension. 

Old  folks  pension  is  a  popular  issue 
everywhere. 

Nearly  100  per  cent  of  hit-and-run 
drivers  will  be  found  to  have  been 
drinking,  and  these  persons  "should  be 
regarded  in  the  same  category  with  mur- 
derers and  arsonists,"  declares  Dr. 
Heise. 

The  Religions  Telescope  says:  "The 
world  is  growing  heathen  at  the  rate 
of  6,000,000  yearly.  This  does  not 
mean  that  Christianity  is  not  growing 
but  that  the  population  is  growing 
faster  than  Christianity.  Christianity 
made  a  net  gain  of  200,000,000  from 
1890  to  193  5,  but  in  that  time  the 
heathen  population  of  the  world  made  a 
net   gain  of  470,000,000." 


placed  under  $10,000  bail.  Twenty-one 
true  bills  were  returned  against  the 
Mayor.  ::- 

In  eight  states  the  poll  tax  is  a  re- 
quirement  for  voting. 

In  old  Virginia  two-thirds  of  the  vot- 
ers were  disfranchised  because  of  this 
tax. 

Sears  Roebuck  and  Company  has  a 
$5  00,000,000  business  and  56,000  em- 
ployees. 

The  U.  S.  treasury  report  September 
7  shows  that  at  that  date  the  govern- 
ment's gross  debt  was,  in  round  num- 
bers, $37,634,000,000.  A  year  ago  on 
the  same  date  the  gross  debt  was  $37,- 
160,000,000.  So  we're  deeper  in  debt 
than  a  year  ago. 

It  shows  that  so  far  this  fiscal  year 
expenditures  have  been,  again  in  round 
numbers,  $1,628,000,000.  Last  fiscal 
year  at  the  same  time  expenditures  to- 
taled $1,419,000,000.  So  we're  spend- 
ing  more. 

It  shows  that  total  revenue  receipts 
for  the  fiscal  year  through  September  7 
were,  in  round  numbers,  $874,000,000 
as  compared  with  $967,000,000  in  the 
same  period  last  year.  So  we're  taking 
in  less. 


TL  £*b  Will  Pw>& 


Though  troubles  assail,  and  dangers  affright; 
Though  friends  should  all  fail,  and  foes  all  unite; 
Yet  one  thing  secures  us,  whatever  betide, 
The  Scripture  assures  us,  the  Lord  will  provide. 

The  birds  without  bam  or  storehouse,  are  fed; 
From  them  let  us  learn  to  trust  for  our  bread; 
His  saints  who  are  fitting  shall  ne'er  be  denied, 
So  long  as  'tis  written,  the  Lord  will  provide! 

We  may,  like  the  ships,  by  tempests  be  tossed 
On  perilous  deeps,  but  cannot  be  lost; 
Though  Satan  enrages  the  wind  and  the  tide, 
The  promise  engages,  the  Lord  will  provide! 

His  call  we  obey,  like  Abram  of  old, 
Not  knowing  our  way,  but  faith  makes  us  bold; 
For  though  we  are  strangers,  tve  have  a  good  guide, 
And  trust  in  all  dangers,  the  Lord  will  provide! 

When  Satan  appears  to  stop  up  our  path, 
And  fills  us  ivith  fears,  tve  triumph  by  faith: 
He  cannot  take  from  us,  though  oft  he  has  tried, 
This  heart-cheering  promise,  the  Lord  -will  provide! 

He  tells  us  tve're  weak,  our  hope  is  in  vain; 
The  good  that  we  seek,  tve  ne'er  shall  obtain; 
But  when  such  suggestions  our  spirits  have  plied, 
This  answers  all  question,  the  Lord  will  provide! 

No  strength  of  our  own,  or  goodness  we  claim, 
Yet  since  tve  have  known  the  Savior's  great  name, 
In  this  our  strong  tower  for  safety  we  hide; 
The  Lord  is  our  power,  the  Lord  tvill  provide! 

When  life  sinks  apace,  and  death  is  in  view, 
This  tvord  of  His  grace  shall  comfort  us  through: 
No  fearing  nor  doubting,  with  Christ  on  our  side, 
We  hope  to  die  shouting,  the  Lord  tvill  provide! 

— John  Newton 
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DEDICATED  TO  THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  YOUNG  PEOPLES  ENDEAVOR 


Q  Cmistmas  meditation 

By  Richard  K.  Morton 

May  the  guiding  light  of  a  star  of  divine  love  and  care 
shine  upon  us  all  today  and  lead  us  to  our  Lord  in  whom 
we  find  all  that  fills  life  with  light,  hope,  purpose,  and  love. 

May  we  worship,  and  then  throughout  our  lifetime  serve, 
Him  who  was  born  in  the  little  land  of  Palestine  so  long 
ago. 

Unto  us  He  was  born.  For  us  He  lived.  The  glory  of  the 
Lord  was  manifest  not  so  much  in  beckoning  stars  and  ce- 
lestial portents,  not  so  much  in  heralds,  angels  and  glorify- 
ing multitudes  who  hastened  to  find  out  what  had  hap- 
pened at  that  time  so  long  ago,  as  in  the  lives  of  those 
who,  finding  a  great  spiritual  guide,  forthwith  set  out  in 
newness  of  life  to  spread  abroad  the  spirit  that  was  in  Him. 

He  it  is  who  saves  and  cares.  Because  of  His  life  and 
message  we  have  progressed  and  prospered.  Because  of  His 
Spirit  armor-clad  Mars  is  being  banished  from  the  society 
of  men.  Because  He  lived  men  seek  to  live  nobly  and  serve 
well. 

When  His  Spirit  lives  in  us  who  seek  to  follow  Him  and 
bring  Him  to  others,  every  holiday  tree  decked  with  tinsel 
is  clothed  with  His  love  and  every  lighted  candle  seems  to 
radiate  His  lovingkindness.  In  Him  we  find  a  great  spirit- 
ual leader  born,  and  because  of  this,  something  is  born 
within  us  that  knows  no  defeat,  no  sullying,  no  end,  and 
all  is  hope  and  love  and  God. 


u 
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"Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a 
light   unto   my    path. 

Psalm    119:105 


^be  Editors    ^Message 


ALDA  B.  HARRISON 
Editor 


Dear  Boys   and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

Here  we  are  this  morning  asking  the 
Holy  Spirit  to  direct  a  little  Christmas 
message  to  you.  I  want  to  talk  to  you 
from  my  heart  this  morning.  The  reason 
God  gives  vis  so 
many  different 
kinds  of  experi- 
ences is  that  we 
shall  be  able  to 
talk  to  others 
from  our  hearts 
and  really  tell 
them  something 
we  know  about. 
It  is  said  that 
experience  is  the 
best  teacher  and 
I  am  sure  it  is 
true.  So  we  want 
to  talk  to  you 
about  the  joy  of  the  Lord  this  morn- 
ing. We  will  use  this  beautiful  5  5  th 
chapter  of  Isaiah  and  we  want  you  to 
read  the  whole  chapter  as  it  is  this  won- 
derful Christ  whose  birthday  we  cele- 
brate at  this  Christmas  time.  What  a 
beautiful  invitation  He  gives  us  to 
come  and  receive  of  this  wonderful  joy 
without  money  and  without  price.  The 
12th  verse  says  we  "shall  go  out  with 
joy,  and  be  led  forth  with  peace."  So 
this  precious  Christ  of  Calvary  has 
promised  us  great   things. 

We  want  our  minds  to  dwell  on  Him 
this  Christmas  time  for  had  it  not  been 
for  Him  we  should  not  have  had  a 
Christmas. 

Then  let  us  remember  that  this,  the 
2  5  th  day  of  December,  is  His  birth- 
day and  let  us  do  the  things  that  please 
Him  on  this  day  instead  of  ourselves. 
Wouldn't  it  be  funny  if  on  your  fa- 
ther's or  mother's  birthday  you  should 
be  expecting  all  the  presents  for  yourself 
and  none  for  them?  when  the  big  birth- 
day cake  was  set  out  that  you  should 
expect  to  claim  it  yourself?  Ah,  that 
dear  father  and  mother  who  have  labored 
a  whole  lifetime  to  make  life  worth- 
while for  you  and  not  even  a  thought 
of  them. 

The  wise  men  were  the  first  Christ- 
mas givers.  They  set  the  example.  They 
brought  their  gifts  to  the  babe  of  Beth- 
lehem. 

When  this  Chirst's  birthday  comes 
will  you  be  looking  for  ways  and  means 
to  be  a  blessing  to  humanity,  which  is 
one  of  the  best  ways  we  can  give  to 
Him?  Then  giving  your  life  a  "living 
sacrifice"  is  the  most  wonderful  present 
you  can  make  this  loving  Savior  of 
ours  on  His  birthday  and  then  you  will 
want  to  do  all  these  beautiful  things  for 
others. 

Not  long  ago  I  was     suffering     very 


severely  with  neuritis  and  those  of  you 
know  what  that  means  if  you  have  ever 
had  it.  It  seemed  that  I  couldn't  keep  my 
mind  off  my  suffering.  My  daughter, 
with  whom  I  was  visiting,  talked  to  me 
about  trying  to  get  my  mind  on  the 
Lord  instead  of  my  suffering.  Many 
times  I  have  sat  by  others'  bedsides  and 
given  them  the  same  advice,  referring 
them  to  Peter  as  he  looked  at  the  waves 
and  began  to  sink.  Now  it  was  coming 
down  to  me  from  one  who  perhaps  had 
learned  this  secret  through  my  own  in- 
structions in  earlier  years.  How  weak 
we  are  and  how  we  need  to  watch  and 
pray  lest  we  enter  into  temptation.  God 
allows  these  things  to  come  to  us  many 
times    to    let    us    see   how    we    need    our 

The  Star  of  Hope 

T.  P.  Roberts 

Many  years  ago  on  a  star-lit  night 
There  came  to  this  world  a  wondrous 
light, 
The  men  of  the  East  were  watchful  and 
wise, 
And  saiv  its  glow  in  the  eastern  skies. 
The   shepherds    too,    heard    a    wonderful 
song, 
Sung  by  the  angels  and  the  heavenly 
throng, 
"Peace  on  earth,"  said  the  heavenly  host, 
"In   the    manger's    Babe    is     the      Holy 

Ghost." 
In  that  light  was  a  magnet  power, 

And  it  came  to  this  world  at  a  needy 
hour; 
This  world  was  sinful,  hope  almost  gone, 

Until  the  Promise  Child  was  born. 
In  the  Bethlehem  Babe,  to  the  world  was 
given 
Salvation  from  sin  and  a  home  in  heav- 
en, 
May  we  lay  our  gifts  all  down  at  His  feet 
And   worship   Him    with   hearts   com- 
plete. 

Christian  friends  to  help  us  carry  our 
cross.  Jesus  Himself  went  down  under 
the  weight  of  His  cross  and  Simon  had 
to  help  Him  carry  it.  I  have  just  thrown 
this  little  explanation  in  to  help  you 
when  you  are  pressed  by  every  foe.  On 
this  particular  night  like  a  little  child 
I  took  my  daughter's  advice  and  went 
to  sleep.  The  next  morning  I  awoke  and 
was  seemingly  worse  and  I  just  about 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  I  would 
never  be  well  again.  Tears  streamed 
down  my  face,  but  I  got  up  and  went 
about  the  house  trying  my  best  to  ward 
off  Satan's  blows.  I  thought  of  some- 
thing that  would  bring  happiness  to 
someone  who  had  been  a  great  blessing 
to  me  and  I  did  it.  I  began  to  feel  bet- 


ter and  better  and  still  better.  I  went 
to  comb  my  hair  and  I  was  able  to  put 
it  up  alone,  something  I  had  not  done 
for  sometime.  I  immediately  said,  Some- 
body is  praying  for  me.  Joy  came  to  me 
because  I  had  made  an  effort  to  get  my 
mind  off  the  waves  and  on  Christ  and 
others.  You  can  bring  joy  to  yourself  at 
this  Christmas  time  by  being  unselfish. 
Perhaps  you  also  are  sitting  under  the 
juniper  tree  thinking  of  your  pains,  your 
aches,  your  trials  and  disappointments 
like  poor  old  Elijah.  God  is  saying  to 
you  "What  doest  thou  here  Elijah." 
Perhaps  it  is  not  Elijah.  It  may  be  a 
John  or  a  Mary.  Look  about  for  others 
who  need  you  and  this  Christmas  joy 
will  come  into  your  soul. 

So  many  motives  prompt  men  to  give. 
We  find  that  some  kinds  of  giving  do 
not  count.  In  1  Cor.  13:3  we  read  that 
although  men  give  all  their  goods  to  feed 
the  poor  and  though  they  give  their 
bodies  to  be  burned  and  love  does  not 
accompany  the  gift,  it  profiteth  the 
giver  nothing.  Oh,  of  course,  the  re- 
ceiver may  be  blest  by  the  gift  but  this 
great  joy  of  the  Lord  will  not  come  to 
the  giver  who  gives  only  for  show  or 
to   ease   his    conscience. 

We  recently  read  of  a  very  wealthy 
man  in  New  York  city  who  was  known 
never  to  give  anything  to  worthy  causes. 
A  friend  of  his,  in  charge  of  a  cam- 
paign for  a  worthy  object,  decided  to 
go  a  round-about  way  to  teach  him  to 
give.  Said  he,  "I  do  not  ask  you  to  give. 
You  have  a  right  to  your  convictions 
about  giving  to  charities.  What  I  ask 
is  that  you  will  give  me  a  check  for 
$10,000  which  I  can  announce  at  the 
opening  dinner  this  evening,  not  as  a 
gift,  but  merely  to  justify  my  saying 
that  I  have  it.  Inferentially,  of  course, 
it  will  be  assumed  that  it  is  a  donation. 
This  will  make  such  an  impression  that 
I  can  secure  thousands  based  upon  your 
supposed  contribution.  Then,  tomorrow 
I  will  return  your  check   to  you." 

After  some  persuasion  the  millionaire 
yielded  to  his  friend's  proposal,  and  also 
accepted  his  invitation  to  the  dinner.  At 
the  dinner  more  than  $2  50,000  was 
subscribed  on  the  basis  of  his  supposed 
contribution.  Nothing  was  said  that 
evening  about  returning  his  check.  But 
the  next  morning  his  friend,  according 
to  agreement,  returned  with  his  check. 
To  his  surprise  the  wealthy  man  said, 
"I  wouldn't  take  it  for  the  world.  I 
never  realized  the  feeling  of  giving  un- 
til last  evening  when  man  after  man 
came  and  congratulated  and  thanked 
me.  I've  never  had  such  a  happy  eve- 
ning; never  had  such  a  night's  sleep. 
You've  opened  up  a  new  world  to  me." 
(Continued    on    page    23) 
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Miss  Borden's  White  Elephant  Gift 

(A  Christmas  Story) 

Good  News  For  You  of   tfie   two  hundred   and   more   families 

Don't  miss  January  issue  of  the  paper.  and   individuals    to   whom    the   donations 

Our   new    continued   story    will    start    in  were  to  be  sent. 

that  issue.  You  will  want  to  get  it  from  The    next    morning    found    the    bevy 

the  beginning.   We  are   trying   to     make  of  young  people  humming  like  busy  bees 

our  decision.  Pray  that  God  will  help  us  among    the   piles   of   boxes    and    bags   of 

in  choosing  this  as  we  want  it   to  please  provisions   that   had   been   pouring      into 

our  readers     and     be   a   blessing   to  our  the  church  basement  since  Sunday. 


young  people. — Editor. 

Mabel  P.  Smith 

"Six  tantalizing  boxes  of  delicious 
candy,  and  yours  truly  on  an  anti-sug- 
ar diet!  How  is  that  for  irony  of  fate, 
Papa?"  and  Irene  Landers  pointed  tragi- 
cally at  the  array  of  packages  on  the 
table. 

"Well,  girlie,  I  must  say  it  was  most 
inconsiderate  of  Dr.  Hawes  to  put  on 
that  sort  of  a  program  for  you  just  at 
the  holiday  season." 

"But  that  isn't  the  whole  of  the 
agony,"  continued  Irene,  her  usually 
sunny  face  clouded.  "One  of  those  boxes 
represents  the  sum  total  of  Aunt  Lou's 
Christmas  offering  for  mother  and  me. 
What  do  you  think  of  that?" 

Her  father  patted  her  shoulder  con- 
solingly. "Never  mind,  brokenheart; 
that  is  probably  only  the  forerunner  of 
her  real  present." 

"Well  but  it  isn't;  she  wrote  that  this 
would  have  to  be  her  gift  for  this  year. 


Irene,  seated  at  a  table,  was  busy  writ- 
ing names  and  addresses  on  Christmas 
cards.  As  she  glanced  down  the  long  list, 

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 

If  I  Had  Been 

"If  I  had  been  a  shepherd  boy, 

Out  on  the  hills  that  Christmas  night, 
And  heard   the  angels'  song  of  joy 

And  seen  the  heavens  flaming  white, 
I  think  I  never  could  forget, 
I  know  I'd  be  remembering  yet! 
I  could  not  be  a  shepherd  boy, 

For  that  was  long  and  long  ago; 
But  still  the  angels'  chant  of  joy 

Comes  echoing  across  the  snow, 
And  I  can  listen  if  I  will 
And  hear  their  holy  anthems  still. 

"If   I   had   been   a   sleeping   guest, 

Lodged    at    the    inn    that       Christmas 
night 

When  the  new  Lord  was  laid  to  rest 
In  the  cold  stall  in  humble  plight, 

I  know  I  would  have   waked  instead 


The    depression    must    have    struck    her      And  given  Him  my  warm,   soft   bed. 
bank  account  a  fatal  blow."  But  I  was  not  a  lodger  there, 

Mrs.  Landers  looked  up  from  her  writ-  Tt  was  so  \on„  ag0  indeed, 

ing.  "Why,  Irene,  I  feel  almost  ashamed      Yet  all  around  me  everywhere 
of  my  daughter.  What  in  the  world     is  Are  little  children  still  in  need, 

there  that  you  need  or  could  wish  for? 
Few  girls  in  your  circle  are  so  abundant- 
ly provided  for." 

"It  isn't  that,  Mother;  of  course  I 
don't  need  anything  from  Aunt  Lou, 
but  in  her  letter  of  thanks  she  tells  how 
delighted  she  was  with  the  table  scarf 
I  made  for  her,  and  how  she  appreciated 
all  the  work  I  had  put  on  it,  and  I  do 


And  when  I  love  and  cherish  them 
I  serve  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem. 

"If  I  had  been  a  wise  man's  son, 

And    seen    the    star       that    Christmas 
night, 
And   watched   the   travelers   starting  on 
Their    journey    toward    the    wondrous 
light. 


say  that  a  one-half  interest  in  a  box  of      I   would  have   begged   to  go  with   them 

To  worship   Christ   at   Bethlehem. 
I  could  not   follow  with  the  star — 
That    was    two    thousand    years    gone 

But  still  its  shining  is  not  far, 
Its  holy  beams  are  very  nigh, 
And  whoso  looks  with  praying  eyes 
Still  sees  its  glory  in  the  skies." 

— Nancy  Byrd  Turner. 


home-made  candy  doesn't  look  like  it  to 
me." 

"Better  just  forget  about  it,"  coun- 
seled her  mother.  "There  must  have  been 
some  good  reason  for  it;  so  don't  judge 
before  you  know.  Besides  it  is  not  Christ- 
like, my  dear  girl,  to  criticize  others." 

Irene  calmed  down.  "Well,  since  my 
honorable  mother  never  indulges  in 
criticism,  I'll  try  to  follow  her  illustri- 
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ous    example,"      and      her      brown    eyes 

twinkled   with    restored      good      humor.  she  noticed  the  names  of  several  elderly 

"However,  I  do  say,  it's  a  profound  mys-  widows    and    maiden    ladies    whom       she 

tery."  knew  had  seen  better  days,  and  her  sym- 

The  young  people's  missionary     group  pathies    were    stirred.    Suddenly    an    idea 

was  to  have  full   charge  of  filling   and  came  to  her  which  brought  a  new  sparkle 

distributing   the   Christmas   baskets   that  to  her  already    bright     eyes.     Then  she 

year,  and  Irene  was  commissioned  to  the  rapped  on   the  table  until   her  knuckles 

task  of  listing  the  names  and     addresses  hurt:      "Evelyn!     Rachel!     Bert!"      she 


shouted;  "Listen!"  All  tongues  and 
hands  stopped.  "We're  all  attention, 
'Miss  Scribe,'  talk  away,"  responded  Bert 
Monteith. 

"Thanks,  Mr.  President;  what  I  wish 
to  say  is  this:  I  need  not  inform  you, 
fellow  laborers,  that  these  baskets  con- 
tain nothing  but  eats,  and  the  candy  is 
— well,  it  may  do  all  right  for  some  folk, 
especially  children;  but  there  are  at  least 
fifteen  dear,  refined  old  ladies  on  our 
list  who  have  never  got  used  to  being 
poor,  and  I  move  that  we  young  folks 
donate  boxes  of  real  high  grade  candy 
for  their  baskets.  I  have  four  already 
that  I  can  give." 

"Second  the  move!"  from  all  over  the 
room. 

"Fine!  now  I've  another  suggestion  to 
make — may  I?  I  say,  let's  also  put  a 
'white  elephant'  Christmas  gift  in  each 
basket — not    anything   to  eat." 

"Can't  do  it,  the  baskets  are  already 
chuck   full!"   shouted   Larry  Wilcox. 

"How  big  are  your  elephants?"  called 
another. 

"What  sort  of  creatures  are  they?" 
asked  Bert. 

"Why,  you  stupids,  a  'white  elephant' 
is  something  somebody  gave  you  at  some 
Christmas  or  for  your  birthday  that  you 
never  used  or  had  any  earthly  use  for 
that's  tucked  away  somewhere  just  cum- 
bering the  closet  or  trunk;  and  yet  it  is 
something  that  somebody  else  would  just 
be  tickled  to  get  for  a  Christmas  pres- 
ent." 

"Say,  that's  a  great  idea,  let's  do  it," 
exclaimed  Larry,  "even  if  we  have  to 
tie   them   onto   the   handles." 

"But  Irene,  this  bunch  can't  gather 
a  herd  of  two  hundred  elephants!"  per- 
sisted Rachel. 

"Well,  just  listen,"  Irene  answered; 
"all  of  you  that  have  cars,  can  hustle 
around  this  evening,  or  in  the  morning 
and   collect   such    contributions   easily." 

Every  one  clapped  assent,  and  then 
turned  again  to  work.  That  evening 
Irene  greeted  her  father  with  happy  en- 
thusiasm: "Say,  Father,  I've  found  a 
clearing  house  for  our  surplus  boxes  of 
confectionery.  You  take  your  choice; 
mother  is  heroically  sacrificing  her 
share;  and  the  rest  will  go  as  white  ele- 
phants into  some  of  the  Christmas  bas- 
kets." 

Then  she  told  of  their  plan.  "That's 
what  I  call  practical — really  unique," 
exclaimed  Mr.  Landers,  "and  I  shall  be 
delighted  if  you  will  relieve  me  of  a  lot 
of  such  animals.  Just  gather  up  a  couple 
of  dozen  of  those  ties  that  the  office  fel- 
lows and  my  adoring  family  have  wished 
onto  me  the  past  two  Christmases;  and 
boxes  of  handkerchiefs,  also.  And,  I  will 
be  as  brave  as  your  mother,  and  relin- 
quish all   my  rights  to  any  candy." 

"Oh  but  you're  a  splendid  daddy,"  and 
Irene  rewarded  him  with  a  hug.  Such  a 
(Continued   on   page   24) 
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The   First   Christmas   Eve 

By  Bertha  M.  Roy 

When  I  read  Luke's  wondrous  story 

When  angels  talked  with  men, 
I've  wondered  where  the  children  were 
That  night  in  Bethlehem. 
Did  no  wee  eyelids  flutter, 
Did  no  soft  lips   utter 

Hint  of  the  glad  surprise 
That   startled   the   midnight    skies 
That   night  in   Bethlehem, 
In   silent,   star-hung   Bethlehem? 

What  did  the  shepherds  talk  about? 

How  went  the  night  with  them? 
What  did  the  little  lambs   dream   about, 
That    night    in   Bethlehem? 

Were  all  but  the  shepherds  sleeping? 
None  else  a  vigil  keeping, 
With  hearts  to  God  atune, 
Over  sacred  scroll  or  rune, 
That   night   in   Bethlehem, 
In  loved   and   lowly  Bethlehem? 

Did  the  night  wind  hush  to  silence 

Each  tiny  whispering  stem, 
And  blade  of  grass  on  the  hillside, 

That  night  in  Bethlehem? 


ren  s  y:age    # 

Of    a    hundred    thousand      blades      of 
grass 
On  the  hillsides  dim  and  grey; 

Ere  the  angels  talked  with  men, 
And  told  them  where  He  lay. 
That   night   in   Bethlehem. 
In  hushed  and  holy  Bethlehem. 

Ellsworth,  Kam. 


CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.    1 
A  Little  Cake 

(Read  the  story  of  Elijah  and  the 
widow  of  Zarephath,  1  Kings  17:8-16, 
then  close  the  book  and  draw  out  the 
leading  points  from  the  children.) 

What  would  have  resulted  if  Elijah 
had  been  unwilling  to  be  fed  by  a  poor 
woman? 

What  if  the  widow  had  not  obeyed  the 
prophet  but  had  supplied  her  own  wants 
first? 

God  wants  "a  little  cake  first"  from 
us. 

1.  The  first  of  our  money. — Prov.  3:9. 

2.  The  first  of  each  day  for  study- 
ing His  Word  and  thinking  about  Him. 
— Ps.    5:3. 

3.  The  first  of  our  lives  given  to 
Him— Eccl.   12:1. 

Result — Romans    11:16. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  2 
The  Christian  Farmer 

"The  field  is  the  world;  the  good  seed 
are  the  children  of  the  kingdom;  but  the 
tares  are  the  children  of  the  wicked  one," 
Matt.    13:38.  Also  read  Mark   16:15. 

1.  The  farmer  is  the  one  who  sows  the 
seed. 

2.  What  kind  of  seed  does  he  sow? 
Good  seed,  Matt.  13:27;  Precious  seed, 
Ps.   126:6. 

3.  When  do  they  sow?  Morning  and 
evening.  Eccl.  11.6;  Today,  Matt.  21: 
28. 

4.  How  do  they  sow?  Beside  all 
waters,  Isa.  32:20;  Bountifully,  2  Cor. 
9:6;  With  tears,  Psa.    126:5,     6. 

5.  Cultivate.   1  Cor.   3:6. 

6.  Reap.  Psa.  126:6;  Isa.   5:10,   11. 

7.  The  Reward— Dan.  12:3;  2  Tim. 
4:8. 


In  rapt  and  waiting  Bethlehem. 

Oh,  I  love  to  think  that  gracious  night 

Was  so  different   from  the   rest, 
That  each  little  baby  smiled  in  its  sleep, 

Close-hugged    to    its   mother's    breast. 
That  the  shepherds  had  visions  faint  and 
fair, 
As  they  sat  by  their  dying  fires; 
And  the  little  lambs  dreamed  of  pastures 

green, 
And  some  Holy  One  saw  the  Great  Un- 
seen, 
And  the  night  wind  swept  the  lyres 


CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   3 
The    Parable   of   the   Vineyard 

(The  leader  should  read  the  above 
scripture  to  the  children  and  draw  out 
the  lesson  taught   therein.) 

TEACHING  OUTLINE 

1.  God,  our  Father,  is  the  householder, 
who  planted  a  vineyard  and  hedged  it 
round  about. 

2.  The  husbandmen  were  those  left  in 
charge  of  God's  work. 

3.  The  servants  sent  to  receive  the 
fruits    were    the   prophets;      some      they 


stoned,  others  they  beat  and  still  others 
they  killed. 

4.  The  "only  Son"  sent  was  Jesus 
Christ  our  Savior. 

NOTE:  The  leader  should  study  this 
lesson  over  closely  before  service,  in  or- 
der to  teach  it  to  the  children  in  simple 
form  that  they  may  grasp  its  mean- 
ing. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   4 
God's  Great  Gift 

Matt.    21:33-41 

Again  we  are  nearing  the  glorious 
Christmas  tide — a  time  when  we  cele- 
brate the  birthday  of  our  Lord  Jesus, 
God's  gift  to  the  world.  God  gave  us 
His  best  and  greatest  gift  in  His  Son 
to  be  our  Savior  because  He  loved  us. 

The  Lord  Jesus  was  given  to  the  world 
to  meet  a  great  world  need.  The  world 
was  lost  and  He  came  to  find  it.  He  al- 
so came  to  heal  and  bind  up  men's  sore, 
sick  hearts.  He  came  to  bring  men  back 
to  God,  to  happiness  and  heaven.  All  this 
we  gain  if  we  receive  God's  gift — Jesus 
Christ.  How  happy  we  are  to  remember 
every  year,  at  Christmas,  the  birthday  of 
our  Savior! 

Each  year  we  try  to  show  our  love  to 
others  by  bringing  our  gifts.  Then  we 
plan  to  give  useful  gifts  and  such  as  will 
best  show  our  love.  First  of  all,  we 
should  give  to  our  blessed  Savior.  Jesus 
says  in  His  Word,  "Inasmuch  as  ye  have 
done  it  unto  one  of  the  least  of  these  my 
brethren,  ye  have  done  it  unto  me." 
QUESTIONS 

What  does  Christmas  mean?  Christ's 
birthday.  What  was  Jesus  to  the  world? 
God's  great  gift.  Did  God  give  us  His 
best?  Yes.  Why  was  Jesus  sent  to  the 
world?  As  a  Savior.  To  whom  should 
we  give  our  first  gifts?  To  our  Savior, 
Jesus  Christ. 

The  Wise  Men  Led  by  a  Beautiful 
Star 

One  night  three  wise  men  were  watch- 
ing the  stars  when  suddenly  they  saw 
a  new  star  burst  into  light  way  up  in 
the  heavens.  It  looked  like  shining  gold 
against  the  dark  sky  and  was  brighter 
than  any  star  they  had*  ever  seen. 

They  said,  "That  star  means  something 
wonderful;  a  beautiful  new  star  means 
that  a  King  has  been  born  upon  earth. 
Let  us  go  and  find  him  and  worship 
him." 

Out  across  the  hot,  sandy  deserts  the 
wise  men  rode  on  their  tall,  sand-col- 
ored camels.  Day  after  day  and  night 
after  night  they  journeyed.  At  last  they 
came  to  the  beautiful  hills  of  Pales- 
tine, and  then  to  the  gates  of  the  great 
city  of  Jerusalem. 

Surely  someone  in  the  great  city  could 

tell    them    where    to    find    the    newborn 

King.    They    began    to    inquire    of    every 

one,    "Where   is    the   new   King?    Where 

(Continued  on  page   23) 
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LET  US  STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS 

E.  H.  Jordan 

A  young  minister  was  preaching.  It 
was  the  noonday  prayer  meeting  at  Jayn's 
Hall  in  Philadelphia,  and  five  thousand 
men  listened  to  his  sermon.  The  next 
was,  "Go  now  ye  that  are  men,  and 
serve  the  Lord."  So  fervent  were  his 
words  that  before  the  meeting  closed, 
over  a  thousand  of  his  listeners  ex- 
pressed a  desire  to  serve  Christ!  It  was 
during  the  great  revival  of  18  58,  which 
was  known  as  "The  Work  of  God  in 
Philadelphia,"  and  March  3  0  was  the 
date  when  his  stirring  appeal  won  so 
many  souls. 

Rev.  Dudley  A.  Tyng,  who  had  been 
the  most  active  minister  during  the 
great  revival,  had  worked  hard,  long,  in- 
tensively. He  was  in  his  study  one  day 
not  long  after  his  great  sermon  at 
Jayn's  Hall,  when  he  became  fatigued 
from  his  intense  and  close  labor,  prepar- 
ing for  coming  services,  and  went  out- 
side to  rest  and  refresh  himself.  Going 
into  the  barn,  he  had  the  terrible  mis- 
fortune to  catch  his  sleeve  in  a  corn- 
shelling    machine   in   operation    there. 

The  injuries  proved  too  much  for  the 
young  minister.  His  father  watched  him 
become  weaker  day  by  day.  Knowing 
there  was  no  hope,  he  asked  his  son  if 
he  had  any  messages  for  his  fellow  min- 
isters in  the  revival.  "Yes,"  he  replied, 
"let  us  all  stand  up  for  Jesus." 

On  the  following  Lord's  Day  Dr. 
George  Duffield,  Jr.,  who  had  been  one 
of  his  closest  friends,  preached  a  me- 
morial sermon  for  him,  taking  for  his 
text,  Eph.  6:14,  "Stand  therefore,  hav- 
ing your  loins  girt  about  with  truth, 
having  on  the  breastplate  of  righteous- 
ness." 

With  his  heart  full  of  sorrow,  yet 
mingled  with  gladness  for  the  glorious 
work  his  friend  had  done,  he  wrote  that 
wonderful  hymn,  "Stand  Up,  Stand  Up 
for  Jesus!"  as  a  fitting  memorial  to 
Rev.  Dudley  A.  Tyng,  and  based  on  his 
dying  words.  "Mr.  Tyng  was  one  of  the 
bravest,  manliest  men  I  ever  met,"  Dr. 
Duffield  wrote  later. 

The  injuries  proved  too  much  for  the 
School  at  Dr.  Duffield's  church  had 
some  copies  of  the  hymn  printed  for  the 
children.  It  was  printed  in  a  church 
paper.  Since  then  it  has  been  translated 
into  several  foreign  languages,  and  is 
sung   all   over   the   world. 

To  this  day  it  is  one  of  the  most 
popular  hymns.  It  has  seen  service  as  an 
inspirational  marching  song,  as  a  hymn 


of  encouragement  to  the  faltering  young 
Christian,  and  it  has  comforted  those 
who  were  in  "great  and  sore  affliction." 
One  may  walk  into  almost  any  Sunday 
School  and  hear  the  words  as  they  are 
sung  by  the  classes: 

"To  him  that  overcometh, 
A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 

He  with  the  King  of  Glory 
Shall  reign  eternally'." 

— The  Youth's  Evangelist. 

FIVE  THINGS^  A~PREACHER 
NEEDS 

By  Rev.  E.  E.  Shelhamer 

In  my  private  devotions  I  frequently 
pray  about  five  needs,  and  if  perchance 
others  may  be  profited,  I  herewith  men- 
tion them. 

First,  purity.  It  is  not  enough  to  have 
at  one  time  obtained  the  blessed  experi- 
ence of  heart  purity.  No,  I  must  meet  the 
Lord  frequently  and  feel  His  purity 
surging  through  my  being.  This  will 
imply  not  only  purity  of  heart,  but 
purity  in  thought  and  deed.  When  1 
leave  a  person  or  a  home  I  must  leave 
it  as  pure  as  I  found  it;  yea,  in  better 
shape  if  possible.  In  short,  I  must  be 
clean  in  spirit,  in  person,  and  in  con- 
tact with  others — a  good  representative 
of  Jesus. 

Second,  humility.  Dear  Lord,  let  me 
be  truly  humble,  so  humble  I  will  re- 
flect Thy  humility;  so  humble  that  I 
will  not  be  conscious  that  I  am  humble, 
and  yet  others  will  be  reproved  and  in- 
spired as  they  behold  Thy  gentleness  in 
me.  As  Andrew  Murray  would  say, 
"Let  me  have  perfect  quietness  of  heart, 
and  never  be  fretted,  or  irritated,  or 
sore,  or  disappointed;  so  that  I  expect 
nothing  and  wonder  at  nothing  that  is 
done  to  me,  and  feel  no  resentment  at 
anything  done  against  me;  to  feel  at 
rest  when  nobody  praises  me  and  when 
I  am  blamed  or  despised.  To  have  a 
blessed  home  in  the  Lord  where  I  can  go 
and  shut  the  door,  and  kneel  to  my  Fa- 
ther in  secret,  and  where  I  am  at  peace 
as  in  a  deep  sea  of  calmness  when  all 
around  and  above  is  trouble." 

Third,  charity.  By  charity  I  mean 
that  I  want  to  be  so  magnanimous  that 
I  will  put  the  best  construction  on  the 
deeds  of  others;  save  from  a  critical 
spirit  so  that  the  reputation  of  others 
will  be  safe  in  my  hands.  Lord,  forbid 
that  I  should  find  it  easy  while  preach- 
ing, or  in  conversation,  to  go  out  of 
my  way  and  cast  a  reflection  upon  an- 
other when   he  is  not   able     to  explain. 


Let  me  always  practice  the  Golden  Rule 
and  "Do  unto  others  as  I  would  that 
they  should   do   unto  me." 

Fourth,  chastity.  I  want  to  be  so 
chaste  that  anything  which  savors  of 
coarseness  and  suggestiveness  will  have 
no  place  in  me.  I  must  not  shock  the 
most  refined  with  anything  that  borders 
on  looseness  and  rudeness.  Let  me  never 
use  language  or  gestures  in  the  pulpit 
which  tend  to  cheapen  the  gospel  of 
the  Son  of  God. 

Fifth,  brevity.  Let  me  know  when 
and  how  to  quit.  I  fear  I  sometimes 
preach  people  under  conviction,  then 
preach  it  off.  Better  not  finish  my  ser- 
mon and  have  a  fruitful  altar  call  than 
preach  ten  minutes  too  long  and  lose 
one  seeker.  More  than  once  have  I 
started  in  the  Spirit,  and  I  fear  ended 
in  the  flesh.  In  other  words  I  reached  a 
climax  and  failed  quickly  to  draw  the 
net;  some  of  the  fish  escaped.  What  a 
pity!  Lord,  have  mercy!  Once  more  I 
plead  for  purity,  humility,  charity,  chas- 
tity, and  brevity.  —  Durham,  South 
Africa. 

Good  Advsce  fro  Preoclhers 
Make  no  apologies.  If  you  have  the 
Lord's  message,  declare  it!  if  not,  hold 
your  peace.  Have  short  prefaces  and  in- 
troductions. Say  your  best  things  firsts 
and  stop  before  you  get  prosy.  Do  not 
spoil  the  appetite  for  dinner  by  too 
much  thin  soup.  Leave  yourself  out  of 
the  pulpit,  and  take  Jesus  in.  Defend 
the  gospel  and  let  the  Lord  defend  you 
and   your   character. 

Do  not  get  excited  too  soon.  Do  not 
run  away  from  your  remarks.  Engine- 
driving  wheels  whirl  fast  on  an  icy 
track,  but  when  loaded  go  slower.  It 
takes  a  cold  hammer  to  bend  a  hot  iron. 
Heat  up  the  people,  but  keep  the  ham-* 
mer  wet  and  cool.  Do  not  bawl  and 
scream.  Too  much  water  stops  mill- 
wheels  and  too  much  noise  drowns  sense. 
Empty  vessels  ring  the  loudest.  Powder 
is  not  shot.  Thunder  is  harmless,  light- 
ning kills.  If  you  have  lightning,  you 
can  afford  to  thunder. 

Don't  scold  the  people.  Do  not  abuse 
the  faithful  souls  who  come  to  meeting 
on  rainy  days,  because  others  are  too 
lazy  to  attend.  Preach  the  best  to  the 
smallest  assemblies;  Jesus  preached  to 
one  woman  at  the  well  and  she  got  all 
Samaria  out  to  hear  Him  the  next  time. 
— Author    Unknown. 

Those  who  wait  for  the  opportunity 
to  make  a  big  hit  usually  are  knocked 
out  by  failure  before  the  opportunity 
gets  to  them.  Opportunity  never  pro- 
motes us  unless  we  have  the  ability  to 
promote  the  opportunity.  Many  oppor- 
tunities have  been  squandered  because 
they  fell  into  the   wrong  hands. 
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^Keips  for  tempted  and  ^ried 


HOW    MARK    DISCOVERED    THE 
SECRET 

Arthur  R.  Scarr 

Yes,  there  was  surely  something  wrong 
— the  clumsy  bandage  on  his  thumb, 
the  frown  of  dissatisfaction  on  his 
otherwise  handsome  face,  the  untidy  ar- 
rangement of  his  clothes;  all  this  and 
more  gave  ample  proof  that  all  was  not 
as  it  should  have  been  in  the  life  of 
Mark   Griffin. 

The  heat  was  almost  overpowering  as 
the  young  man  labored  with  the  brush 
that  seemed  to  get  heavier  with  each 
stroke.  Not  even  the  slightest  indication 
of  a  breeze  could  be  felt;  and  not  a  bit 
of  shade  where  he  was  working,  in  which 
he  could  find  a  moment's  relief  from 
the  oppressive  rays  of  midsummer  sun. 

Back  and  forth,  up  and  down, 
monotonously  the  brush  moved  in  the 
hands  of  the  young  painter;  and  as  he 
sweltered  in  the  heat  he  wondered  just 
what  it  could  be  that  was  causing  so 
many  petty  trials  to  fall  across  his  path- 
way. True,  Mr.  Timms,  the  young  peo- 
ple's leader,  had  warned  him  of  the  "hill 
difficult"  which  he  must  climb  now 
that  he  had  started  out  on  the  "strait 
and  narrow  way."  And  Mark,  with  all 
the  courage  and  enthusiasm  of  one  who 
has  just  been  loosed  from  his  burden  of 
sin  by  the  grace  of  a  loving  Savior,  had 
smiled  at  the  anticipation  of  an  en- 
counter  with    the  enemy  of   souls. 

But  this — this  was  entirely  different 
from  what  he  had  expected!  So  many 
little    trials    had    befallen    him!    He    was 


prepared  to  stand  his  ground  steadfastly 
should  Satan  tempt  him  to  commit 
some  grievous  transgression.  He  had 
broken  away  from  his  former  ungodly 
friends  with  an  aching  heart,  but  one 
which  was  victorious,  for  he  knew  that 
he  was  doing  the  will  of  his  new  Mas- 
ter. He  had  readily  given  up  the  prac- 
tice of  profanity  and  the  use  of  the 
cigarette,  for  he  realized  that  "every 
man  that  hath  this  hope  in  him  purifieth 
himself,  even  as  He  is  pure."  The 
taunts  and  jeers  of  his  fellow  workmen 
had  annoyed  him  for  a  while,  but  he 
had  borne  them  with  patience.  But  these 
were  the  things  which  bothered  him — 
that  bruised  thumb;  how  it  throbbed 
and  added  to  his  discomfort!  And  the 
boss;  how  he  had  raved  when  Mark  re- 
ported a  few  minutes  late  for  work  be- 
cause he  had  missed  his  car!  And  then 
when  he  had  gone  to  get  his  lunch  he 
found  that  some  hungry  dog  had  been 
exploring  in  the  vicinity  and  decided  that 
it  could  make  better  use  of  the  meat 
sandwiches  than  the  rightful  owner,  so 
that  a  small  bottle  of  milk  had  to  suf- 
fice  Mark    for   his   lunch. 

Not  only  had  this  particular  day  been 
full  of  little,  vexing  trials,  but  lately  it 
seemed  as  if  every  day  had  held  some 
disappointment  in  store  for  him;  and 
as  he  was  painting  that  house  on  that 
hot  afternoon  his  mind  was  sore  dis- 
tressed at  the  fact  that  apparently  there 
was  something  lacking  in  his  Christian 
life.  Little  did  he  think  that,  as  he 
reached    a    certain   place  in    the   painting 


of  the  building,  he  was   to  find   the  se- 
cret for  which  his  troubled  heart  longed. 

Edward  Strong  had  passed  the  store 
several  times;  and  on  each  occasion  the 
motto  in  the  window  had  attracted  his 
attention.  Just  five  short  words  were 
written  on  the  delightful  background, 
yet  the  workmanship  was  so  neat,  and 
the  words  so  practical,  that  he  entered 
the  store  and  bought  it.  Not  that  he 
really  needed  it  for  himself,  for  the  in- 
structions had  already  become  a  habit 
to  Mr.  Strong.  "Yet,"  thought  he,  "per- 
haps some  visitor  will  see  it,  and  the 
message  may  do  its  work  in  that  way." 
So  it  was  hung  in  a  prominent  place  in 
his  bedroom. 

A  few  days  after  the  purchase  of  the 
motto  Mr.  Strong  had  decided  to  have 
his  house  painted,  and  that  was  why 
Mark  Griffin  was  occupied  in  wielding 
his   brush   on   that   very  warm   day. 

The  south  side  of  the  house  had  been 
finished,  the  scaffolding  was  moved  to 
the  rear  of  the  house,  and  Mark  com- 
menced   his    labors   once    again. 

Soon  he  reached  a  window,  and  as  he 
carefully  painted  the  framework  he 
glanced,  almost  instinctively,  into  the 
room.  It  was  a  bright  room  with  pleas- 
ing surroundings,  but  of  them  all  on- 
ly one  thing  attracted  his  eye,  it  was  a 
small,  attractive  motto  that  hung  on 
the  wall  just  opposite,  and  on  it  were 
five  short  words, 
"BEGIN  THE  DAY  WITH  GOD." 

Then  Mark  realized  that  he  had  no 
business  looking  into  the  room  and 
tried  to  keep  his  mind  and  eyes  on  his 
work;  but  try  as  he  did,  he  could  not 
refrain  from  looking  time  and  again  at 
that  little  piece  of  cardboard  with  the 
big    piece    of    instruction. 

In  due  time  the  house  was  finished, 
and  on  his  next  job  he  still  had  those 
small  vexations  to  contend  with,  and 
he  still  fretted  at  the  uneasiness  they 
caused  him.  And  then,  one  particularly 
trying  day,  his  mind  went  back  to  the 
motto  in  the  bedroom,  and  a  surprising 
truth  dawned  upon  him. 

"Why,  perhaps  that's  what  I  should 
do!"   he  said  out   loud. 

"What  are  you  talkin'  about?"  rough- 
ly inquired  the  boss,  who  was  just  pass- 
ing by,  but  Mark  paid  no  heed  to  the 
question,  and  proceeded  with  his  brush. 
His  thoughts  were  elsewhere;  he  was 
wondering  just  how  to  go  about  the 
business  of  beginning  the  day  with  God. 

Thus  it  was  that  the  following  morn- 
ing found  Mark  Griffin  on  his  knees. 
It  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever  prayed 
in  the  morning  like  that,  and  the  usual 
evening  prayer  that  he  had  been  used  to 
repeating  was  out  of  place  so  he  framed 
a  prayer  which  must  have  seemed  rather 
awkward,  but  very  sweet  to  the  Divine 
Listener. 

After  a  while  he  rose  from  his  knees, 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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The  First  Lesson  of  Christmas 

"The  first  lesson  of  Christmas  is  not 
one  of  giving,  but  of  receiving.  It  is  re- 
lated that  there  was  once  a  good  man  im- 
prisoned for  preaching  the  truth,  and  one 
day  a  white  carrier  dove  flew  into  his 
window.  He,  thinking  it  was  but  a  com- 
mon pigeon,  threw  it  some  crumbs  and 
went  on  with  his  work.  Later  he  tried  to 
drive  it  away,  but  without  success.  See- 
ing how  tame  it  was,  he  held  out  his 
hand,  and  at  once  it  came  to  him.  Then 
he  discovered  that  it  had  tied  under- 
neath its  wing  a  sum  of  money,  a  key, 
and  a  promise  to  aid  him  in  escaping. 
The  dove  had  been  sent  in  to  him  from 
the  street.  Suppose  he  had  driven  out  the 
messenger.  He  would  not  have  received 
the  message.  Unless  we  receive  Him,  our 
Savior,  we  are  prisoners  without  a  hope. 
The  message  of  Christmas  is  'Receive 
Him.'  " — J.   M.  Bingham. 

Attend  to  Your  Own  Business 

"The  business  of  these  shepherds  that 
night  was  staying  out-of-doors  to  watch 
their  sheep.  It  was  while  they  were  at- 
tending to  their  business  that  they  had 
a  visit  from  the  angels.  If  they  had  been 
at  home,  or  out  at  a  party,  or  even  in  a 
prayer  meeting,  when  they  ought  to  have 
been  in  that  sheep-field  on  the  Bethlehem 
hillside,  they  would  have  missed  the 
sight  of  the  angel  of  the  Lord.  If  they 
had  been  playing  on  harps  at  a  sacred 
concert,  or  ornamenting  pottery  for  a 
synagogue  fair,  or  even  carrying  an  of- 
fering up  to  the  temple  at  Jerusalem, 
when  sheep-watching  was  their  duty, 
they  would  not  have  heard  that  song  of 
the  angels,  or  seen  the  glory  of  the  Lord 
round  about  them,  or  received  first  of 
all  the  good  tidings  for  a  lost  race. 

"The  best  place  in  all  the  world  to 
be  is  at  the  post  of  duty.  Nowhere  else 
can  such  blessings,  temporal  or  spiritual, 
be  fairly  looked  for.  If  the  Lord  has  a 
good  gift  or  a  glad  message  for  one  of 
His  children,  He  sends  it  to  the  place 
where  the  child  ought  to  be  found.  If 
the  child  is  not  there,  he  fails  to  get  what 
he  might  have  had  to  rejoice  over.  Day 
or  night — night  and  day,  be  where  you 
belong.  If  your  duty  calls  you  to  stay 
at  home,  stay  there,  and  never  suppose 
that  you  can  have  a  bigger  blessing  any- 
where else.  If  your  duty  calls  you  to  be 
on  a  steamer,  or  a  railway  car,  out  in  the 
streets  or  the  fields,  at  a  party  or  a 
prayer  meeting,  in  a  store  or  a  factory, 
at  a  concert  or  a  church  service,  in  the 
home  of  a  friend  to  give  counsel  or 
cheer  or  in  a  dwelling  of  poverty  to  ad- 


minister relief,  be  there,  at  whatever  cost 
or  risk  is  demanded,  and  understand  that 
it  is  safest  and  best  for  you  to  be  there 
only." — Sunday  School  Times. 

Our   Christmas   Gift   of    Peace 

A  number  of  years  ago  in  a  certain 
family  a  Christmas  present  was  expected 
from  over  seas.  The  children  were  ex- 
cited over  the  prospect,  for  their  father, 
who  had  gone  abroad  on  state  business, 
had  sent  word  that  the  package  would 
arrive,  if  his  plans  carried,  in  time  for 
the  holidays.  In  due  time  the  wonder- 
ful gift  was  brought  to  the  door.  But 
on  its  appearance,  the  youngest  child 
set  up  a  cry  of  dismay,  while  her  tears 
brimmed  over.  "I  never  'spected  a  Christ- 
mas present — from  father — could  look 
like  that,"  she  sobbed.  It  was  only  when 
the  huge,  rough  box  with  its  ugly  wrap- 
pings and  sharp,  wounding  nails,  was 
finally  opened  that  she  could  be  com- 
forted. Then  "father's  present"  was  seen 
in  all  its  exquisite  beauty. 

God  has  sent  us,  this  year,  a  wonder- 
ful new  gift  of  peace,  foreshadowed  in 
that  first  great  gift,  and  a  part  of  its 
fulfillment.  But — the  wrappings  were 
rough  and  there  were  wounding  nails!  To 
us  children  of  a  larger  growth,  it  did 
not  come  in  the  way  we  should  have 
chosen  or  expected.  But,  little  by  little, 
we  are  getting  at  the  gift,  our  Father's 
present.  Let  us  be  patient  and  trustful, 
for  all  our  tears  are  going  to  turn  to 
rainbows. — Mrs.  A.  B.  Bryant. 

Christ,  the   Power  of  the  World 

"Christ  walked  like  a  shadow  in  His 
day;  and  if  you  had  asked  at  that  time, 
'Where  are  the  secrets  of  power  in  the 
world?'  any  Jew  would  have  pointed  to 
the  old  temple,  and  said,  'There  are  the 
secrets  of  the  world's  power.'  If,  as  he 
said  it,  you  had  seen  some  Greek  smiling, 
and  you  had  asked  him  'Where  is  the  se- 
cret of  power  in  the  world?'  he  would 
have  said,  'Have  you  been  in  Athens? 
Have  you  seen  her  temples  and  statues? 
Have  you  seen  the  Parthenon?  Have  you 
seen  her  art  and  read  her  literature? 
Have  you  entered  the  depths  of  the 
learning  of  her  Plato  and  Aristotle?  The 
world's  history  is  wrapped  up  in  Athenian 
art  and  literature.'  And  if,  while  he  yet 
spoke,  a  disdaining  Roman  had  passed 
by,  and  you  had  followed  him  and  said, 
'Wherefore  that  smile?'  he  would  have 
said,  'The  Jews  and  the  Greeks  are  filled 
with  superstitions,  and  are  blinded  as  to 
the  true  source  of  the  world's  power. 
That  power  is  centered  in  Rome,  whose 
greatness    is   unequaled   by    that    of    any 


other  nation  on  the  globe.'  And  how 
would  Jew,  and  Greek,  and  Roman  have 
joined  in  mirthful  derision  if  you  had 
pointed  to  that  person,  Jesus  Christ,  who 
was  to  be  crucified,  and  said,  'In  that 
man  is  the  secret  of  the  whole  world's 
power.'  But  the  Jews,  the  Greeks,  the 
Romans,  with  their  philosophies,  their 
governments,  and  their  power,  have  gone 
down,  while  this  shadow  has  risen  into 
greater  and  greater  power,  until  it  fills 
the  world." — H.   W.  Beecher. 

How  Jesus   Brings  Soul   Peace 

In  a  machine  shop  the  other  day  one 
of  the  machines  which  a  young  woman 
was  running  began  to  work  grudgingly 
and  with  difficulty,  and  finally  stopped 
altogether.  "Notify  your  foreman,"  was 
the  rule  posted  on  all  the  walls,  the  idea 
being  that  it  is  easier  to  rectify  trouble 
in  the  beginning  than  to  wait  till  it  has 
run  its  course.  He  came  at  her  call  and 
investigated  silently  and  keenly  for  a 
few  minutes.  Suddenly  with  a  darting 
glance  he  pounced  on  a  small  bit  of  metal 
which  had  slipped  into  the  works  and 
made  everything  go  wrong.  "Now  you 
are  all  right,"  he  said;  "that's  what  made 
all  the  trouble." 

"Oh,  how  did  you  fix  it  so  quickly!" 
the  girl  cried,  delighted  with  the  smooth 
running  of  the  machine  in  contrast  with 
its  former  behavior. 

"Just  took  out  the  obstruction,"  he 
told  her,  holding  up  the  offending  bit 
of  iron  in  his  fingers  for  her  to  see.  "You 
had  something  in  your  machine  that 
didn't  belong  there.  That  always  means 
trouble.  Drop  a  pin  in  a  piano,  and  see 
how  soon  you'll  spoil  the  haimony." 

It  is  a  parable  of  the  trouble  with 
hearts  and  souls  and  lives  that  lack  har- 
mony and  refuse  to  "run  smoothly." 
There  is  something  in  them  that  doesn't 
belong  there.  That  mischievous,  ruinous 
something  is  sin.  Jesus  finds  it,  removes 
it,  and  peace  and  harmony  are  the  nat- 
ural result.  Peace  is  not  something  that 
Jesus  brings  and  puts  into  the  soul.  It 
is  something  that  comes  of  itself  when 
we  let  Him  remove  the  things  that  hin- 
der and  obstruct  the  divine  life  within 
us. — Mrs.  A.   B.  Bryant. 

Life's  Melody 

Seek  to  make  life,  henceforth,  a  con- 
secrated thing;  that  so,  when  the  sunset 
is  nearing,  with  its  murky  vapors  and 
lowering  skies,  the  very  clouds  of  sorrow 
may  be  fringed  with  golden  light.  Thus 
will  the  song  in  the  house  of  our  pil- 
grimage be  always  the  truest  harmony. 
It  will  be  composed  of  no  jarring,  dis- 
cordant notes;  but  with  all  its  varied 
tones  will  form  one  sustained,  life-long 
melody;  dropped  for  a  moment  in 
death,  only  to  be  resumed  with  the  an- 
gels, and  blended  with  the  everlasting 
cadences  of  your  Father's  house. — /.  R. 
MacDuff. 
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PEOPLE 

Written  for  the  Lighted  Pathway    by  an    anonymous  xvriter 


A  friend  of  mine  is  always  saying  that 
he  has  three  hobbies,  people,  books  and 
pictures.  That  suggests  three  articles  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway. 

Living  men  in  whom  the  spirit  of 
genus  sparkles  are  an  inspiration.  So  are 
men  of  yesterday  whose  very  dust  is 
still  eloquent  with  the  story  of  de- 
parted greatness.  Warnings,  too,  may  be 
had  from  men  whose  record  reads  like 
a  study  in  rottenness. 

Now  when  the  signs  of  the  times  are 
disturbing  and  the  air  vibrant  with  hid- 
den forces,  it  is  for  holiness  young  peo- 
ple to  cany  an  atmosphere  of  hope,  to 
speak  words  of  good  cheer.  Everyone  of 
you  should  show  yourself  a  shepherd 
and  a  guide  for  the  hopeless.  God  and 
the  Church  of  your  fathers  are  fully 
equal  to  the  emergencies  of  these  dis- 
turbing times.  Then  young  people,  re- 
member that  despair  is  a  disease,  that 
pessimism  is  a  sin  against  God.  Today 
strong  hands,  wise  intellects  and  great 
hearts  are  needed.  Can't  and  impossible 
are  two  words  that  should  have  no  place 
in  your  vocabulary.  The  only  thing  im- 
possible is  something  that  cannot  be 
imagined.  Then  don't  build  a  shanty  life 
when  you  can  have  a  skyscraper  career. 
You  should  succeed  even  if  your  people 
have  been  a  failure  clear  back  to  the 
apple  eaters  of  Eden. 

The  long  distance  swimming  cham- 
pionship of  America  was  won  by  a  boy 
who  didn't  consider  that  he  was  de- 
feated until  all  his  vitality  was  depleted. 
For  the  last  two  miles  of  his  race,  he 
swam  in  the  clutches  of  a  cramp  which 
locked  his  legs  as  tight  as  the  doors  of 
a  bank  safe — with  half  his  body  as  dead, 
numb,  agonizing  weight,  he  kept  in  the 
contest.  He  knew  that  each  sweep  of  his 
arms  meant  a  yard  more  in  his  favor; 
and  so  long  as  there  was  breath  in  his 
lungs  and  blood  in  his  arms  he  would 
not  acknowledge  that  his  race  was  won. 
He  kept  on  after  he  was  tired  and  there- 
in lies  the  key  to  all  victory. 

You  young  people  of  the  Church  of 
God  are  daily  in  touch  with  many  who 
need  encouragement. 

It  is  said  that  Sir  Walter  Scott  was 
shy  and  diffident  as  a  lad,  and  even 
stupid  at  his  lessons.  The  day  he  met  the 
poet,  Robert  Burns,  however,  brought 
about  a  complete  transformation.  Burns 
read  some  lines  he  had  written,  and  pat- 
ting the  lad  on  the  head,  said,  "You'll 
be  a  man  yet,  ma  laddie."  Little  Walter 
went  home  and  wept  for  joy.  He  felt 
that   nothing  could  daunt   him  now. 

In  the  days  of  the  campaign  for  the 
emancipation  of  negro  slaves  in  America, 
there  came  a  period  when  the  fortunes 
of  the  cause  were  at  a  low  ebb.  Things 


were  looking  very  black,  and  enthusiasm 
seemed  to  have  died  out.  Frederick 
Douglas,  the  negro  orator,  was  address- 
ing a  meeting  of  his  compatriots,  and 
speaking  in  a  doleful  strain,  he  said: 
"The  white  man  is  against  us.  The  spirit 
of  the  times  is  against  us.  Everything  is 
against  us."  Just  then  an  old  negro  wom- 
an at  the  back  of  the  hall  rose  up  and 
said:  "Frederick,  is  God  dead?"  The  ef- 
fect upon  Frederick  Douglas  was  electri- 
cal. "Is  God  dead?"  That  is  the  question 
we  may  well  ask  ourselves,  and  also  ask 
one  another,  when  we  are  apt  to  be  cast 
down. 

Mr.  Spurgeon,  when  he  was  going  to 
preach  on  Joseph,  had  drawn  a  picture  of 
the  colossal  stores  of  corn  in  Egypt,  ev- 
ery granary  bursting  with  the  abundance. 
There  was  a  supply  for  seven  years.  And 
there,  in  the  midst  of  his  vivid  concep- 
tion, Spurgeon  saw  a  little  mouse  in  one 
corner  of  a  granary,  worrying  itself  to 
skin  and  bone,  in  the  fear  that  there 
wasn't  enough  to  live  on! 

I  believe  that  it  was  Beecher  who  pic- 
tured the  little  bird  spreading  its  tiny 
wings  in  the  air  and  afraid  there  wasn't 
room  enough  for  it  to  fly;  and  the  tiny 
fish  in  old  ocean's  broad  expanse  fearing 
that  there  wasn't  water  enough  for  it 
to  swim. 

Christian,  God's  resources  are  suffici- 
ent. During  the  great  London  earth- 
quake, when  thousands  of  people  were 
running  about  and  crying  in  terror,  and 
buildings  were  falling,  and  the  ground 
was  rocking  like  the  ocean  in  a  storm, 
Wesley  gathered  his  followers  and  read 
to  them  the  forty-sixth  Psalm,  begin- 
ning: 

"God  is  our  refuge  and  strength,  a 
very  present  help  in  trouble.  Therefore 
will  not  ive  fear,  though  the  earth  be 
removed,  and  though  the  mountains  be 
carried  into  the  midst  of  the  sea." 

An  old  man  warned  Robert  Burns 
about  the  folly  of  burning  his  fingers  at 
the  same  flame  that  had  blistered  other 
hands.  Burns  answered  that  he  wanted 
to  see  how  the  candle  felt  for  himself. 

The  mad  men,  Mussolini  and  Hitler, 
who  have  sacrificed  every  gift  of  the 
soul  to  gain  power  should  think  of 
Napoleon  who  was  also  determined  to 
have  his  own  way.  He  used  everybody  to 
advance  himself.  He  refused  the  council 
of  wiser  men,  and  lo,  his  family  has  gone. 
Four  countries  upon  whose  thrones  he 
had  seated  his  relatives  expelled  his  de- 
scendants. His  crown  was  sold  for  a 
song  at  public  auction  among  buyers 
who  jeered  his  name.  The  power  and 
fame  of  Mussolini  and  Hitler,  the  most 
hated  men  of  earth,  will  prove  to  be 
mere  illusions  as  unsubstantial  as  opium 
dreams. 


When  Pallssy,  the  Huguenot  potter, 
was  lying  a  prisoner  in  the  Bastille  for  his 
adherence  to  the  Protestant  faith,  it  is 
said  that  the  king  of  France,  who  had  a 
great  regard  for  him,  visited  him  in  his 
dungeon,  and  told  him  if  he  did  not 
comply  with  the  established  religion,  he 
should  be  forced,  however  unwillingly, 
to  leave  him  in  the  hands  of  his  ene- 
mies. 

"Forced,  sire!"  replied  the  noble  old 
man  with  all  the  energy  and  fire  of  his 
earlier  years.  "This  is  not  to  speak  like  a 
king,  but  they  who  force  you  cannot 
force  me!" 

We  believe  that  the  young  folks  of 
the  Church  of  God  today  are  equal  to 
the  demands  of  these  troublesome  times. 
We  recall  Thomas  Hughes'  picture  of 
the  boy  Arthur  Stanley  saying  his  prayers 
in  the  dormitory  at  Rugby  amid  the  jeers 
of  the  heedless  boys.  And  after  that  it 
was  easier  for  every  boy  in  England  to 
say  his  prayers.  And  that  talk  over  the 
Bible  reading  in  Tom  Brown's  study, 
when  the  impetuous  Tom,  scorning 
Naaman's  compromise  with  his  con- 
science, turns  to  this  passage  and  cries, 
"Look  here,  this  is  what  makes  my 
blood  tingle!" 

"Ah,  yes,  Tom  Brown,  it  makes  us  all 
tingle  with  a  new  sense  of  the  grandeur 
of  faith." 

The  most  effective  word  in  the  Eng- 
lish language  for  every  young  person  in 
the  Church  of  God  to  learn  is  that 
mighty  monosyllable,  No!  It  has  often 
been  the  pivot  word  on  which  one's 
destiny  has  turned  for  this  world  and 
the  next.  It  was  the  pivot  word  with  the 
youthful  Joseph  in  Potiphar's  house,  and 
with  the  youthful  Daniel  in  the  volup- 
tuous court  of  Babylon. 

The  fatal  fault  of  a  host  of  young 
people  is  cowardice.  They  have  not  the 
moral  nerve  to  face  a  sneer  or  resist  a 
sinful  fashion.  Their  backbone  is  mere 
pulp. 

Nero,  the  greatest  monster  of  human 
history,  lived  in  a  golden  house,  and 
Paul,  who  wrote  more  than  half  the 
books  of  the  New  Testament,  shivered 
in  Nero's  dungeon. 

A  thousand  times  Nero  meditated  sui- 
cide but  waited  for  his  servant  to  strike 
the  blow,  and  now  we  call  our  dogs  Nero. 

Hitler,  the  persecutor  of  the  Church, 
murderer  of  freedom,  and  would-be  de- 
stroyer of  the  race  that  gave  us  Abra- 
ham, Isaac,  the  disciples,  St.  Paul  and 
Jesus  the  Savior  of  the  world,  should  re- 
member that  the  Jews  have  lived  to  stand 
by  the  grave  of  their  every  persecutor. 

If  we  expect  others  to  do  what  they 
are  expecting  us  to  do,  and  one  waits 
on  the  other,  it  will  never  be  done  until 
we  cease  to  wait,  and  go  to  work.  The 
one  who  does  the  work  will  get  the  re- 
ward, and  the  one  who  does  the  waiting 
will  get  nothing. 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


The  Kite  String 

He  stood  aside  from  his  playmates, 
His  sightless  eyes  to  the  sky, 

And   the   cord  in  his   hand  was   tightly 
drawn 
By  the  kite  that  flew  so  high. 

In  his  big  eyes,  wondering,  beautiful, 
On  his  pale,  little,  slender  face, 

There  shone  such   a   rapture,   such   keen 
delight, 
That  some  way  it  seemed  out  of  place. 

And   I   could  not   forbear  to  pause   and 
ask, 

"My  laddie,  what  pleases  you  so. 
As  you  hold  your  kite  in  the  far-off  sky, 

Since  its  motion  you  can  not  know?" 

He  turned  and  smiled  as  he  softly  said, 
And  his  voice  with  joy  was  full: 

"I  can't  just  explain — but  it  makes  me 
glad 
When  I  feel  that  upward  pull." 

That  upward  pull!   How  it  comes  to  us 

In  the  daily  grind  of  life. 
How  it  lifts  us  up  and  gives  us  rest 

In  the  weariness  of  strife. 

And  never  an  hour  may  be  so  sad, 

Nor  ever  a  sky  so  dull, 
But  we  may,  if  we  will,  reach  out  and 
find 

That   God-given,  upward  pull. 

— Helen  M.  Wilson. 
It  Doesn't  Cost  Money 

It  doesn't  cost  money,  as  many  suppose, 
To  have  a  good  time  on  the  earth; 

The  best   of  its   pleasures   are   free  unto 
those 
Who  know  how  to  value  their  worth. 

The   sweetest   of  music   the   birds   to   us 
sing, 
The  loveliest  flowers  grow  wild; 
The  finest  of  drinks  gushes  out  of  the 
spring — 
All  free  to  man,  woman  and  child. 

No  money  can  purchase,   no   artist    can 
paint, 

Such  pictures  as  nature  supplies 
Forever,  all  over,  to  sinner  and  saint, 

Who  use  to  advantage  their  eyes. 

Kind  words   and   glad   looks,   and   smiles 

cheery  and  brave, 
Cost  nothing — no,  nothing  at  all; 
And   yet    all    the    wealth    Monte    Cristo 

could  save 
Can  make  no  such  pleasure  befall. 

To  bask  in  the  sunshine,  to  breathe  the 
pure  air, 


Honest  toil,  the  enjoyment  of  health, 
Sweet    slumber    refreshing — these     pleas- 
ures we  share 
Without  any  portion  of  wealth. 

Communion  with  friends  that  are  tried, 
true,  and  strong, 
To  love  and  be  loved  for  love's  sake — 
In  fact,  all  that  makes  a  life  happy  and 
long 
Are  free  to  whoever  will  take. — Ex. 

Guard  Thy  Tongue 

Alice  M.  Barr 

Guard    thou    thy    tongue   from    ceaseless 
words,' 

Whatever  else  you  do; 
And  ere  you  speak  of  anything, 

Be  sure  you  know  it's  true. 
For  oftentimes  some  little  word, 

Though  said  in  fun  and  jest, 
Will   fill  some  tender,  loving  heart 

With   dire   unhappiness. 

Guard  thou  thy  tongue     from     careless 
words, 

For  frequently  I've  found 
An  evil  word  will  gather  weight 

When  lightly  passed  around; 
So  let  your  mind  no  evil  think, 

Your  eyes  no  evil  see, 
And  when  you  of  your  neighbor  speak, 

Use  words  of  charity. 

— Junior    Life. 

"Higher  fh^n  I" 

By  Annie  Johnson  Flint 

"Lead  me  to  the  rock  that  is  higher  than 
/."—Psalm   61:2. 

Something  larger  than  my  small   attain- 
ments, 
Better  than  the  best  that  I  can  know, 
Higher  than  my  highest  aspiration, 
Reaching    farther    than    my      thought 
can  go; 
Something    which    can    still    my    deepest 
longing, 
Mind  and  heart  and  soul  can  satisfy; 
Fixed  amid  life's  ever-shifting  values, 

Strong,  on  which  my  spirit   can  rely. 
Oh!   I  need  it,  where  can  I  attain  it? 
Fligher — something  higher  still  than  I? 

Something    wider   than      man's      narrow 
knowledge, 
Finer  than  his  culture's  thin  veneer, 
Grander  than  his  vain  attempts  at  gran- 
deur, 
Greater   than   the      gold   he   grasps   at 
here; 
Loftier  than  his  low  scale  of  standards, 

Broader  than  his  inch  to  measure  by, 
Calm  amid  this  world's  confusing  clam- 


or, 
With  its   roaring   tumult,      shrill   and 

high. 
Oh!  I  need  it,  can  I  ever  find  it? 

Higher — something    higher      yet    than 

I? 

Lead  me  to  that  Rock,  O  mighty  Sav- 
ior, 
Hide  me     there  in   peace,      O   loving 
Lord! 
Quench  my  thirst  from  springs  of  living 
water, 
.  Feed  me  with  the  honey  of  Thy  Word 
Let   me   rest   within   its   cooling   shadow 
From  the  heat  and  burden  of  the  day 
Let  it  be  my  shelter  and  protection 

While  the  tempest  passes  on  its  way 
In  its  fortress  let  me  hide  securely 

When  the  seeking  foe  is  drawing  nigh 
I  have  found  Thee,  Rock  of  my  salva- 
tion! 
Higher,   greater,  nobler  far  than  I. 

Musings  at  Dawn 

As  I  awake  at  dawn  of  day 

And  view  once  more  the  rising  sun, 
I  muse  that  it  will  never  pay 

To  shirk  the  tasks  that  should  be  done. 
To    travel   pleasure's    gilded    road 

With  only  thoughts  of  self  to  guide, 
Will  be  to  wander  from  the  place 

Where    peace    and    happiness    abide. 

And  as  today  to  me  is  given 

I'll  do  my  best  to  use  it  well. 
I'll  patient,  tender,  loving  be; 

Kind  words  I'll   speak;   my  acts  shall 
tell 
That  I  would  be  within  my  sphere 

A  bearer  both  of  peace  and  joy — 
To  all  whose  lives  are  touched  by  mine, 

A  source  of  cheer  without  alloy. 

Each  task  that  falls  unto  my  lot, 

Or  great  or  small,  that  will  I  do. 
No  murmur  nor  complaint  I'll  make — 

I'll  not  thus  cloud  my  sky  of  blue. 
This  resolution  that  I  make 

My  God  and  guide  will  help  me  keep, 
So  when  the  day  once  more  is  done 

Serene   and  happy  I  shall  sleep. 

— Selected. 


The  Beautiful  World 

There's  never  a  rose  in  all  the  world 

But  makes  some  green  spray  sweeter; 
There's  never  a  wind  in  all  the  sky 

But  makes  some  bird  wing  fleeter; 
There's  never  a  star  but  brings  to  heaven 

Some  silver  radiance  tender; 
And  never  a  rosy  cloud  but  helps 

To  crown  the  sunset  splendor; 
No  robin  but  may  thrill  some  heart, 

His  down-like  gladness  voicing; 
God  gives  us  all  some  small,  sweet  way 

To  set  the  world  rejoicing. 

— Anonymotis. 

When  we  give  our  all  to  Christ  it  is 
very  small.   How  dare  we  offer  less? 
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One  lone  tater  out  of 

ten!  My  goodness, 

how  can  a  man 

be  mean 

enough 

to  give 

less? 


*■*■*{ 


A  GROWLING  GIVER 

I  cannot  give  to  mission  boards, 
So  please   don't   ask   me   to; 

I've  had  my  salary  cut  so  much 
I   don't   know   what    to   do. 

My  dividends  are  cut  in  two, 
And  stocks  and  bonds  are  low; 

I  have  two  boys  in  college  now 
With    another   one    to   go. 

The  bills  go  on.  We  have  to  eat; 

We  must  have  clothing,  too; 
Insurance,    dentist,    income    tax, 

And  mortgage  interest  due. 

And  then  my  car  is  very  old, 

I'll  have  to  turn  it  in; 
And  cars  are  cheap  just  now,  to  wait 

Would  almost  be  a  sin. 

Oh,   yes,   I   joined   some  years  ago — 

My  wife's   a   member,   too; 
We  haven't  been  out  much  of  late, 

There  is  so  much  to  do. 

I'm  interested  in  the  work, 

I  hope  some  day  to  give, 
But   just   at   present — well —  you   know 

A  man  has  got  to  live. 

I  heard  the  budget  had  been  cut; 

It  really  is  too  bad. 
Of  course  it  means  curtailing  work, 

And  this  will  make  some  sad. 

What's  that  you  say?  That  I'm  to  blame 

If  mission  churches  close? 
That  I'm  responsible  to  God 

For  other  people's  woes? 

I  never  thought  of  it  that  way; 

I  guess  perhaps  you're  right. 
Here,  take  this  check — the  car  can  wait. 

Next    Sunday?    Yes;    goodnight! 

— Alice  M.  Rogers,  in  the  Congregation- 
alist. 


INDIVIDUAL    RESPONSIBILITY 
IN  TITHING 

Rev.  W.  C.  Lovin 

Living  a  Christian  life  and  serving 
the  Lord  is,  after  all,  an  individual  mat- 
ter. Of  course  there  is  a  sense  in  which 
we  must  work  together  in  group  fashion 
if  we  are  to  accomplish,  in  a  general  way, 
the  task  that  has  been  placed  before  the 
Church  in  the  world.  God  expects  us  to 
co-operate  and  unite  our  forces  and  pow- 
ers in  this  way.  But  the  Church  is  made 
up  of  individuals,  and  what  the  Church 
is  collectively  depends  upon  what  the 
members  are  individually.  There  is  a 
motto  which  is  very  fitting  for  churches. 
It  is  as  follows: 
"If   every   member   of   my   church   were 

just  like  me, 
What   kind    of    a    church     would      my 

church  be?" 

When  it  comes  to  our  experience  of 
grace  and  our  duty  to  God  and  His 
cause  we  must  not  allow  our  activities 
to  be  governed  by  what  others  around 
do  or  do  not  do.  We  have  an  individual 
responsibility  that  we  must  meet  if  we 
are  to  have  a  good  experience  and  make 
progress  in  our  work  for  Him. 

We  have  heard  so  many  people  give  us 
a  reason  for  not  tithing,  that  certain 
other  individuals  did  not  tithe,  and  they 
excused  themselves  from  this  duty  on 
this  ground.  But,  my  dear  friend,  if  God 
has  given  you  the  light  on  tithing  and 
you  have  felt  that  it  was  one  of  your 
duties  as  a  Christian  and  a  member  of 
the  Church,  you  can  not  maintain  a  good 
experience  and  have  the  victory  your 
soul  longs  for  unless  you  continue  in  the 
performance  of  this  duty.  There  are  lots 
of  things  that  others  do  and  seem  to  get 
by  with  that  you  can't  do  without  a  feel- 
ing of  condemnation.  We  cannot  afford 
to  miss  the  blessings  that  come  to  us 
as  we  perform  this  duty  simply  because 
there  are  others  about  us  who  do  not 
tithe.  So  may  God  help  us  that,  what- 
ever others  do  or  do  not  do,  we  will  walk 
in  the  light  and  keep  the  favor  of  God 
upon  our  lives. — Wesleyan  Methodist. 

A  Christian's   Financial  Creed 

1.  My  money  is  mine  only  in  trust.  It 
belongs  to  God,  just  as  I  do. 

2.  This  money  is  not  filthy  lucre.  It 
is  not  the  devil's  coin.  It  is  stored  up  hu- 
man power.  It  is  so  much  of  myself 
which  I  can  set  at  work  in  China  or  In- 
dia or  New   York  or  Colorado. 

3.  God  is  counting  upon  this  money 
for  His  work.  It  is  to  build  His  churches 
and  preach  His  gospel,  train  His  work- 
ers and  send  them  out,  teach  and  heal 
and  save  His  children,  and  help  bring  in 
a  new  kingdom  of  righteousness  and 
brotherhood   and   peace. 


4.  To  spend  my  income  rightly  is  one 
of  my  first  tasks  as  a  Christian.  Until 
I  settle  this  my  prayer  and  confessions 
will  be  like  saying,  "Lord,  Lord,"  and 
not  doing  the  will  of  my  Father. 

5.  I  should  set  aside  a  definite  pro- 
portion of  my  income  for  the  Church 
and  the  service  of  others.  I  do  this  in 
acknowledgment  of  God's  sovereignty 
over  all  my  material  possessions.  I  do 
this  to  guard  against  my  own  selfish- 
ness. I  do  this  because  it  is  business  like. 
Giving  my  impulse  and  without  system 
does  not  accord  with  the  importance  of 
this  work. 

6.  The  proportion  to  be  set  aside  for 
these  purposes  should  not  be  less  than 
one-tenth  of  my  income.  The  Old  Testa- 
ment enjoined  the  tithe  (one-tenth)  in 
ancient  Israel,  and  surely  I  am  receiv- 
ing far  more  from  God  than  did  the  men 
of  any  former  generation.  Nevertheless, 
one-tenth  is  not  to  be  the  limit  of  my 
giving.  I  should  not  begin  with  less  than 
one-tenth.  I  ought  to  give  more  if  I  am 
able. 

7.  I  should  invest  this  money  for  God 
as  carefully  as  in  my  temporal  business 
and  keep  strick  account  of  this  fund.  I 
should  study  the  Church  and  its  work 
that  I  may  give  wisely.  I  should  give 
systematically.  I  should  pray  with  my 
giving. — H.  F.  Rail,  in  New  York  Chris- 
tian Advocate. 


Go  To  Your  Enemy- 
One  of  the  needs  of  these  times  is  not 
onLy  to  make  friends,  but     to     convert 
enemies — to  change  foes  into  friends  and 
antagonists   into   protagonists. 

The  world  is  waiting  for  this  Gospel 
of  the  "second  mile" — the  spirit  which 
disarms  hostility  through  sincere  and 
national  good  will. 

Indeed,  it  is  almost  funny  the  way  this 
healing  of  antagonisms  works.  You  have 
an  enemy  who  breathes  threats  and 
curses  upon  your  name.  You  go  to  him, 
not  to  dare  him  to  make  good,  but  to 
talk  over  face  to  face. 

You  confess  your  own  trespass  against 
him,  whether  intentional  or  not.  You 
appeal  to  his  reasonableness.  You  ad- 
dress him  as  a  fairminded  man  who  wants 
only  to  be  fair. 

And,  lo,  you  find  that  he  is  more 
ready  to  forgive  and  forget  than  you 
were  prepared  to  ask  or  expect. 

The  trouble  is,  we  usually  paint  our 
adversaries  in  the  blackest  colors.  The 
mere  fact  that  they  oppose  us  puts  them 
down  in  our  minds  as  villains  of  the 
deepest  dye,  which  is  nonsense. 

Other  people  are  as  plastic  as  we  are. 
They  can  no  more  resist  an  honest  ap- 
peal to  their  better  selves  than  we  can. 

Go  to  your  enemy. — The  Pentecostal 
Testimony. 
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WHEN  SHALL  WE  TEACH  OUR 
CHILDREN  ABOUT  GOD? 

Mrs.  W.  Edson  Dutton 
As  I  have  gazed  fondly  into  the  faces 
of  the  two  boys  whom  God  has  in- 
trusted into  my  care,  I  have  felt  my  re- 
sponsibility to  lead  them  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible back  to  their  Creator.  We  mothers 
follow  our  guidebooks  on  diet,  play, 
sleep,  etc.,  and  spend  hours  teaching 
our  babies  the  good  habits  of  life.  Why 
not  at  the  same  time  teach  them  about 
God? 

As  an  experiment  I  have  taken  our 
two  boys  (aged  two  and  four)  and 
spent  ten  minutes  a  day  teaching  them 
about  God  and  the  stories  of  the  Bible. 
This  time  may  be  taken  while  dressing 
them,  at  noon,  lunch  time,  or  as  a  bed- 
time feature. 

SAYING  GRACE  AT  THE  TABLE 
First  of  all,  we  teach  the  little  one  to 
hold  his  hands  while  grace  is  being  said. 
The  older  boy  says  his  grace  at  one 
meal  each  day.  It  goes  like  this, 

"God,  we  thank  Thee  for  this  food, 
Bless  our  lives  and  make  them  pure  and 
good." 

The  little  boy  says  "Amen"  at  the 
end.  You  may  say,  What  good  is  that? 
And  we  reply,  We  are  making  them  fa- 
miliar with  the  language  of  the  kingdom 
of  God.  At  night  the  four-year-old  prays 
to  God  in  his  own  words,  thanking  God 
for  the  fun  he  has  had  during  the  day, 
asking  Him  to  help  him  to  be  good,  and 
requesting   various   things. 

Of  course  we  take  our  children  to 
church  and  Sunday  School  as  soon  as 
they  are  able  to  be  carried  there,  and 
we  train  them  to  sit  still  during  the 
church  service.  At  first  they  may  have 
to  be  taken  out  and  a  little  pressure 
brought  to  bear  upon  the  right  spot, 
thereafter  taken  back  to  the  service,  and 
the  battle  is  practically  won. 

Then  as  soon  as  your  child  can  talk, 
teach  him  church  songs  and  choruses. 
Our  four-year-old  knows  about  fifteen 
different  choruses  by  memory,  and 
though  he  doesn't  carry  a  tune  well  as 
yet,  we  can  easily  recognize  what  he 
is  attempting  to  sing.  How  sweet  to 
hear  a  child  lisping  the  praises  of  God! 

OUESTIONS  ANSWERED   WITH 
GOD  IN  THEM 

Since  our  oldest  boy  was  three  years 
old  we  have  told  him  about  God;  of  His 
love  for  little  boys;  how  God  stays  awake 
all  night  watching  over  us;  how  He 
sends  the  snow,  the  rain,  and  the  sun- 
shine.   When   his    question    period    began 


alS*9 


who   held    the    clouds 


and  he  wondered 
in  the  sky,  and  who  turned  the  moon 
on  at  night,  we  explained  to  him  that 
God  does  these  things.  Are  we  not  bib- 
lical in  such  instruction?  We  have  tried 
to  teach  him  to  put  his  nickels  in  church 
for  God,  and  spend  his  pennies  for  can- 
dy, for  we  should  like  him  to  grow  up 
to  be  a  good  steward  of  material  things. 
Psychologists  in  recent  years  have  put 
the  "age  of  accountability"  at  a  much 
earlier  time  than  the  previously  believed 
eight  years,  and  so,  dear  mothers,  we 
must  be  sure  our  little  ones  know  not 
only  about  God,  but  also  their  personal 
relationship  to  Him. 

During  the  last  four  months  we  have 
taught  our  older  son  the  following 
stories:  Joseph  and  the  coat  of  many 
colors;       Samuel,    or    the    boy    who    re- 

MOTHERHOOD 
Eva   L.  Travers. 

God  gives  a  sweet  eternal  gift  to  thee — 
A    little    child    to    lead   thee    heavenward; 
The    clinging    touch   of    fingers,    satin    soft. 
Reaches   thy  heart,   and   lifts   it   up   to   God. 
God    knows    His    gift   will    do    the    work    He 

wills. 
He    clasps    the    child,    knowing    that    mother 

hands 
Will    cling    forever   round   a   baby    form, 
And  so  both   child  and   mother  rest  on   God. 
For  baby's  sake  thou  must  live  close  to  Him; 
His   soft   eyes   following   thine,   must   see   His 

face; 
Thy    lips — those    lips   that   press   his   unsoiled 

brow. 
Must  for  his  sake  be  pure  and  undefiled; 
No    false    or    foolish    word,    no    angry    tone, 
pall    on    the    ears    God    formed    tu    hear    His 

voice; 
Thou  must  remember  that  this  budding  soul 
Will  see  his  God  in  thee,  and  through  thee 

God. 
Thy  hands,  caressing,   helping,  soothing  him, 
Must    do    no    Christless    thing.     A    mother's 

hand 
Should   be    the    saintliest   hand    in    God's    fair 

earth. 
A   mother's  feet  should  shine  with   holiness. 
For  small,  soft,  echoing  steps  tread  after  hers. 
And,     oh!     a    mother's    soul    should    radiant 

shine, 
Crowned   with   a   halo   of   celestial   fire; 
God  has  enriched  her  with  the  power  to  love. 
And   love   should  steep  and  soften  heart  and 

life; 
A  godlike  love  should  prompt  her  daily  rule, 
Not  blind  to  faults,   but  loving  through  them 

all, 
And   chastening,   knowing   that  her   holy   Lord 
Would  not  allow  a  sin  to  sully  child  of  His; 
Solemn   the   mother's  work,   yet  very  sweet, 
To    picture    to    her    ch.ldren — God    in    Christ. 


ceived  a  new  coat  every  year;  David, 
the  boy  who  with  God's  guidance  killed 
a  giant;  Lot's  wife,  the  result  of  dis- 
obedience to  God;  Daniel  in  the  lion's 
den,  or  the  way  God  protects  His  chil- 
dren; Adam  and  Eve,  our  first  parents 
and  their  sad  disobedience;  Jesus  as  a 
little  boy;  and  Moses,  the  baby  who  was 
divinely  cared  for.  Several  Bible  facts 
have  also  been  used  for  daily  teaching 
such  as  the  names  of  the  Bible,  who 
wrote  it,   and  how  many  books  it   con- 


tains,  and  the  Twenty-third  Psalm.  He 
also  knows   several  short  verses. 
CLAIMING  GOD'S  PROMISE  FOR 
THE  CHILD 

Our  boy  is  simply  the  average,  a  fun- 
loving,  mischievous  child,  such  as  is  seen 
everywhere.  However,  because  we  have 
so  often  heard  the  excuse  from  church 
people  that  little  children  cannot  learn 
much  about  God  till  they  grow  up,  we 
set  out  to  experiment  and  prove  the 
truth  of  the  verse,  "Train  up  a  child 
in  the  way  he  should  go:  and  when  he 
is  old,  he  will  not  depart  from  it"  (Prov. 
22:6).  No  age  limit  is  stated  in  the 
verse,  but  it  must  mean  very  young,  for 
the  idea  of  training  starts  at  birth,  and 
remains  a  continual  process  until  the 
child  leaves  the  parental  home  for  a  ca- 
reer of  his  own.  We  certainly  wish  to 
claim  the  promise  of  the  verse,  and  con- 
sequently feel  the  need  of  fulfilling  the 
command  of  it. 

In  only  a  few  short  years  and  I  shall 
have  to  send  our  boys  and  girl  out  into 
a  world  with  all  sorts  of  temptations, 
where  they  will  meet  a  pagan  philosophy 
of  life.  If  they  ever  needed  good,  early 
training  it  is  at  present.  Surely,  if  we 
have  followed  the  plan  laid  down  in  the 
Word  of  God  we  shall  have  nothing  to 
fear.  But  we  must  follow  it,  and  we 
must  do  it  now! 

There  was  once  a  little  woman  living 
on  the  backside  of  an  Egyptian  village. 
She  slaved  all  the  day,  making  brick  un- 
der the  heat  of  the  sun  and  under  the 
whip  of  cruel  taskmasters.  At  night  she 
walked  wearily  to  her  humble  home, 
and  with  the  feeble  light  of  a  candle 
she  wove  a  little  basket.  As  she  wove, 
her  tears  fell  upon  the  reeds  she  was  us- 
ing and  were  made  a  part  of  the  pat- 
tern. Also  her  fervent  prayers  went  into 
it,  and  along  with  them  a  sense  of  di- 
vine guidance  and  assurance  that  some- 
how, through  the  storm  that  was  then 
raging,  there  would  be  protection  for 
the  precious  child  she  would  soon  place 
in  the  little  ark  of  bulrushes.  She  did  ev- 
erything in  her  power,  and  then,  with 
confidence,  sent  the  little  boat  into  the 
midst  of  danger,  but  in  the  midst  of 
safety  also,  for  the  will  of  God  was  be- 
ing done.  You  remember  how  the  baby 
Moses  was  cared  for,  and  you  know  of 
many  other  babies  who  have  been  reared 
according  to  the  plan  of  God  and  have 
found  refuge  and  a  safe  journey  over 
the  turbulent  sea  of  life.  The  pre-school 
child  is  the  baby  Moses  of  today  who 
needs  training,  prayer,  love,  and  the 
planning  of  devoted  Christian  mother- 
hood in  this  present  age. — Moody  Month- 

h- ,__ 

HOME 

"7  turned  an  ancient  poet's  book 

And  found  upon  the  page, 
Stone  walls  do  not  a  prison  make 
(Continued  on  page   23) 


Page  12 


The   LIGHTED   P AT HW AY 


December,  193  8 


®W* 


ZMi 


ission 


s 


'ie^ 


agt 


:&9I' 


ais*SS 


A  MISSIONARY  CRY 

(Sc;//  zk  £y  F/ora  £.  Trim) 

A   hundred    thousand    souls    a    day, 
Are  passing  one  by  one  away 

In    Christless    guilt    and    gloom; 
Without   one   ray   of   hope  or   light, 
With   future   dark   as  endless   night, 

They're   passing   to   their   doom. 

Oh!  Holy  Ghost,  Thy  people  move, 
Baptize  their  hearts  with  faith  and  love, 

And    consecrate    their    gold; 
At  Jesus'  feet   their  millions  pour, 
And  all   their  ranks   unite  once   more, 

As  in  the  days  of  old. 

Armies    of    prayer,    your    promise    claim, 
Prove  the  full  power  of  Jesus'  name, 

And  take  the  victory. 
Your  Conquering  Captain  leads  yc;;  On, 
The  glorious  fight  may  still  be  won, 

This  very  century. 

The  Master's  coming  draweth  near, 
The  Son  of  man  will  soon  appear, 

His  kingdom  is  at  hand. 
But  ere  that  glorious  day  can  be. 
This  Gospel  of  the  kingdom,  we 

Must  preach  in  every  land. 

Oh!  let  us  then  His  coming  haste, 
Oh!  let  us  end  this  awful  waste 

Of  souls  that  never  die. 
A  thousand  million  still  are  lost, 
A  Savior's  blood  has  paid  the  cost, 

Oh!   hear  their  dying  cry. 

They're  passing,  passing  fast  away, 
A  hundred  thousand  souls  a  day, 

In  Christless  guilt  and  gloom, 
O  Church  of  Christ,  what  wilt  thou  say 
When  in  the  awful  judgment  day 

They  charge  thee  with  their  doom? 

— Selected. 
THE    CALL  TO  MISSION    WORK 

William  Carey  said  that  his  call  was 
an  open  Bible  before  an  open  map  of  the 
world. 

Henry  Martyn  had  the  idea  of  the 
mission  field  first  suggested  to  him  by 
his  tutor,  Charles  Simeon,  who  said, 
"Martyn,  aren't  you  the  sort  of  man 
who  might  give  your  life  to  the  evan- 
gelization of  India?"  And  that  was  his 
call. 

John  Mason  Peck,  one  of  the  early 
home  missionaries,  impressed  by  the  great 
need  of  his  homeland,  wrote  in  his 
diary:  "A  large  part  of  the  American 
continent  is  yet  enveloped  in  darkness. 
Under  the  immediate  government  of  the 
United  States  there  is  an  open  field  for 
missionary    labor." 


Robert  Morrison  faced  the  question  of 
his  life  work  in  a  heroic  manner.  "Jesus, 
I  give  myself  to  Thy  service.  The  ques- 
tion with  me  is,  where  shall  I  serve?  I 
consider  the  'world'  as  'the  field'  where 
Thy  servants  must  labor.  When  I  view 
the  field,  I  perceive  that  by  far  the  great- 
er part  is  entirely  without  laborers,  or  at 
least  has  but  here  and  there  one  or 
two,  while  there  are  thousands  crowded 
up  in  one  corner.  My  desire  is  to  engage 
where  laborers  are  most  wanted." 

Mary  Lyon,  the  founder  of  Mt.  Holy- 
oke  College,  and  for  twelve  years  its 
principal,  was  wont  to  say:  "To  know 
the  need  should  prompt  the  deed." 

Bishop  Tucker,  of  Uganda,  left  the 
secluded  artist's  studio  for  the  work  of 
Christ.  He  had  been  painting  the  picture 
of  a  poor  woman  thinly  clad  and  press- 
ing a  babe  to  her  bosom,  wandering 
homeless  on  a  stormy  night  in  a  dark, 
deserted  street.  As  the  picture  grew,  the 
artist  suddenly  threw  down  his  brush, 
exclaiming,  "Instead  of  merely  paint- 
ing the  lost,  I  will  go  out  and  save 
them." 

James  Gilmour,  of  Mongolia,  decided 
the  question  of  his  field  of  labor  by  the 
logic  of  common  sense.  "Is  the  kingdom 
a  harvest  field?  Then  I  thought  it  rea- 
sonable to  seek  work  where  the  need 
was  greatest  and  the  workers  fewest." 

Adolphus  C.  Good,  who  gave  his  life 
for  Africa,  wrote  to  his  mission  board 
that  his  reasons  were  just  about  those 
that  would  suggest  themselves  to  any 
one.  The  gospel  is  here  within  the  reach 
of  all,  and  many  of  the  temporal  bene- 
fits, at  least,  are  enjoyed  by  all.  The 
heathen  have  neither.  This,  I  think, 
makes  it  the  duty,  especially  of  every 
young  minister,  to  inquire,  not,  Why 
shall  I  go?  but,  Why  should  I  not  go?" 

Ion  Keith-Falconer,  a  man  of  most 
brilliant  attainments,  son  of  a  peer, 
rich,  one  of  our  greatest  athletes,  Cam- 
bridge University  reader  in  Arabic,  said: 
"A  call?  What  is  a  call?  A  call  is  a 
need,  a  need  made  known,  and  the  pow- 
er to  meet  that  need." — Missionary  Com- 
ments. 

The  Unconscious  Cry — "The  loudest 
calls  for  aid  are  often  from  those  who 
are  unconscious  of  their  needs.  It  is  the 
utter  insensibility  of  people  to  the  su- 
preme necessities  of  life  that  most  pro- 
foundly moves  the  sensitive  heart.  Take 
the  case  of  Helen  Keller.  She  did  not  cry 
for  aid.  She  did  not  call  to  passers-by, 
'Come  over  and  help  me.'  She  was  sunk 
in  a  profound  oblivion  of  all  need.  She 
was  pitifully  and  hopelessly  unconscious 
of    her    lacks.    It    was    those    deaf    ears, 


those  lusterless  eyes,  those  speechless  lips, 
that  vacant  throne  of  reason,  that  ap- 
peared to  the  sensitive  hearts  of  the 
friends  around  her.  There  is  an  inarticu- 
late, tragic  wail  of  an  unknown  hun- 
ger, an  incomprehensible  yearning  in 
the  souls  of  those  who  are  going  down 
to  the  grave  without  God,  and  without 
hope  in  the  world.  And  it  touches  all 
true  Christians  to  pain  and  pity  and  ef- 
fort." 

The  Spirit  Suffered  Them  Not. — 
"Livingstone  assayed  to  go  into  China, 
but  God  suffered  him  not,  and  sent  him 
to  Africa  to  be  its  missionary,  general, 
statesman,  explorer.  Before  him,  Carey 
planned  to  go  to  the  Great  Polynesia  in 
the  South  Seas,  but  God  guided  him  to 
India  to  lay  foundations  for  giving  a 
vernacular  Bible  to  one-sixth  of  the  peo- 
ple of  the  world.  Judson  did  go  to  In- 
dia, but  was  driven  to  Burma,  where  he 
built  up  an  apostolic  church  for  all  the 
age.  Barnabas  Shaw  was  thrust  out 
from  Boerland,  and  trusted  to  God's 
guidance  of  his  kine  and  cart,  not  know- 
ing whither  he  went,  until  the  twenty- 
eighth  day  brought  to  him  the  chief  of 
Namaqualand,  his  'man  of  Macedonia,' 
who  literally  said,  'Come  over  and  help 
us.'  " 

Not  Permitted  to  Enter  Some  Fields. 
— "A  farmer  perceives  his  fields  white 
for  the  harvest,  and  hires  laborers  to 
reap  the  corn.  They  go  into  one  field, 
and  prepare  to  cut  it  down,  but  he  for- 
bids them;  they  look  to  another,  and  at- 
tempt to  enter  it,  but  he  suffers  them 
not;  he  conducts  them  to  a  third,  which 
is  most  fully  ripe,  and  says:  'This  is  the 
field;  work  here.'  Would  any  say  that 
he  did  not  care  for  the  corn  in  the 
other  fields  because  he  passed  them  by? 
Would  not  every  one  be  sure  that  he 
only  took  the  third  before  them  because 
it  was  most  ready  for  the  sickle,  and  that 
he  would  take  the  others  in  due  time?" 

ROBERT  MORRISON 

1782-1834 

What  Carey  was  in  India  this  valiant 
knight  of  the  Cross  was  to  China.  He 
at  first  greatly  desired  to  go  to  Timbuktu 
as  a  missionary,  but  on  entering  China 
instead,  he  was  receiving  the  answer  to 
his  prayer  that  God  "would  station  him 
in  that  part,  of  the  missionary  field 
where  the  difficulties  were  the  greatest." 

Morrison  the  indomitable  pioneer, 
labored  for  seven  years  to  win  his  first 
Chinese  convert,  the  first  fruit  of  the 
myriads  to  follow.  For  several  years  he 
worked  alone  on  the  translation  of  the 
Bible  into  Chinese,  and  lived  to  see  the 
task  completed.  He  founded  the  Anglo- 
Chinese  College  at  Malacca  and  helped 
sustain  it  and  other  missionary  enter- 
prises by  turning  into  the  missionary 
treasury  most  of  the  generous  salary  he 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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IS  THE   NATION    DRINKING   IT- 
SELF BACK  TO  PROHIBITION? 

By  Miss  Josephine  Hogevoll 
Student  at  Chapman  College,  Los  Angeles 

When  over  a  billion  dollars  is  spent 
for  liquor  in  one  year,  when  we  see  over 
100,000  places  selling  liquor,  3,5  00 
deaths  from  alcoholism  in  one  year,  and 
more  and  more  women  being  arrested 
for  drunken  driving  and  for  drunkenness 
— it  is  time  we  were  asking  ourselves 
this  question:  "Is  the  nation  drinking 
itself  back  to  prohibition?" 

Every  state  that  repealed  its  dry  laws 
has  found  a  tremendous  increase  in 
drunk  drivers  and  traffic  deaths  due 
from  drinking  drivers. 

It  is  amusing  to  recall  the  promises 
made  by  the  liquor  advocates  in  their 
long  campaign — the  assurance  that  there 
would  be  no  return  of  the  saloon,  that 
bootlegging  would  disappear,  that  crime 
would  decrease,  that  the  drinking  of 
whiskey  by  women  and  young  people  and 
most  men  would  cease,  and  that  our 
highways  would  be  rid  of  drunk  drivers. 
As  we  listened  to  these  glib  arguments, 
all  dictated  of  course  by  the  breweries 
and  distillers  in  their  own  interest  and 
passed  on  to  the  public  by  those  who 
wanted  to  get  their  booze  easily  and 
safely — there  seemed  to  be  only  one 
thing  in  the  way  of  this  "booze  heaven 
on  earth"  and  that  was  prohibition.  The 
Eighteenth  Amendment  was  the  cause 
of  all  our  ills  from  war  to  the  depres- 
sion and  from  kidnaping  to  all  lesser  ■ 
crimes.  Get  rid  of  this  amendment  and 
these  ills  will  straightway  disappear,  the 
wets  said.  We  did  get  rid  of  it,  but  look 
at  things  today.  A  saloon  is  in  nearly  ev- 
ery drug  store,  restaurant  and  roadhouse; 
bootleggers  operating  on  a  scale  un- 
known before;  crime  more  terrible  than 
ever;  drinking  is  on  the  increase  every- 
where; and  drunken  driving  fast  be- 
coming the  most  ghastly  menace  to  life 
and  limb  ever  known  off  the  battle- 
fields of  war. 

This  situation  will  last  so  long,  and 
then  the  tide  will  turn.  Prohibition 
WILL    come    back    with    a    bang.    But, 


Billboards!    Radio!    Newspapers!      Public 
meetings! 

A  revival  of  education  against  alco- 
hol is  desperately  needed  at  this  hour.  It 
is  a  calamity  that  alcohol  education  in 
the  schools  was  ever  abandoned,  that  we 
ever  allowed  ourselves  to  be  fooled  into 
the  idea  that  we  had  destroyed  the  li- 
quor traffic  and  conquered  the  liquor 
habit  merely  by  writing  an  amendment 
into  the  Constitution  and  then  adding 
the  Volstead  act.  Prohibition  was  some- 
thing more  than  a  noble  experiment;  it 
was  an  achievement.  But  it  was  an 
achievement  which  needed  for  its  sup- 
port a  sustained  campaign  of  education 
for  at  least  a  generation. 

One   can   not    watch    the    life   of    our 


Wanted 

One  hundred  boys  for  new  cus- 
tomers. Most  of  our  old  custom- 
ers  are   rapidly   dropping   out. 

Ten    committed    suicide. 

Twenty  are  in  jail — eight  are 
in  the  chaingang. 

Fifteen  were  sent  to  the  poor- 
house — one   was   hanged. 

Three  were  sent  to  the  insane 
asylum. 

Most  of  the  balance  ain't  worth 
fooling  with  —  they've  got  no 
money. 

We  are  just  obliged  to  have  new 
customers — fresh    young    blood. 

Or  we  will  have  to  shut  up 
shop. 

Don't  make  any  difference 
whose  boy  you  are — we  need  you. 
You  will  be  welcome. 

If  you  once  get  started  with  us 
we  guarantee  to  hold  you.  Our 
goods  are  sure. 

Come   early — stay   late. 
— Opelika  Saloons,  Proprietors. 


young  people,  behold  the  deterioration 
of  our  women,  study  the  statistics  of 
automobile  accidents,  face  the  ravages 
of  alcoholism,  and  remain  indifferent  to 


someone    asks,    why    do    anything,    when  this  question  of  liquor, 

experience  is  doing  everything?  Why  not  We  spend  millions  of  dollars  annually 

sit    back    quietly    and      enjoy    the    spec-  to  support  fire  departments.  We  so    fear 

tacle?  pestilence  that  from  the  nation  itself  to 

These  evils  must  be  fought  in  order  the  smallest  hamlet,  we  have  our  health 
that  the  blight  may  be  stopped  in  the  officers  to  fight  against  disease.  If  faced 
shortest  possible  period  of  time.  Evil,  with  the  emergency  of  an  armed  in- 
like  disease,  must  be  cured  not  merely  vasion,  we  would  spare  neither  money 
by  the  slow  processes  of  nature  but  also  nor  lives  to  meet  it.  Yet  here  on  our 
by  the  swift  practices  of  science.  streets,    at    the    thresholds    of    our    very 

Why    should    not    every    resource    of  homes,   there   lurks   this   liquor   problem, 

this  nation  be  employed  to  fight  liquor!  Shall  we  wait  until  the  nation  slowly 


and  with  utmost  suffering,  drinks  itself 
back  to  prohibition,  or  shall  we  start 
acting  today  to  fill  the  nation  with  the 
truth  about  alcohol,  through  propagan- 
da, education,  and  political  action? — Na- 
tional Voice. 

— Prohibition  is   Coming  Back — 

"THE  SMOKIER  SEX" 

We  borrow  the  caption  and  a  few 
paragraphs  from  an  editorial  in  the 
Neiv  York  Times: 

"It  was  enough  a  few  years  ago,  for 
a  woman  to  be  gentle,  a  true  wife,  a 
wise  mother,  and  a  good  housekeeper. 
Now  she  is  asked  to  add  the  instincts 
of  a  gentleman.  If  this  seems  an  impru- 
dent or  unreasonable  request,  let  her 
consider  that  she  has  acquired  many  of 
the    gentleman's   privileges. 

"Few  men  protest  when  the  young 
lady  at  the  dinner  table  strews  it  with 
cigarette  ashes  straight  through  the 
meal,  but  they  do  wonder  how  she  could 
destroy  what  little  palate  she  has  by 
puffing  vigorously  before  each  course, 
though  they  do  not  try  to  convert  her 
to  the  pleasures  of  sensitive  taste.  Even 
if  her  manners  allow  her  to  scatter  ashes 
in  the  butter,  their  manners  prevent 
their  telling  her  that  they  prefer  their 
butter  plain. 

"She  smokes  everywhere  —  at  quick 
lunch  counters,  in  dining  cars,  theater 
lobbies,  art  galleries,  street  cars  and  de- 
partment stores.  Smoking  has  not  been 
prohibited  by  the  laws  governing  mer- 
cantile establishments,  because  it  has  not 
heretofore  been  the  custom  to  smoke 
there." 

This  and  a  great  deal  more  like  it,  the 
editor  of  the  New  York  Times  says  in 
his  sarcastic  editorial.  He  probably 
smokes,  but  he  realizes  that  it  lowers 
a  girl,  even  in  the  eyes  of  the  most  in- 
veterate male  smoker.  It  is  a  confession 
that  she  belongs  to  a  more  common 
grade  of  her  sex  than  the  girls  and  wom- 
en who  hold  themselves  above  it.  A  re- 
cent article  on  the  subject  in  a  secular 
journal  argues  strongly  that  it  coarsens 
a  woman's  nature.  A  well-known  wom- 
an, who  was  trying  to  keep  her  young 
daughter  from  the  habit,  asked  the  ladies 
whom  she  had  invited  to  a  bridge  par- 
ty, to  refrain  from  smoking  in  order  to 
assist  her  in  the  training  of  her  daugh- 
ter. She  was  called  out  of  the  room  for 
a  few  moments.  When  she  returned,  all 
but  two  of  her  guests  were  vigorously 
puffing  at  cigarettes.  They  may  have 
thought  it  was  funny,  but  such  a  con- 
clusion was  a  proof  of  coarseness.  No 
gentleman  would  have  so  violated  hospi- 
tality. They  are  coarser  grained  than 
women,  but  they  do  not  become  as 
coarse  as  women. 

We  men  are  inconsistent,  but  we  are 
foolish  enough  to  wish  our  mothers, 
wives,  sweethearts  cleaner,  sweeter,  fin- 
(Continued  on  page  16N 
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OUTLINE    FOR    F  ROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more   impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  Intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  Is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  In  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
In    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
tianded  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  yon  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
if  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in    a   Y.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  ana 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    frienas. 


Notice 

By  mistake  the  name  of  the  writer  of 
our  "Thanksgiving  Play"  in  our  No- 
vember issue  was  omitted.  Miss  Esther 
Holland,  a  B.  T.  S.  student  of  Charlotte, 
N.  C.  was  the  author.  We  have  been  en- 
joying her  inspirational  Bible  lessons 
from  time  to  time  for  the  last  year.  We 
appreciate   her   splendid   help. — Editor. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Subject,    "Why  Young  People 
Should  Serve  God" 

Pauline  Weaver 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 
It  seems  in  this  evil  day  that  nearly 
everyone  we  see  is  telling  us  why  we 
should  not  serve  God.  They  are  pointing 
out  the  heartaches,  tears,  trials  and  tests 
that  come  our  way,  and  how  much  we 
are  sacrificing  to  come  this  way.  They 
mention  the  so-called  pleasurable  things 
of  the  world  so  emphatically  to  us  until 
we  should  be  able  to  show  them  that  we 
should  "remember  now  thy  creator  in 
the  days  of  thy  youth."  We've  so  much 
more  than  they  until  we  should  do  our 
best  in   the  short   time   we  have  to  con- 


vince them  that  we  are  the  fortunate, 
happy  ones  and  they  are  the  deceived 
ones,  thinking  they  are  enjoying  pleas- 
ures, but  which  will  only  last  for  a  sea- 
son, while  ours  will  grow  brighter  as 
eternity  goes  on. 

To  Have  a  Friend 

Elave  you  ever  had  a  friend  to  turn 
his  back  on  you,  and  turn  out  to  be  en- 
tirely different  from  what  you  thought? 
Most  people  have  and  have  found  it  to 
be  one  of  the  greatest  disappointments 
in  the  world.  All  earthly  friends  are 
sometimes  careless  in  their  affections 
and  cause  us  the  greatest  heartaches. 
But  there  is  one  friend  who  "sticketh 
closer  than  a  brother,"  one  friend  "who 
will  never  leave  us  nor  forsake  us."  If 
only  we  had  this  one  reason  for  serving 
God,  it  would  be  enough.  Just  He,  as  a 
Friend,  means  more  to  us  than  serving 
the  devil  and  getting  all  the  pleasures. 
To  have  a  friend,  one  whom  we  know 
will  always  be  a  friend,  regardless  of  time 
or  circumstance,  is  worth  every  cross  we 
have  to  bear,  for  He'll  be  near,  always 
our  Friend,  always  there  to  help — and 
always   "on   time." 

To  Be  Happy 

Who  are  the  happiest  people  in  the 
world?  The  drunkard?  the  gambler?  the 
hypocrite?  the  society  boy  or  girl?  No, 
indeed!  The  happiest  person  we  will  be 
able  to  find  in  this  world  is  the  young 
boy  or  girl  who  is  serving  God  in  the 
good  old  time  way!  Most  people  are  go- 
ing to  and  fro  wondering  what  to  do 
next,  wondering  what  will  happen  to 
them  next,  but  for  us  who  are  serving 
God,  there  is  a  perfect  happiness  in  our 
heart.  We  have  no  need  to  fear  tomorrow, 
we  can  look  up  and  be  perfectly  happy, 
for  our  Leader,  our  Savior,  our  Friend, 
is  caring  for  us.  There  are  many  places 
in  the  Bible  that  tell  us  to  be  happy 
and  we  can  do  this  only  through  living 
for  Jesus  a  clean,  blameless  life  each 
day. 

To  Help  Others 

Have  you  ever  known  anyone  who 
did  not  want  to  help  someone  else?  There 
are  few  people  who  do  not  love  and  wish 
to  aid  someone  in  some  way,  for  the 
greatest  of  all  blessings  is  to  help  some- 
body. "All  that  we  send  into  the  lives  of 
others  comes  back  into  our  own."  The 
only  real  way  we  can  help  anyone  is  to 
serve  God,  because  the  only  good  in  us 
is  the  God  that  is  in  us.  If  we  serve  God 
each  day  to  the  best  of  our  ability,  there 
is  no  doubt  that  we'll  have  some  chance 
to  help  someone  nearly  every  day.  It 
may  be  one  of  our  discouraged  friends 
who  is  going  through  a  test,  or  it  may 
be  a  poor,  helpless  sinner,  but  the  Lord 
will  give  us  something  to  say  or  do  to 
help  someone  if  we  are  serving  Him,  and 
then  our  life  will  be  filled  with  the 
greatest,  sweetest,  the  best  of  happi- 
ness, that  which  we  get  from  helping 
others. 


To  Obtain  Eternal  Life 
If  only  for  the  blessings  of  this  life, 
we  young  people  should  serve  God,  but 
then  the  blessings  of  eternity  outweighs 
them  all.  If  only  we  could  get  people  to 
look  into  the  great  beyond,  the  eternity 
which  is  soon  coming  upon  us,  everyone 
would  serve  the  Lord.  We  have  only  a 
short  while  to  help  others,  to  live  down 
here  where  there  are  heartaches,  tears, 
and  disappointments,  but  soon  we'll  go 
into  that  blessed  place  prepared  for  us, 
where  there  is  always  peace,  joy,  happi- 
ness and  love.  God  will  wipe  away  for- 
ever our  tears,  will  ease  our  last  pain  and 
heartache,  and  we'll  be  up  there  with 
Him,  forever,  and  eternally  happy. 
Thank  God.  Friends,  it's  worth  this 
whole  world  to  be  able  to  have  Jesus  in 
our  lives  every  day,  to  be  able  to  have 
Him  as  a  Friend,  to  be  able  to  be  happy 
and  to  help  others,  but  it's  worth  still 
more  to  be  able  to  go  to  heaven  when 
this  life  is  past.  Oh,  that  we  will  go  out 
and  show  people,  and  especially  young 
people,  how  very  much  better  it  is  to 
serve  God.  In  conclusion,  let  us  all  re- 
dedicate  our  lives  to  the  Master,  and  give 
our  all  to  teaching  people  the  many, 
many  everyday  blessings  we  get  from 
serving  God. 

Song   suggested:     "I'll   Be    Somewhere 
Working." 

BIBLE  LESSON 

By  Exelma  Holley 

Subject,  "Rebellion" 

Thoughts  for  Leader 
This  is  one  great  fault  among  God's 
people,  also  the  sinners.  Many  great  bat- 
tles could  have  been  fought  and  victor- 
ies won  had  not  God's  people  rebelled. 
It's  not  because  they  failed  to  sacrifice, 
many  sacrificed,  but  because  someone  re- 
belled against  the  call  of  God,  and  some- 
one rebelled  against  the  truth.  It  is  no 
wonder  we  are  not  gaining  the  ground 
we  should.  "For  rebellion  is  as  the  sin 
of  witchcraft,  and  stubbornness  is  as 
iniquity  and  idolatry,"  1  Sam.  15:23. 
"If  ye  be  willing  and  obedient,  ye  shall 
eat  the  good  of  the  land:  But  if  ye  re- 
fuse and  rebel,  ye  shall  be  devoured  with 
the  sword:  for  the  mouth  of  the  Lord 
hath  spoken  it,"  Isa.  1:19,  20.  This 
puts  us  in  a  dangerous  position  if  we  re- 
bel. 

Rebelled  Against  the  Messenger  of  God 
'  Num.  14:8-12. 
There  are  many  today  telling  an  evil 
report  of  some  new  field.  It's  true  God 
doesn't  want  us  to  believe  everything 
we  hear,  but  He  does  want  us  to  believe 
His  true  servants  who  preach  and  tell 
us  about  His  Word.  Jesus  said,  "If  any 
man  will  do  his  will,  he  shall  know  of 
the  doctrine,  whether  it  be  of  God,"  St. 
John  7:17.  We  hear  people  say  today 
that  some  city  is  a  hard  field  to  labor  in, 
the  people  will  not  believe,  will  not  give 
finance   to    help   the   cause   of   God,   and 
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are  very  wicked.  Such  is  told  to  discour- 
age God's  people  and  keep  them  from 
putting  forth  an  effort  to  rescue  some 
soul.  Because  the  children  of  Israel  re- 
belled, they  were  made  to  wander  in  the 
wilderness  forty  years  and  many  were 
slain.  Num.  14:3  3-3  7.  God's  anger  was 
stirred  and  His  wrath  kindled,  and  so  it 
will  be  with  us,  if  we  fail  to  take  ad- 
vantage of  our  opportunities  and  obey 
the  voice  of  the  Lord. 

1   Sam.    8:5-19 

Here  a  whole  nation  began  to  lust 
after  things  like  the  world  or  wicked 
people  who  knew  not  God.  "Then  when 
lust  hath  conceived,  it  bringeth  forth 
sin:  and  sin,  when  it  is  finished,  bring- 
eth forth  death,"  James  1:1  J.  God  may 
allow  you  to  get  what  you  want  as  He 
did  these  people,  but  at  the  same  time, 
He  will  send  leanness  unto  your  soul. 
;  Psa.  106:15.  They  were  not  satisfied  with 
Samuel,  a  man  of  God,  who  had  walked 
before  them  uprightly,  to  rule  over  them, 
but  wanted  some  earthly  human  power  to 
look  to.  But  God  wanted  to  be  their 
Supreme  King.  Samuel  warned  them  by 
telling  them  just  what  the  king  would 
do.  He  would  take  the  best  of  their  land, 
their  sons  and  daughters  for  his  serv- 
ants and  even  the  tenth,  which  is  the 
Lord's.  So  you  may  get  fine  clothes, 
homes,  and  even  pleasure  like  the  world, 
but  it  will  cause  you  to  lose  your  soul 
in  the  end.  Love  not  the  world,  neither 
the  things  that  are  in  the  world.  "If 
any  man  love  the  world,  the  love  of  the 
Father  is  not  in  him." 

Rebelling  Against  His  Word 
Prov.   1:24-26. 

It  is  a  sad  statement  yet  true,  that 
many  are  getting  aside  the  counsel  of 
God  and  taking  someone  else's  word;  re- 
fuse to  be  called  unto  holiness  and  be  as 
God  would  have  them  be;  even  ignore 
the  Spirit  of  God  and  the  many  warn- 
ings of  ministers.  And  for  their  uncon- 
cernment  their  fate  is  in  Prov.  29:1. 
"He,  that  being  often  reproved  harden- 
eth  his  neck,  shall  suddenly  be  destroyed, 
and  that  without  remedy."  "He  that  be- 
lieveth  not  is  condemned  already,"  St. 
John   3:18. 

And  Ye  Would  Not 
Matt.    23:37. 

Can  you  not  see  Jesus  by  faith  stand- 
ing with  outstretched  hands,  beckoning 
for  you  to  come  to  Him?  I  wonder,  you 
who  are  weary,  how  many  times  He  has 
called  you  to  give  you  the  rest,  peace,  and 
joy,  and  you  would  not  go,  and  you  who 
serve  Him,  how  often  has  He  tried  to 
show  you  the  light  on  the  Church  of 
God,  and  other  subjects,  in  the  Bible  and 
ye  would  not  accept  it?  How  many  times 
has  He  told  you  to  pray,  help  the  needy, 
visit  the  sick,  sing,  or  preach,  or  tell 
someone  about  Jesus'  love,  and  you 
would  not?  Do  you  not  know  because 
you  rebel  you  fail  to  receive  many  bless- 
ings  that   you   could   have?      Will      you 


stand  back  with  all  His  pleadings  and 
say,  I  will  not,  or  let  someone  else?  Or 
will  you  say  as  David,  "When  thou 
saidst,  Seek  ye  my  face;  my  heart  said 
unto  thee,  Thy  face,  Lord,  will  I  seek," 
Psa.  27:8.  Jesus  said,  "My  sheep  hear  my 
voice,  and  I  know  them,  and  they  fol- 
low me,"  John  10:27;  "A  stranger  they 
will  not  follow,"  John  10:5. 
Conclusion 

Let  us  learn  the  lesson  He  is  trying 
to  teach  us.  "For  whom  the  Lord  loveth 
he  chasteneth,  and  scourgeth  every  son 
whom  he  receiveth,"  Heb.  12:6.  You 
who  are  discouraged,  sick,  weak,  wor- 
ried, afraid,  or  wandering  in  darkness 
don't  rebel  any  longer  and  say,  I  will 
not,   but    say,    Thy   will   be   done. 

Suggested  song,  "Why  Do  You  Waif?" 


Y.  P.  E.  PROGRAM 
Topic,  "The  Lighted  Pathway" 

Scripture  lesson:   To  be  chosen. 

We  are  asking  you  to  make  one  of 
your  Y.  P.  E.  services  a  Lighted  Pathway 
service,  and  make  your  whole  program 
from  the  material  found  in  its  pages. 
Choose  your  own  scripture  lesson.  Let 
the  different  ones  discuss  the  article, 
poem,  or  page  that  has  brought  them 
the  greatest  blessing.  You  can  make  this 
a  very  interesting  and  inspiring  program. 

We  are  using  this  lesson  as  number 
three  so  you  may  have  plenty  of  time  to 
read  the  paper  and  talk  intelligently 
about  it.  We  hope  this  will  lead  you  to 
join  our  Reading  Circle.  Begin  to  plan 
this  meeting  at  least  one  week  ahead  of 
the  time  it  is  to  be  held. 

CHRISTMAS   BIBLE   LESSON 
Subject,  "Keeping  Christmas" 

By  the  EditoPv 

Scripture  lesson:  Matt.  5:13-16;  Luke 
2:14. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Are  you  ready  to  keep  Christmas? 
Keeping  Christmas  means  far  more  than 
giving  and  receiving  gifts,  having  a  day 
of  fun,  and  eating  a  huge  dinner.  One 
who  does  only  that  does  not  really  know 
how  to  keep  Christmas.  In  order  to  keep 
it  truly,  others  will  have  first  place.  Do 
you  see  and  understand  the  needs  of  lit- 
tle children?  It  is  a  great  art  to  be  able 
to  play  with  them  and  to  make  them 
happy,  to  know  them  well  enough  to 
comfort  them  when  they  are  tired,  to 
love  them  enough  to  give  them  only  the 
best.  Each  of  you  is  some  child's  ideal. 
You  never  know  how  great  that  influ- 
ence may  be.  When  Louis  Agassiz  was  a 
boy  in  Switzerland,  it  was  customary 
for  him  to  take  his  small  brother  with 
him  to  meet  their  father  returning  from 
work.  One  night  as  they  went  across  the 
frozen  lake  to  meet  him,  they  came  to 
a  crack  about  a  foot  and  a  half  wide, 
too  wide  tor  the  little  fellow  to  jump 
across.  Louis  lay  down,  placing  his  feet 
on  one  side  of  the  crack  and  his  hands 


on  the  other  to  form  a  bridge  over  which 
his  brother  crept  safely  to  the  other 
side.  Eyery  young  person  has  that  same 
opportunity  in  life.  Have  you  tried  be- 
ing a  safe  bridge  this  year? 
Christmas  Love 

Christmas  means  love.  We  do  not  ob- 
serve the  day  quite  as  we  should  if  it 
does  not  pour  through  our  homes  and 
hearts  a  new  wave  of  tenderness  and  lov- 
ingness,  a  breath  of  heaven's  summer 
air.  We  do  not  get  from  Christmas  all 
we  might  if  we  are  not  better  after 
it  is  gone,  if  we  are  not  truehearted,  if 
we  do  not  love  God  more  and  our  neigh- 
bor, too. — Presbyterian  Advance. 
The  Poor 

Most  of  us  have  so  many  friends  we 
want  to  remember  that  we  have  little 
left  for  the  poor.  We  are  quite  likely  to 
give  them  what  is  left  over,  if  any,  after 
our  Christmas  list  is  finished.  Jesus  has 
said,  "Inasmuch  as  ye  did  it  unto  the 
least  of  these,  my  brethren,  ye  have  done 
it  unto  me."  Gifts  to  the  poor  are  gifts 
to  Christ.  Surely  this  item  should  have 
a  leading  position  on  our  Christmas  list. 
Insincere  Giving 

A  great  many  of  our  gifts  are  for  ap- 
pearance only.  If  we  felt  that  we  could, 
we  would  not  give  them.  Other  gifts 
have  in  mind  a  gift  in  return  and  are 
a  sort  of  investment  for  which  we  ex- 
pect to  receive  full  value  with  interest. 
"The  gift  without  the  giver  is  bare." 
When  we  begin  to  measure  our  gifts 
by  what  we  will  receive  we  take  the 
spirit  of  Christ  out  of  our  giving.  An- 
other good  rule  would  be  to  give  from 
the  heart  or  not  at  all. 

REMEMBERING  CHRIST 

It  would  be  absurd,  to  say  the  least,  if 
the  world  should  celebrate  our  birthday 
and  give  gifts  to  everybody  else  and 
nothing  to  us.  To  be  forgotten  on  our 
birthday  would  be  a  blow  to  any  of  us. 
Thousands  of  greeting  cards  carry  no 
word  of  the  Christian  meaning  of  Christ- 
mas. Much  charity  is  done  without  a 
single  reference  to  Christ.  Even  churches 
give  baskets  of  good  things  without  even 
a  card  saying  that  they  were  sent  "For 
the  Love  of  Christ."  We  know  one  or- 
ganization that  sent  a  delegation  to  each 
home  where  their  baskets  were  to  go  and 
held  a  little  devotional  service.  That 
must  have  pleased  the  Lord. 

You  will  think  of  your  friends  at 
Christmas  time.  Not  how  much  they 
love  you,  but  whether  you  love  them! 
Love  means  courtesy,  sincerity,  honesty, 
kindness,  willingness  to  give  more  than 
is  received,  no  jealousy,  no  mean  gossip- 
ing, but  faithfulness  and  loyalty.  You 
will  be  the  kind  of  friend  to  others  that 
you  would  have  others  be  to  you.  Be 
willing  to  ask  their  pardon  and  confess 
your  guilt,  if  you  have  wronged  them; 
be  ready  to  forgive  and  to  forget,  if 
they  have  injured  you.  Forgiveness  is  one 
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The  Christmas  season  is  the  home's 
special  opportunity  of  all  the  year.  Some- 
one has  said  that  home  is  the  place  where 
people  are  loved  the  best  and  act  the 
worst.  Has  that  been  true  of  your  home 
life?  Christmas  is  the  time  of  new  begin- 
nings and  deep  joy.  Make  it  the  first  of 
a  long  series  of  higher  and  finer  home 
days!  Try  to  understand  what  those  who 
live  in  your  home  really  want  and  need. 
Learn  to  help  them  without  waiting  for 
them  to  tell  you.  Above  all,  love  ihem, 
and  tell  them  so  by  words  as  well  as 
deeds.  Often  the  hearts  that  hunger 
most  for  love  are  those  in  your  own 
homes. 

In  order  to  keep  Christmas  truly 
there  must  be  certain  conditions  in  your 
own  heart  and  life.  Van  Dyke  says  you 
must  "trim  your  lamp  so  that  it  will 
give  more  light  and  less  smoke,  and  so 
carry  it  in  front  that  your  shadow  will 
fall  behind  you."  Christmas  day  is  the 
best  time  to  dig  a  deep  grave  in  which 
to  bury  all  your  ugly  thoughts,  unfair 
criticisms,  unkind  words,  cross  looks, 
hateful  acts  and  everything  else  that 
may  raise  a  smoke  screen  to  hide  the  good 
and  true.  Most  of  all  we  need  a  great 
love,  the  love  of  the  Christ  child,  strong 
enough  to  overcome  hate,  to  conquer 
fear,  to  withstand  evil,  to  meet  each 
task  courageously.  With  that  land  of 
love  in  your  heart,  service  for  others  be- 
comes the  greatest  desire  of  your  life, 
not  the  mere  kindness  of  a  clay,  but  the 
joyous  giving  of  yourself  to  others.  This 
is  what  it  means  to  keep  Christmas. 

Our  ability  to  find  better  ways  of 
sharing  the  spirit  of  Christmas  really  de- 
pends on  our  love  for  Christ.  If  we  have 
found  happiness  through  Him,  if  we 
truly  share  His  Spirit  of  service  and  sac- 
rifice, we  will  be  led  to  even  better  ways 
of  celebrating   His  birthday. 

"What  gifts  have  we  for  Christ  today} 

We,  too,  have  seen  the  star. 
And  ive  have  found  the  happy  way 

To   Bethlehem    afar. 
Our  gold,  our  myrrh,  our  incense  sweet, 

Shall  we  not  hither  bring? 
Ah,  let  us  haste  to  kiss  His  feet, 

The  little  Christ,  our  King." 

— Margaret  E.  Sangster. 

Almighty  God,  who  by  the  birth  of 
Thy  holy  child,  Jesus,  hast  given  us  a 
great  light  to  dawn  upon  our  darkness, 
grant,  we  pray  Thee,  that  in  His  light 
we  may  see  light  to  the  end  of  our  days: 
and  bestow  upon  us,  we  beseech  Thee,  the 
most  excellent  Christmas  gift  of  charity 
to  all  men,  so  that  the  likeness  of  Thy 
Son  may  be  formed  in  us;  and  that  wc 
may  have  the  ever-brightening  hope  of 
everlasting    life    through      Jesus      Christ 


our  Lord.  Amen. — William  Knight. 
Bible  Readings 

The  Shepherds — Luke  2:8-10. 

The  Wise  Men — Matt.  2:11-13. 

Joy  to  the  World— 2   Cor.   8:9. 

The  First  Noel — John   1:14. 

Carols   I  Like — Eph.    5:19,   21. 

Christmas    Spirit — Prov.    14:21. 

NOTE:  Practice  your  Christmas  car- 
ols for  this  program  and  don't  forget  to 
go  Christmas  carol-singing  either  late 
Christmas  Eve  or  before  daylight  in  the 
morning.  Go  to  the  street  corners,  hos- 
pitals and  homes  of  the  sick  if  they  are 
willing.  It  will  prove  a  blessing  to  them 
and  you. — Editor. 

Robert  Morrison 

(Continued  from  page   12) 
received  as   translator  for  the  East  India 
Company. 

In  our  day  when  modernistic  forces 
are  challenging  the  commission  of  the 
Church  to  "Go::'*into  all  the  world,  and 
preach  the  gospel,"  the  life  of  Morrison 
is  as  a  sweet  incense.  Perhaps  the  great- 
est tribute  ever  penned  of  him  was  sim- 
ply: "He  never  stooped  to  compromise." 
May  we,  like  him,  be  zealous,  faithful, 
and  friutful. — Publisher  Unknown. 

"The  SnTokieT  Sex" 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
er  than  we  are.  We  would  not  puff 
smoke  into  the  nostrils  and  faces  of 
ladies  to  whom  it  is  very  offensive.  We 
have  too  good  manners,  and  we  would 
like  to  have  wives  and  sweethearts  as 
polite  as  we  are.  Of  course  we  are  polite 
and  tell  the  sweet,  odoriferous  creatures 
that  we  do  not  object  in  the  least,  which 
is  a  straight  falsehood  on  the  part  of 
nine-tenths  of  us. 

Tobacco  is  objectionable  to  some  of 
us,  but  the  cigar  has  not  the  arsenic 
and  other  poisons  which  give  the  cigar- 
ette such  a  hold  that  the  smoker  must 
have  a  few  deep  indrawn  breaths  be- 
tween dinner  courses,  or  the  instant  the 
call   has   been   made. 

It  does  not  seem  to  influence  a  young 
lady  in  the  least,  to  tell  her  that  the 
scientists  are  heralding  the  warning  that 
the  cigarette  is  the  most  prolific  cause 
of  cancer  and  heart  trouble.  The  scien- 
tists are  saying  a  good  many  dis- 
agreeable things  about  the  "tobacco 
heart"  these  days,  but  cigarette  smokers 
are  too  dulled  in  their  finer  sensibilities 
to  pay  much  heed.  Physicians  say  that  in 
serious  illness  the  smoking  habit,  or  its 
absence,  often  determines  whether  it  is 
recovery  or   the   undertaker. 

Of  course  our  granddaughters  are  not 
altogether  to  blame.  Their  great-grand- 
mothers smoked,  but  they  used  an  old 
clay  or  cob  pipe  and  home-raised  tobac- 
co. Even  with  this  advantage,  it  was 
none  too  beautiful  a  sight  to  see  them 
pulling  vigorously  to  fill  their  lungs 
with  smoke  and  let  it  escape  through 
their    nostrils.    But    even    in    that    cruder 


age,  they  sensed  the  unwomanliness  of 
this  manly  art,  and  got  behind  the  house 
or  barn  to  perform. 

Some  of  these  sentences  may  lack  a 
little  in  literary  grace,  but  they  are 
used  by  one  who  thinks  that  our  girls 
are  too  beautiful  and  sweet  to  defile 
themselves  in  this  manly  way.  It  is  no 
evidence  of  brains  to  imitate  the  vices 
of  men.  Can  any  one  imagine  Mary  of 
Bethany  puffing  at  cigarettes  as  Jesus 
and  she  talked  of  that  "better  part"  on 
which  her  soul  was   feeding? 

— The  National  Voice. 

God's  Representative 

A  superintendent  of  city  missions,  who 
often  in  person  distributed  gifts  among 
the  poor  at  Christmas  time,  was  just 
sitting  down  to  his  Christmas  dinner 
when  he  heard  of  a  poor  family  that  had 
been  passed  by  in  distributing  Christmas 
baskets.  He  hastily  left  his  own  dinner 
to  climb  the  poor  stairs  and  carry  an 
overflowing  basket  to  the  half-starved 
children.  He  was  used  to  childish  expres- 
sions of  joy  at  his  entrance,  but  not  to 
the  half-awed  question  of  one  solemn- 
eyed  little  one  who  looked  tip  at  him 
wonderingly  after  one  peep  into  the  bas- 
ket. "Are  you  God?"  she  half  whis- 
pered. "Mamma  said  God  would  bring 
us  somefing!"  "God  sent  me!"  he  an- 
swered fervently,  and  ever  since  he  de- 
clares that  at  Christmas,  if  no  other 
time,  he  feels  himself  bound  to  be  God's 
representative. — Mrs.  A.  B.  Bryant. 

"I  WON'T."  Only  five  letters,  but 
they  may  make  the  darkest  day  in  the 
world  turn  sunny  for  some  tired  mother 
when  a  little  boy  or  girl  uses  them  in 
the  right  way. 

"I  WON'T."  Five  letters  only,  but  the 
mother  who  heard  her  little  boy  use  them 
when  an  older  boy  was  trying  to  coax 
him  to  go  down  and  slide  on  the  river 
when  she  had  asked  him  not  to  do  so,  was 
a  very  happy  person,  indeed. 

"I  WON'T."  Five  letters  that  a  little 
girl  used  when  a  friend  told  her  a  secret 
and  asked  her  not  to  tell. 

"I  WON'T."  A  little  boy  promised 
when  he  had  been  naughty  and  mother 
wanted  him  to  promise  not  to  do  it  again. 
"I  won't  ever  do  it  again,  mother." 

Only  five  little  letters,  but  they  mean 
a  lot.  Do  you  use  them  often?  When  and 
how? — Publisher  Unknown. 

If  as  many  thoughts  should  go  into 
some  people's  minds  as  words  that  go 
out  of  their  mouths  they  couldn't  find 
parking  space  as  there  is  usually  very  lit- 
tle of  that  kind  of  space  in  a  head  of  this 
kind.  Those  who  are  big  enough  to  keep 
an  open  mind  usually  are  intelligent 
enough  to  keep  a  closed  mouth  when 
thoughts  are  entering  until  they  have 
been  disected  and  analyzed  and  are  ready 
for  circulation. 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  lines  to  let  you  know  we 
are  enjoying  the  Lighted  Pathway  pro- 
grams very  much.  When  we  began  to 
use  the  Lighted  Pathway  our  Y.  P.  E. 
was  "dry."  But,  praise  God,  since  we 
are  using  the  programs,  our  services  are 
inspiring  in  every  way,  and  the  fire  of 
God  is  falling  in  our  midst.  I  am  really 
thankful  for  the  young  people  of  the 
Church  of  God,  who  are  doing  some- 
thing for  our  Lord  and  Master. 

Don't  forget,  dear  sister,  we  are  pray- 
ing for  you  as  we  know  you  meet  with 
puzzling  problems.  May  the  great  God 
above  bless  and  keep  you  in  His  love. — 
/.  R.  Campbell,  Steeds,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  name  of  Jesus.  It  has 
been  some  time  since  I  have  written  to 
you.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  coming  along  fine 
and  enjoying  the  blessings  of  the  Lord. 

I  have  finished  reading  over  the  No- 
vember Lighted  Pathway  and  I  certainly 
have  enjoyed  reading  it.  I  think  it  is  one 
of  the  best  books  in  the  world.  I  always 
start  at  the  front  and  read  through. 
Your  messages  are  always  a  help  to  me 
and  encourage  me  to  press  on  and  try  to 
do  more  for  the  Lord. — Litcile  Ross, 
Greenwood ,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

When  I  came  into  the  Church  of  God 
about  five  years  ago,  I  enquired  of  some 
about  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  they 
didn't  speak  like  it  was  a  good  paper,  so 
I  cast  the  thought  of  the  paper  aside  un- 
til last  year  by  chance  I  noticed  a 
Lighted  Pathway  and  thought  I  would 
see  for  myself.  I  began  to  read  and, 
thank  God,  I  have  found  a  treasure  that 
I  have  been  missing  for  about  three 
years.  Now  I  read  every  one  as  they 
come  out.  This  is  the  best  paper  I  have 
ever  seen  for  young  people. — Floyd  A. 
Boger,  Hurlock,  Md. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  feel  greatly  encouraged  each  month 
as  I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway  to  keep 
fighting  for  Jesus.  We  don't  have  a  large 
number  of  saved  young  people  here  at 
Riviera,  Fla.,  but  we  are  praying  that 
God  will  give  us  more  young  people  this 
Assembly  year.  The  unsaved  young  peo- 
ple are  more  than  willing  to  do  their 
part,  but  we  want  to  see  them  saved. 

I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway  from  cover 
to  cover  and  anxiously  await  the  next  is- 
sue. I  would  feel  lost  without  it  now.  It 
inspires  and  helps  me  along  in  a  wonder- 
ful way.  Pray  for  us. — Mrs.  Mary  Lee 
Wells,  Riviera,  Fla. 


Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  just  want  to  tell  you  how  much  I 
appreciate  the  Lighted  Pathway.  You 
may  add  my  name  to  the  Reading  Circle 
as  I  always  read  the  Lighted  Pathway 
from  cover  to  cover  and  have  always 
found  it  a  blessing.  It  has  encouraged 
me  many  times  when  I  felt  like  turning 
back.  I  love  to  tell  others  about  it.  If 
all  Y.  P.  E.  members  would  read  the 
Lighted  Pathway  through  each  month,  I 
am  sure  we  would  have  more  Christians, 
more  willing  workers  and  a  better  Y. 
P.  E. 

You  may  also  add  my  name  to  your 
Gideon  list  and  send  me  three  rolls  each 
month  and  one  for  free  distribution. — 
Dan   Berry,  Detroit,  Mich. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  am  truly  thankful  for  the  privilege 
of  writing  to  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It 
has  been  a  blessing  to  my  soul  and  to  our 
Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Chapman.  Mrs.  Pauline 
Bozeman  is  president  and  Mrs.  Grace 
Mayors  and  I  are  group  captains.  I  be- 
lieve that  our  Y.  P.  E.  is  going  over  the 
top  for  Jesus  this  year.  We  want  to  be 
faithful  servants  for  God  and  see  souls 
go  through  with  Jesus. 

Many  here  are  unsaved  but  I  am  trust- 
ing that  they  shall  be  saved.  I  am  glad 
for  a  Savior  who  saves  and  heals  in  time 
of  sickness  and  is  our  friend  and  com- 
panion in  this  world.  Pray  for  our  Y.  P. 
E. — Miss  Naomi  Dobbs,  Chapman,  Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  It  is  not 
very  often  that  you  hear  from  Clinton, 
111.,  so  I  thought  I  would  write  to  you 
to  tell  you  how  I  love  and  enjoy  the 
Lighted  Pathway. 

I  cannot  express  my  feelings  about  the 
paper  but  I  do  know  that  it  has  done 
wonders  of  good  and  has  blessed  us  in 
our  Y.  P.  E.  There  are  about  thirty-six 
who  come  to  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  there  is 
not  one  that  doesn't  enjoy  the  Lighted 
Pathway. 

Please  remember  us  in  your  prayers 
that  God  will  keep  on  blessing. — Miss  V. 
Bray,  Wapella,  III. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  have  a  loyal  band  of  young  people 
over  here  at  Rock  Hill  church,  and  not 
only  at  the  Rock  Hill  church,  but 
throughout    the   entire   district. 

I  especially  want  to  make  mention  of 
a  Y.  P.  E.  service  a  few  weeks  ago,  when 
the  Holy  Ghost  took  complete  charge 
of  the  service  and  the  altars  were  filled. 

If  we  want  God  to  bless  in  our  Y.  P. 
E.  services  we  must  live  the  life,     obey 


the  Holy  Ghost,  and  then  God  will  bless 
our  efforts.  Please  pray  for  the  Y.  P.  E. 
work  on  the  Rock  Hill  district. — Paul 
Stover,  Rock  Hill,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  been  thinking  how  the 
Lighted  Pathway  has  been  a  blessing  to 
our  Y.  P.  E.  here  in  Blacksburg.  Each 
program  this  month  has  been  wonderful. 
God  is  blessing  in  every  service.  Souls 
are  being  saved  and  the  Holy  Ghost  is 
having  full  right  of  way  in  each  heart. 

The  Lord  has  blessed  us  with  a  good 
pastor  this  year,  Brother  Sprouse. 

Pray  for  us  that  God  will  continue  to 
bless  and  we  will  grow  stronger  in  the 
Lord. — W.  O.  Boheler,  Blacksburg,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  are  glad  to  report  that  we  have  a 
Y.  P.  E.  in  Millville,  N.  J.  Our  first 
meeting  was  held  on  Sunday  afternoon, 
Sept.  18,  193  8  with  39  in  attendance.  All 
the  young  people  are  coming  out  and 
willing  to  do  whatever  is  asked  of  them. 
They  can  hardly  wait  till  the  next  week 
to  come  and  see  what  their  next  meet- 
ing has  in  store  for  them. 

We  are  glad  for  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
It  has  been  a  great  help  to  us.  We  are 
asking  all  that  read  this  article  to  pray 
much  for  us,  because  this  work  is  new 
and  we  certainly  need  your  prayers. 

Sister  Amy  Hanley  is  our  pastor  and 
takes  a  great  interest  in  our  young  peo- 
ple. Hoping  that  you  will  all  remember 
us  in  your  prayers  and  we  will  remember 
you. — Frank  Turner,  Millville,  N.   J. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  received  my  first  issue  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  this  month  and  it  thrilled  my 
soul  to  read  the  good  messages  and  poems 
written  by  God-fearing  people.  We  young 
people  certainly  should  appreciate  and 
love  (and  I  believe  we  do)  leaders  like 
you,  Sister  Harrison,  who  will  do  their 
best  to  encourage  the  young  people  and 
make  the  Y.P.E.  grow. 

We  certainly  are  sorry  that  you  could 
not  attend  the  Assembly  and  we  missed 
you  so  much. 

We  have  a  wonderful  Y.P.E.  at  Hamil- 
ton. Saturday  night  is  entirely  in  the 
hands  of  the  Y.P.E.  and  God's  will  comes 
first  in  our  services. 

The  Ohio  state  ministers'  meeting 
closed  last  Thursday  evening  with  an  in- 
spiring message  from  Brother  E.  C.  Clark, 
our  overseer.  God  certainly  blessed  in  the 
entire  meeting  and  we  are  depending  on 
Him  to  bless  and  prosper  the  Church  of 
God  in  Ohio  this  year. 

Pray  for  us  in  Ohio  and  especially  for 
our  Y.P.E.  at  Hamilton. — Edna  Weaver. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  let  you  know  how  I  enjoy 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We  are  al- 
ways  anxious   for  our   roll   each  month. 
(Continued  on   page   20) 
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He'll  Bring  You  Through 

When  the  storm  clouds  'round  you  gather, 
And  the  darkness  blocks  your  way, 
And  your  best  friends  turn  against  you, 
And  you  find  it  hard  to  pray; 
When  your  burden  gets  too  heavy, 
And  the  outlook's  far  from  bright, 
Just  keep  on  trusting  Jesus, 
And  He'll  bring  you  through  all  right. 

Just  keep  on  trusting  Jesus 

When  adversities  assail, 

Just  keep  on  looking  upward 

To  the  One  who  never  fails. 

In  Him  you'll  find  safe  refuge, 

When    no    other    help's    in    sight; 

Just  keep  on  trusting  Jesus, 

And  He'll  bring  you  through  all  right. 

When  tough  luck  overtakes  you, 
And  in  sadness  you  may  sit, 
And  you   feel  your  grip  is  slipping, 
And  you're  certain  you  must  quit; 
When  the  gates  of  hell  seem  open, 
And  you  face  the  devil's  might, 
Just  keep  on  trusting  Jesus, 
And  He'll  brine  you  through  all  right. 
—Glenn  Tctcr,  Elkins,  W.  Va. 

OVERCOMING5  DISCOURAGE- 
MENT 

D.  C.  Barnes 

Are  you  discouraged?  So  many  times 
this  question  has  been  asked.  Evidently, 
the  most  common  of  all  hindrances  to 
"Christian  Progression"  is  discourage- 
ment. Like  the  air  we  breathe,  it  con- 
tacts every  living  mortal  sooner  or  later, 
more  or  less. 

What  is  discouragement?  Where  is 
the  seat  of  its  power  located?  What  is  it 
that  yields  or  surrenders  to  bring  about 
this  unpleasant  mood?  After  all,  except 
for  the  effect  it  has  on  us,  we  know 
very  little  about  it.  But  due  to  "expe- 
riences" it  leaves  none  of  us  totally  ig- 
norant of  discouragement. 

Personally,  I  do  not  believe  it  is  un- 
belief but  that  it  is  a  sign  of  a  lack  of 
sufficient  faith  in  most  cases.  The  Bible 
says  "Faith  is  the  substance  of  things 
hoped  for;  the  evidence  of  things  not 
seen."  In  other  words,  faith  is  acting  as  if 
the  unknown  and  the  unseen  is  visible 
and  understood.  But  I  learn  from  person- 
al experience  and  observation  that  when 
the  thing  "hoped  for"  does  not  appear  as 
quickly  as  we  think  it  should,  we  fall 
into  a  state  of  what  is  commonly  called 
"discouragement."  I  believe  more  faith 
would    lessen   discouragement. 

If  you  are  discouraged,  ask  yourself  if 
ypu  are  justified  in  being  so.  Perhaps  God 
desired  to  prove  your  faith  and  because 


of  your  lack  of  faith  you  become  dis- 
couraged. You  pray  "O  Lord,  increase 
my  faith."  But  how  are  you  to  know  if 
God  has  answered  your  prayer  unless  it 
is  proven  in  your  life?  "The  trying  of 
your  faith  worketh  patience,  therefore, 
let  patience  have  her  perfect  work." 

And  again,  have  you  tried  to  see  the 
good  side  of  discouragement?  What  do 
you  mean  by  the  good  side  of  discour- 
agement? I  mean  that  it  is  possible  to 
profit  from  your  discouragements  and 
through  them  be  made  stronger  in  the 
Lord.  In  the  first  place,  what  does  your 
discouraged  condition  prove?  That  the 
height  of  your  ambition  has  not  been 
reached,  therefore,  you  have  hope  ahead. 
Have  others  overcome?  Then  you  can, 
too,  for  what  has  been  done  can  be  done 
again.  When  you  fail  in  your  ambition 
realize  that  you  are  only  going  through 
the  process  that  all  great  men  and  wom- 
en have  gone.  Were  they  successful? 
Then  you  can  be  the  same.  Lift  your 
chin  and  prove  yourself. 

"Wherefore  seeing  we  also  are  com- 
passed about  with  so  great  a  cloud  of  wit- 
nesses, let  us  lay  aside  every  weight  (im- 
patience, discontentment,  murmuring, 
discouragement,  etc.),  and  the  sin  which 
doth  so  easily  beset  us  (unbelief),  and 
let  us  run  with  patience  the  race  that  is 
set  before  us,"  Heb.   12:1. 

The  Day  of  Pentecost 

( Taken  from  Acts  2 ) 

On  the  day  of  Pentecost 
When  they  were  all  with  one  accord. 
There  came  a  sovind  from  heaven 
From  the  presence  of  the  Lord. 

Filled  the  house  where  they  were  sitting, 
As  a  rushing  mighty  wind; 
Cloven  tongues  as  of  fire, 
On  each  one  the  Lord  did  send. 

When  the  blessed  Holy  Ghost 
There  filled  each  one  anew, 
They  began  to  speak  in  tongues 
As  the  Spirit  made  them  do. 

Men  from  every  nation  beheld. 
And  they  were  all  so  shocked, 
When  each  one  heard  his  tongue 
They  began  to  murmur  and  to  mock. 

Some  said,  "What  meanest  this?" 
Others  said,  "They  are  full  of  new  wine." 
But  Peter  said,  "In  the  last  days 
The  Lord  will   pour   out   His   Spirit   di- 
vine. 

"Your  young  men  shall  see  visions, 
Your  sons  and  daughters  prophesy; 
Your  old  men  shall  dream  dreams, 
And  I  will  show  wonders  on  high. 


Promise  of  the  Holy  Ghost  is  given, 
Bear    this    message    to    thine    heart, 
Take  this  plan  of  salvation 
And  from  it  never,  never  part. 

— Flora  Rntledge,  S.  Lindale,  Ga. 

iHsWell 

2  Kings  4:2b 
It  is  well,  though  mountains  quiver 

And   be  hurled   into  the  sea, 
It   is   well   for  Christ   the   Savior 

By  His  blood  hath  made  us  free. 

It  is  well,  though  like  the  woman, 
Earth's  best  joys  from  me  have  fled, 

It   is   well   the   mighty   victor 
Has  arisen   from   the  dead. 

It  is  well,  though  vines  should  wither, 
Fig  trees  cease  their  fruit  to  bear; 

It  is  well,  for  heavenly  manna 

Is  my  food,  with  Christ  so  near. 

It  is  well,  though  nations  tremble 
Wondering  what  the  end  will  be; 

It  is  well  for  the  Redeemer 

Conquered  death  for  you  and  me. 

It   is  well,   oh   glory,   glory, 

Well   with  body  and  with  soul; 

It   is   well,   saints,   seers,   and   sages, 
Forward  press  toward  the  goal. 

Is  it   well?   then  shout   the  stoiy, 
Let  us  sing  of  His  great  love, 

'Till  the  angels  and  archangels 
List'    with   wonder   from   above. 

What  a  wonderful  Redeemer! 

Thus  to  rescue  us  from  hell, 
That   through   all   life's  many  changes 

Sits  still  to  know  that  "It  is  well." 

— Tbelma  C.  Levy,  Andrew,  Jam.,  B. 
W.  I. 

Insurance  and  Assurance 

(Dedicated  to  my  Father) 
Many  people  today  are  more  concerned 
about  insurance  than  they  are  about  as- 
surance. It  is  no  bad  policy  for  a  man 
or  woman  to  prepare  for  their  future, 
death;  to  want  to  leave  their  loved  ones 
without  the  burden  of  the  funeral  ex- 
penses, and  have  some  money  left  to 
clothe  the  children,  and  for  food,  fire, 
shelter,  and  schooling.  It  is  a  wise  man 
or  woman  who  looks  out  for  a  rainy  day, 
and  while  they  are  strong,  healthy,  while 
they  are  young  lay  by  a  little  day  by  day 
for  the  future  day.  It  shows  the  love  and 
interest  of  the  father  or  mother  by  so 
doing. 

It  is  far  more  needful  to  make  prepa- 
ration for  the  soul.  To  have  the  assur- 
ance  that    we   have    clean   hands    and    a 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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A  BOOK,  A  JEW,  AND  A 
MIRACLE 

How  a  New   Testament  Led  a  Jew  to 

Christ  in  Vienna,  and  Sent  Him 

5,000    Miles    to    Win   His 

Brother 

By  Rev.  Jacob  Garthenhaus 

How  I  had  always  looked  forward 
to  the  hour  when  I  would  be  on  a  ship 
bound  for  that  wonderful  land,  Ameri- 
ca! For  years  my  ambition  was  to  seek 
my  fortune  in  that  land  flowing  with 
milk  and  honey  and  I  was  determined 
that  no  obstacle  would  ever  be  powerful 
enough  to  keep  me  from  obtaining  that 
goal.  And  thus,  when  the  way  was 
finally  opened  for  me  to  go,  in  vain  did 
my  parents  plead  with  me  to  abandon 
the  idea,  making  all  sorts  of  tempting 
offers.  Nothing  could  deter  me;  I  was 
on  the  threshold  of  a  new  and  success- 
ful life  and  could  not  let  the  opportun- 
ity  go   by. 

An  atmosphere  of  settled  gloom  came 
upon  our  home  as  mother  and  father 
thought  of  their  defeated  hopes  and 
plans  that  their  boy  would  one  day  be- 
come a  renowned  rabbi.  Now  they  would 
perhaps  never  see  him  again. 

A  VISIT  IN  VIENNA 

Soon  final  arrangements  were  made 
for  my  departure  and  realizing  that  I 
would  perhaps  never  see  my  loved  ones 
again,  I  stopped  off  for  a  visit  with 
my  grandparents  and  then  proceeded  to 
Vienna  to  see  my  brother.  He  was  then 
a  brilliant  teacher  in  one  of  the  Jewish 
schools  of  learning  there,  and  was  re- 
garded as  a  celebrity  among  the  people 
of  his  own  home  town  and  held  in  no 
less  esteem  in  the  larger  city  of  his 
residence.  He  met  me  at  the  station  and 
what  a  delightful  reunion  it  was  after 
several   years   of   separation! 

But  something  different  about  him 
did  not  escape  me.  Nothing  was  said, 
however,  until  we  reached  his  room  and 
then,  upon  learning  that  my  stay  there 
was  a  question  of  hours,  he  lost  no 
time  in  relating  to  me  the  following 
story: 

Some  time  ago,  the  word  had  gone 
around  that  section  of  the  city  that 
there  was  a  man  from  England  who  was 
stopping  at  the  hotel.  He  was  a  Mes- 
chumed  (apostate)  and  had  sinful  lit- 
erature with  him;  the  purpose  of  his 
coming  was  to  mislead  the  Jews.  And 
the  entire  section  began  to  seethe  at  this 
information.  Soon  the  question  was 
raised  by  various  young  men,  "Why 
doesn't  Jehovah  strike  him  dead  if  he 
is  engaged  in  the  work  of  destroying 
faith  in  God  and  in  leading  God's  peo- 


ple astray?"  This  question  seemed  rea- 
sonable and  many  expected  just  that  to 
happen.  The  rabbis  warned  the  people 
that  this  man  had  some  occult  power 
and  that  harm  would  come  to  anyone 
getting  too  close  to  him. 

DARED  NOT  GO  NEAR 

The  chief  point  for  discussion  in  the 
synagogue  was  this  stranger  and  his  aw- 
ful work.  Warnings  were  sounded  and 
every  attempt  was  made  to  fortify  the 
faith  of  all.  Such  dreadful  things  were 
said  about  this  stranger  and  his  little 
books  that  the  curiosity  of  the  young 
men  was  stimulated  to  see  this  fearful 
character.  If  only  one  of  his  books 
might  fall  into  their  hands,  but  they 
dared  not  go  near  the  hotel  in  which  he 
lived.  In  the  restaurants  and  on  the 
streets  they  talked  about  the  affair  but 
only  when  they  were  sure  their  elders 
were  nowhere  near.  So  much  as  hinting 
an  interest  other  than  hatred  in  this 
renegade  Jew  would  bring  upon  them 
the  displeasure  of  the  leaders  of  their 
people,  not  only  religiously  but  in  a 
business  and  social  way. 

And  my  brother  shared  this  deep  in- 
terest along  with  the  other  young  men. 
If  the  little  books  were  so  terrible,  he 
thought,  they  surely  could  not  influ- 
ence intelligent  people.  And  another 
thing,  why  was  this  man  spending  so 
much  money  without  hoping  to  get  any 
returns?  So  puzzled  was  he  over  it  all 
that  he  was  determined  to  find  out  for 
himself. 

HASTILY  SEIZED  THE  BOOK 

One  day  as  he  was  passing  down  the 
street  a  man  came  up  to  him.  Both  knew 
as  they  looked  into  each  other's  eyes  that 
each  wanted  to  know  the  other.  The  man 
proffered  a  little  book  to  my  brother, 
who,  after  glancing  in  all  directions  to 
see  that  no  one  was  in  sight,  hastily 
seized  the  book,  put  it  beneath  his 
jacket  and  hurried  back  to  his  room. 
At  last  he  had  gotten  one  of  the  books. 

Once  in  his  room  he  locked  the  door 
and  opened  the  Book  to  the  first  page. 
It  was  the  New  Testament  written  in 
the  Hebrew.  He  began  to  read  and  was 
startled  to  see  the  names  of  Abraham, 
Isaac,  Jacob  and  other  Jewish  names  so 
familiar  to  him  (he  was  reading  the 
first  page  of  Matthew  giving  the  gene- 
alogy of  Jesus  Christ ) .  A  leaf  falling 
past  his  window  startled  him  and  drove 
terror  into  him.  Then  he  returned  to 
his  reading.  Before  he  had  finished  a 
page  or  two  he  was  already  comparing 
it  with  the  Old  Testament  prophecies 
and  seeing  how  marvelously  they  were 
fulfilled.  He  was  utterly  captivated  and 
could  not  lay  it  aside. 
When  he  came  to  the  Sermon  on  the 


Mount  he  asked  himself:  How  could 
a  Book  he  considered  so  sinful  as  not 
even  to  be  touched,  when  it  contained 
such  remarkable  teachings  which  were 
far  superior  to  anything  found  in  Jew- 
ish books  of  learning?  How  could  this 
Jesus,  from  whose  lips  these  wonderful 
words  had  fallen,  be  such  a  villain  as 
depicted  by  Jewish  tradition? 
INTEREST  GROWING  STEADILY 

With  such  questions  in  his  mind  he 
continued  reading,  his  interest  growing 
steadily  with  each  page.  Perhaps  this  Je- 
sus is  not  as  vile  as  we  have  been  led  to 
believe,  he  thought.  What  surprised  him 
more  than  anything  else  was  that 
through  and  through  the  teachings  of 
Jesus  were  those  of  his  own  Bible!  For, 
when  he  came  to  an  assertion,  "And  thus 
it  is  written  in  the  prophets,"  he  immed- 
iately looked  up  the  reference  for  himself 
and  discovered  that  they  harmonized. 
The  rabbis  had  said  that  Christians  were 
idolaters,  but  this  Book  said  nothing  at 
all  about  images.  There  was  not  the 
slightest  hint  of  image  worship  in  its 
pages.  The  God  of  the  Book  was  our 
Father,  Jehovah  of  the  Jews;  belief  and 
trust  in  Him  were  ringing  through  ev- 
ery utterance  of  the  Jesus  of  this  Book. 

After  completing  the  Gospels  he  read 
on  into  the  book  of  Acts.  What  kind  of 
power  did  this  man  have,  thought  my 
brother,  which  He  imparted  to  others? 
Cowards  became  brave,  men  from  ordi- 
nary walks  of  life  became  giants  among 
men,  once  they  accepted  His  leader- 
ship in  their  lives!  And  then  he  came  to 
the  conversion  of  Paul.  He  discovered 
that  Paul  was  a  young,  brilliant,  well- 
educated  Jew  such  as  he  was.  Paul's 
argument  on  the  Law  and  its  relation 
of  life  was  not  only  clever,  he  thought, 
but  it  was  true.  He  read  the  "Song  of 
Love"  in  1  Cor.  13.  It  was  the  most 
beautiful  thing  he  had  ever  read.  He 
read  it  again,  and  immediately  the  ideal 
for  his   life   became   Saul  of   Tarsus. 

He  was  simply  entranced,  he  told  me, 
with  the  wonderful  knowledge  contained 
in  this  Book,  and  before  he  realized  it, 
he  discovered  that  he  had  been  reading 
all  night  long! 

FILLED  WITH  A  SPIRITUAL 
PRESENCE 

Thus,  as  he  read,  without  anyone 
saying  a  word  to  him,  he  became  con- 
vinced beyond  any  shadow  of  doubt 
that  the  Christ  of  the  New  Testament, 
and  the  promised  Messiah  of  the  Old 
Testament,  were  one  and  the  same  Per- 
son; that  He  was  the  one  of  whom 
Moses  in  the  law  and  the  prophets  did 
write.  And  he  at  once  accepted  Him  as 
his   own    Messiah    and    Savior! 

This  whole  story,  as  he  related  it, 
was  like  a  dream  to  me.  Is  it  possible, 
thought  I,  that  my  own  brother  has 
gone  so  far  as  to  believe  on  that 
"hanged    one"?    But    I    could    not    deny 
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that  a  strange  and  wonderful  thing  had 
happened  in  his  life.  His  face  was  suf- 
fused by  a  glow  which  I  had  never  seen 
before.  The  whole  room  was  filled  with 
a  spiritual  presence  as  he  recounted  these 
unbelievable  words.  But  I  was  neverthe- 
less determined  to  have  nothing  to  do 
with  Jesus,  and  told  my  brother  that 
I  would  rather  die  than  believe  on  Him. 

About  this  time  we  went  out  for 
lunch,  after  which  we  returned  to  the 
room,  and  my  brother  resumed  his 
story: 

Since  he  had  been  convinced  that  the 
Messiah  of  the  Old  Testament  was  the 
Jesus  Christ  of  the  New  Testament  he 
felt  a  relief  in  his  soul.  He  knew  for 
a  fact  that  what  had  happened  to 
Saul  of  Tarsus  had  happened  to  him. 
There  was  a  peace,  a  calmness,  a  holy 
wonder  that  filled  him.  The  rabbis,  he 
said,  had  kept  him  in  ignorance  about  the 
most  wonderful  Book,  and  the  Greatest 
Person  of  all  our  people.  He  still  thrilled 
over  the  new  experience.  The  answer 
to  all  the  questions  of  the  centuries  had 
come  to  him  and  every  doubt  which  he 
had  ever  felt  was  gone,  all  of  which 
left  me  dumb  for  a  while.  I  did  not 
know  what  to  say. 

THE  LAND  OF  THE  FREE 

The  time  for  my  departure  drew 
nigh,  and  brokenhearted,  I  bade  my 
brother  goodbye.  I  boarded  the  train 
for  Hamburg,  Germany,  and  from 
thence  took  the  steamer  for  the  land  of 
the   free. 

The  shores  I  had  left  behind  were 
rapidly  passing  out  of  view;  they  were 
almost  forgotten.  As  I  looked  out  upon 
the  ocean,  I  felt  that  I  was  bound  for 
an  entirely  different  planet.  My  dream 
of  years  would  soon  be  realized!  I  would 
see  money  strewn  along  the  streets, 
mine   for   the  picking   up! 

Upon  my  arrival  in  America  I  re- 
ceived a  welcome  from  my  uncle  and 
his  family  fit  for  a  prince.  Two  things 
one  must  do,  advised  my  uncle,  in  order 
to  be  a  success:  learn  the  language,  and 
work  hard.  And  resolving  not  to  allow 
a  minute  to  be  wasted,  I  immediately  set 
out  to  follow  that  good  advice  with  all 
my  heart  and  soul. 

But,  though  everything  appeared  to 
be  running  smoothly,  nevertheless,  I 
failed  to  get  peace  of  mind.  I  was  rest- 
less, unhappy,  and — worse — I  did  not 
know  the  cause  of  this  unrest.  Any 
thought  that  my  brother  was  possibly 
right  in  his  thinking  was  immediately 
dismissed  from  my  mind. 
LETTER   FROM   ACROSS   THE   SEA 

Meanwhile  I  received  my  first  letter 
from  across  the  sea.  It  was  from  my 
brother.  From  beginning  to  end  it  was 
a  most  passionate  appeal  to  me  to  search 
the  Scriptures,  to  think  over  our  con- 
versation, to  see  "if  these  things  be  so 
or    not."    Riches    and    glory,    he    wrote, 


would  not  bring  peace  to  me. 

I  was  so  angry  when  I  finished  read- 
ing the  letter  that  I  tore  it  to  pieces 
and  made  up  my  mind  not  to  answer 
it.  But  in  my  calmer  moments  I  decid- 
ed to  write.  After  all,  I  reasoned,  he  is 
my  brother.  In  my  letter  to  him  I  did 
not  even  refer  to  his  appeal. 

Time  went  by,  and  another  letter 
came  from  him.  This  time  he  was  not 
only  urging  me  to  search  the  Scrip- 
tures, but  he  quoted  them  for  me. 
First  prophecy,  and  then  its  correspond- 
ing fulfillment.  This,  too,  I  tore  to 
pieces.  I  tried  to  put  my  brother  and 
his  letters  from  my  mind,  but  somehow 
little  thoughts  would  spring  up  with- 
in me  that  caused  me  many  restless  days 
and  sleepless  nights.  I  had  the  utmost 
faith  in  my  brother's  sincerity  and  could 
not  impugn  his  motives.  Surely  no 
shrewd  man  could  have  misled  him 
who  was  so  thoroughly  grounded  in  the 
history  and  beliefs  of  his  people.  Could 
he  have  lost  his  mind?  But  that,  too, 
could  not  be  possible  since  he  gave 
every  evidence  to  the  contrary.  What 
strange  power  had  taken  possession  of 
him?  It  was  a  baffling  mystery  to  me. 
5,000  MILES  TO  WIN  A  SOUL 

The  first  sentence  to  brother's  next 
letter  left  me  speechless.  I  had  to  read 
it  a  number  of  times  before  I  could 
grasp  it.  He  disclosed  to  me  his  inten- 
tion of  coming  to  this  country.  How 
foolish  of  him,  I  thought,  to  abandon 
his  whole  career!  But,  as  I  was  to  learn 
later,  he  had  a  definite  mission  to  ful- 
fill here. 

Within  a  few  weeks  he  arrived  in 
this  country.  It  was  then  I  learned  that 
his  sole  object  in  coming  was  to  try  to 
win  me  to  Israel's  Messiah.  I  wasted  no 
time  in  informing  him  that  under  no 
condition  would  I  consider  giving  up 
Judaism,  and  there  and  then  I  made 
him  promise  never  to  discuss  the  sub- 
ject again.  And  he  kept  his  promise! 

However  he  did  something  better  than 
preaching  the  gospel.  His  life  spoke  for 
him.  He  seemed  to  possess  a  calm  and 
peace  that  the  world  could  neither  give 
nor  take  away,  and  I  had  to  admit  that 
I  envied  him.  It  was  his  transformed  life 
which  gradually  broke  down  all  preju- 
dice in  me  and  led  me  to  accept  Jesus 
Christ   as    my   personal    Savior. 

This  is  the  story  of  how  one  copy  of 
the  New  Testament,  given  to  my  broth- 
er, transformed  his  own  life;  then  the 
lives  of  a  number  of  others  to  whom 
it  was  secretly  passed;  and  then  caused 
him  to  travel  5,000  miles  to  another 
continent  for  the  purpose  of  winning 
me  to  the   Savior. 

As  soon  as  I  was  led  to  the  Lord  I 
immediately  felt  a  definite  call  to  carry 
the  message  to  my  own  people.  For  six- 
teen years  I  have  been  laboring  here  in 
America,  seeking  to  arouse  the  hearts  of 


Christian  people  to  their  responsibility 
toward  Israel,  and  having  the  joy  of 
leading  many  of  my  own  people  to  a 
saving  knowledge  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ. 

Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
It  is  so  much  help  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  pro- 
grams. 

We  just  have  a  small  Y.  P.  E.  but  we 
are  encouraged  to  do  our  best  to  help 
win  the  banner  this  coming  year,  also 
win  souls. 

Our  building  is  very  small  and  incon- 
venient, so  pray  for  us  that  we  will  get 
better  arrangements  for  this  winter. — 
Mrs.  W.  E.  Brewer,  Stone  Coal,  W.  Va. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  have  just  finished  reading  my  first 
Lighted  Pathway  and  can  say  I  certain- 
ly enjoyed  it. 

We  have  started  our  Y.  P.  E.  here  and 
have  ordered  our  first  order  of  Lighted 
Pathways.  I  so  enjoyed  this  last  one 
that  I  can  hardly  wait  for  the  next  one. 

We  have  a  nice  group  of  boys  and 
girls  here  but  the  sad  part  of  it  is  most  of 
them  are  unsaved.  Please  pray  that  God 
will  get  hold  of  them  and  they  will  give 
their  hearts  to  Him. 

I  have  a  greater  zeal  for  the  Y.  P.  E. 
than  any  other  part  of  the  Church. 
Please  pray  for  God's  guidance  in  my 
life  that  I  may  be  an  example  for  young 
people.  Pray  earnestly  for  us  that  we 
may  shine  for  His  glory. — Miss  Otha 
Mae  Brock,   Wheelwright,  Ky. 

An  Earthly  Prince,    and    the 
Heavenly 

"He  came  unto  His  own,  and  they 
that  were  His  own  received  Him  not." 
When  George  V  was  crowned  king,  his 
eldest  son  went  to  the  old  Welsh  castle 
of  Carnarvon  to  be  received  as  Prince  of 
Wales.  Accompanied  by  David  Lloyd 
George,  greatest  of  living  Welshmen,  he 
approached  the  castle  door.  All  within 
was  still.  The  door  was  closed  and 
barred.  He  knocked,  but  there  was  no 
answer.  He  knocked  the  third  time  and 
the  bar  was  drawn,  the  door  was  flung 
wide,  and,  as  he  entered,  the  castle  was 
glorious  with  light  and  the  hall  vocal 
with  song.  The  prince  had  come  unto 
his  own,  and  his  own  received  him  with 
singing  welcome.  It  was  not  so  with 
the  Prince  of  Peace.  "He  came  unto  his 
own,  and  His  own  received  Him  not." 
"He  was  in  the  world,  and  the  world 
was  made  by  Him,  and  the  world  knew 
Him  not."  To  dream  such  a  thing  is  ab- 
surd. It  is  too  wonderful,  too  strange, 
too  humanly  impossible,  not  to  be  true. 
It  is  incredible,  but  it  is  history.  It  be- 
longs to  faith,  but  it  is  fact.  There  was 
no  room  for  Him! — From  the  King's 
Business.  Sent  by  Emily  McFarland, 
Newark,   Ohio.   Prize  illustration. 
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Reading  Circle 


Dear  Reading  Circle: 

I'm  so  pleased  to  publish  this  nice  list 
of  readers  this  month.  We  have  started 
a  little  ways  on  our  trip  around  the 
world,  haven't  we?  My,  but  the  Lighted 
Pathway  will  be  a  blessing  when  our 
circle  reaches  around  the  world.  Perhaps 
Jesus  will  come  before  that  time  but  we 
want  to  be  found  faithful  when  He 
comes.  He  has  said,  "Occupy  till  I 
come."  So  that  is  what  we  are  doing. 

Here  is  some  reading  information  for 
you: 

A  Celestial  'Pilgrimage,  a  twentieth 
century  Pilgrim's  Progress,  is  very  inspir- 
ational and  would  be  a  good  book  for 
your  library.  Order  from  the  Church  of 
God  Publishing  House,  price   75c. 

At  the  Crossroads  can  now  be  bought 
from  the  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

We  are  very  grateful  to  the  author 
of  this  book  and  to  the  Nazarene  Pub- 
lishing House,  Kansas  City,  Mo.,  who 
gave  us  permission  to  use  it.  It  has  been 
a  blessing  to  thousands  of  people.  Quite 
a  few  have  been  saved  and  brought  back 
to  God  through  its  message.  You  need  it 
in  your  library.  It  will  be  a  good  mes- 
senger to  send  into  the  homes  of  your 
friends. — Editor. 

New    Reading    Circle    Members 

From  Cleveland,  Tenn.:  Mrs.  D.  B. 
Yow,  Ottis  Hewett,  Mrs.  Nina  Mary 
Blocker,  Miss  Elva  Bell,  Miss  Cletta 
Wales,  Miss  Ruby  Wales,  J.  P.  Baldree. 

From  Lexington,  N.  C:  Miss  Thelma 
Hardee,  Miss  Helen  Wicks,  Miss  Vergie 
Avery,  Miss  Pauline  Avery,  Mrs.  J.  W. 
Roberson,  Mrs.  F.  C.  Wallis,  Vestal 
Koontz,  N.  R.  Avery,  Miss  Mildred 
Wallis,  Mrs.  Frank  Wicks,  Mrs.  Janie 
Garrison,  Mrs.  M.  E.  Koontz,  M.  C. 
Honeycutt,  Mrs.  M.  L.  Leonard,  Mrs. 
Stella  Craven. 

From  Belton,  S.  C:  Carl  Hanvey,  Ruth 
Hanvey,  Mabel  Hemfree,  Rebecca  Kay, 
Virginia  Hemfree,  Thelma  Strickland, 
Hubert  McGarity,  Furman  Hannah,  Mag- 
gie Malone,  Willie  Campbell,  Anna 
Reeves  Cox,  Allene  Chapman,  Mayme 
Wiggins,  Oscar  Wilson. 

From  Central,  S.  C:  Bruce  McLendon, 
Thelma  McCullough,  Ethel  Tynes,  Wil- 
lie Collier,  Gussie  Robinson,  Irene  Haw- 
kins, Will  Glouse,  Ruth  Glouse,  Beaulah 
Glouse,  Estelle  Boggs,  Charlie  Boggs, 
Jess  Derring,  Ruth  McLendon,  Ellen 
James,  P.  E.  Tynes,  Pearl  Billingsley, 
Mrs.  J.  A.  Brooks,  Mabel  Collier,  Rosete 
Thornbug,  J.  Ray  Campbell,  Lila  Camp- 
bell, Dorothy  Jordan,  Francis  Jordan, 
Lewis  Reeder,  Wilbert  Reeder,  Ella 
Dunn,  James  Campbell,  Ray  Hancock, 
Aline  Reeder,  Ruth  Comer. 


From  Shrewsbury,  '  W.  Va. :  Lillian 
Lacy,  Eldridge  Lacy,  Annie  Knight, 
Harry  Knight,  Daisy  Neylor,  Maxine 
Paxton,  Beulah  Lane,  Icie  Estep,  Eva 
Stanley,  Virgie  Seabolt,  T.  F.  Blackwell, 
State  Y.P.E.  Superintendent  of  West 
Virginia. 

From  Greensboro,  N.  C:  Mrs.  John 
Harris,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Garland  Castle, 
Anne  Jones,  Miss  Vivian  Skidmoore,  Miss 
Kathern  Walls,  Miss  Mary  Way,  Miss 
Elsie  Crabtree,  Mrs.  A.  M.  Phillips,  Mrs. 
Annie  Vincent,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jack  Smith, 
Mrs.  R.  L.  Hobbs,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robert 
Smith,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clarence  Allen,  Mr. 
Lemuel  King,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lanning. 

Grace  Hayslip,  Crockett,  Texas. 

Merlene  Langford,  Arcadia,  Fla. 

Mrs.  Mary  Lee  Wells,  Riviera,  Fla. 


Paul  Stallings 

State  Y.  P.  E.  Supt.  of  North  Carolina 

NOTE:  We  would  be  pleased  to  have 
other  Y.  P.  E.  workers  send  us  their  cuts 
for    our    picture    gallery. — Editor. 

State   Y.    P.    E.   Superintendents 

Paul  Stallings,  North  Carolina. 

Robert  J.  Johnson,  South  Carolina. 

Leonard  Newton,  Illinois. 

D.  C.  Barnes,  Georgia. 

S.  L.  Cooper,  Kentucky. 

Max  L.  Atkins,  Tennessee. 

Roy  Hatcher,  Louisiana. 

Paul  Poteat,  Washington,  D.  C. 

Helen  Rosson,  Michigan. 

Elmer  Boyd,  California. 


C.  H.  Sharp,  Oklahoma. 

Mrs.  W.  E.  Arnold,  Arkansas. 

Wm.  Stanfield,  Florida. 

W.  H.  Ward,  Virginia. 

T.  F.  Blackwell,  West  Virginia. 

Christ  is  a  universal  Savior.  He  is  the 
all-sufficient  Redeemer  of  all  people,  un- 
der all  circumstances,  in  all  time  and 
eternity.  All  need  Him;  all  may  have 
Him.  This  is  beautifully  portrayed  in 
the  rich  variety  of  titles  and  figures  by 
which  He  is  described  in  the  Holy  Scrip- 
tures: 

Are  you  a  jewel?  He  is  the  Pearl  of 
Great  Price. 

Are  you  a  lawyer?  He  is  the  Chief  Ad- 
vocate. 

Are  you  a  builder?  He  is  the  Sure 
Foundation. 

Are  you  a  traveller?  He  is  the  Way. 

Are  you  a  student?  He  is  the  Truth. 

Are  you  a  biologist?  He  is  the  Life. 

Are  you  an  astronomer?  He  is  the  Sun 
of  Righteousness  and  the  Bright  and 
Morning  Star. 

Are  you   a   zoologist?  He  is  the  Lion 
of  the  Tribe  of  Judah. 
■  Are  you  a  botanist?  He  is  the  Lily  of 
the  Valley  and  the  Rose  of  Sharon. 

Are  you  a  farmer?  He  is  the  Sower 
of  the  Seed  and  the  Lord  of  the  Harvest. 

Are  you  a  carpenter?  He  is  the  Door. 

Are  you  a  banker?  He  is  the  Hidden 
Treasure. 

Are  you  a  publisher?  He  is  the  Good 
Tidings  of  Great  Joy. 

Are  you  a  soldier?  He  is  the  Captain 
of  the  Lord's  host. 

Are  you  a  theologian?  He  is  the  Au- 
thor and   Finisher  of  our  Faith. 

Are  you  a  philosopher?  He  is  the  Wis- 
dom of  God. 

Are  you  a  horticulturist?  He  is  the 
True  Vine. 

Are  you  a  statesman?  He  is  the  Desire 
of  All  Nations. 

Are  you  a  sculptor?  He  is  the  Living 
Stone. 

Are  you  a  geologist?  He  is  the  Rock 
of  Ages. 

Are  you  a  servant?  He  is  the  Good 
Master. 

Are  you  a  doctor?  He  is  the  Great 
Physician. 

Are  you  a  philanthropist?  He  is  the 
Unspeakable  Gift. 

Are  you  an  educator?  He  is  the  Great 
Teacher. 

Are  you  a  toiler?  He  is  the  Giver  of 
Rest. 

Are  you  hungry?  He  is  the  Bread  of 
Life. 

Are  you  thirsty?  He  is  the  Water  of 
Life. 

Are  you  a  poor  wretched  sinner?  He 
is  the  Lamb  of  God  that  taketh  away 
the  sin  of  the  world! — The  Living  Word. 

To  know  all  truth  one  would  have 
to  have  the  mind  of  God  and  thus  be 
omniscient. 
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Obedience 


A    REMARKABLE 
PERIENCE 


EX- 


Mrs.  G.  Arnold  Hodgin 

While  in  New  England,  engaged  in 
rescue  work  in  the  slums,  I  heard  of  a 
very  wicked  man  who  was  the  proprietor 
of  one  of  the  most  notorious  roadhouses 
in  that  part  of  the  country.  He  was  giant 
in  stature,  being  seven  feet  tall.  He  had 
traveled  with  a  circus  as  a  showman. 
Later  on  he  kept  for  years  a  house  of 
shame.  During  this  time,  he  had  made 
a  boast  that  no  preacher  or  missionary 
should  ever  darken  his  door,  to  scatter 
gospel  literature  or  speak  in  the  interest 
of  religion.  His  place  was  so  notoriously 
wicked,  that  even  policemen  kept  clear. 
We  were  warned  never  to  go  near  the 
place. 

One  day,  while  I  was  in  prayer,  I  saw 
the  man's  face,  though  I  had  never  yet 
seen  him  face  to  face.  A  voice  seemed 
to  speak  to  me,  saying,  "Go  to  that 
man's  roadhouse  and  pray  in  his  pres- 
ence." I  remember  distinctly  that  I  was 
not  told  to  say  anything  to  him,  but 
simply  to  pray. 

Knowing  about  the  wickedness  of  the 
place,  and  the  danger  of  entering,  I  de- 
sired to  make  sure  that  it  was  God's 
will  that  I  go,  for  I  knew  my  life  would 
not  be  worth  anything  in  such  a  place, 
unless  God  led  me  there.  The  more  I 
prayed  about  it  the  more  I  felt  that  I 
must  go.  I  mentioned  it  to  a  friend  of 
mine,  who  was  in  the  work  with  me. 
We  decided   to  go  together. 

It  was  with  more  or  less  fear  and 
trembling  that  we  entered  the  place, 
but  we  pushed  our  way  in,  going  from 
one  rather  dark  room  to  another.  I  can- 
not describe  the  awful  wickedness  that 
was  going  on — the  drinking,  cursing, 
blaspheming  and  every  kind  of  evil. 
Finally  we  saw  the  man.  He  was  the 
giant  I  had  seen  in  my  prayer.  He  came 
towards  us,  cursing  terribly,  and  told 
us  to  leave  at  once  or  be  killed.  By  this 
time  we  were  on  our  knees  before  him 
praying.  All  the  time  I  was  remember- 
ing that  this  was  my  mission.  I  was  to 
pray  and  say  nothing  to  him.  While  I 
was  praying  the  cursing  became  less 
violent;  and  when  we  had  finished  and 
opened  our  eyes  the  man  was  gone.  We 
walked  out  unharmed. 

Sometimes  after  this  episode  I  went 
to  Chicago  and  did  rescue  work  in  the 
slums.  Two  years  later  I  returned  to 
New  England.  On  my  arrival  I  heard  the 
wonderful  news  that  the  wicked  giant 
had  a  short  time  before  been  converted. 
He  had  turned  his  place  of  sin  and 
shame  into  a  house  of  prayer.  A  gospel 
meeting    was    to    be    conducted      in    his 


house  that  evening,  and  I  was  asked  to 
lead  that  meeting.  I  could  scarcely  wait 
until  the  time  for  service.  A  different 
ride  out  there,  was  this  one  from  that 
of  two  years  before.  Oh,  what  a  change 
had  been  wrought!  Surely  prayer 
changes  things.  My  feelings  cannot  be 
described.  It  was  God  who  had  wrought. 
No  more  drinking  and  cursing;  no  vile 
pictures  on  the  walls,  but  now  scrip- 
ture mottoes.  A  Bible  was  on  the  cen- 
ter table.  We  sang,  "There  is  a  foun- 
tain filled  with  blood"  and  it  seemed 
that  the  angels  came  down  to  sing 
with  us.  After  the  message  was  deliv- 
ered, testimonies  were  given.  I  can  nev- 
er forget  the  testimony  of  the  con- 
verted giant.  He  said,  among  other 
things,  that  he  could  never  forget  the 
prayer  of  two  years  before;  and 
though  he  tried  to  forget  it,  God 
showed  him  hell  and  flames  of  fire.  It 
was  two  o'clock  in  the  morning.  All 
alone  in  his  room  he  had  cried  out, 
"God  be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner."  There 
God  heard  his  cry.  He  was  saved. 
He  ran  downstairs  and  made  a  clean-up 
of  the  place.  Whiskey  bottles  were 
smashed.  Beer  barrels  were  emptied  into 
the  gutter.  It  was  said  that  the  beer 
and  whiskey  ran  down  the  street  gut- 
ters like  rain. 

Later  this  man  was  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost.  His  heart  was  cleansed  by 
the  sanctifying  flame.  I  heard  him  on 
the  platform  of  a  camp  meeting  in  New 
England,  testify  to  the  saving  and 
sanctifying  power  of  God.  A  few  years 
later  he  swept  through  the  gates  of 
pearl  washed  in  Jesus'  blood.  Prayer 
changes    things. — Christian    Witness. 

LED  BY  THE  SPIRIT 

Alice  Lyons  Dyer 

"Go  down  and  pray  with  young  Mrs. 
Grant.  She  is  a  new  convert  and  needs 
encouragement." 

Ruth  Locke  hesitated.  Was  this  just 
an  impulse,  or  was  it  the  voice  of  God 
urging  her  to  this  mission  in  His  name? 
The  conviction  deepened.  Breathing  a 
prayer  for  guidance  she  started  on  her 
way.  When  Mrs.  Grant  opened  the  door 
at  Ruth's  timid  knock,  her  face  lit  up 
with  pleased  surprise  as  she  exclaimed, 
"I'm  so  glad  you've  come!  Have  you  had 
your  supper?" 

"Yes,  thank  you,"  she  replied,  seating 
herself  in   the  offered   chair. 

While  Molly  Grant  and  her  husband, 
Dick,  finished  their  evening  meal,  con- 
flicting thoughts  filled  Ruth's  mind. 
Should  she  ask  to  pray  in  this  home? 
Was  she  intruding?  What  would  the 
rough,  hard-hearted  Dick  Grant  think 
or  say  if  she  did?  Oh,  she  just  couldn't! 


Surely  this  was  an  idea  of  her  own.  God 
didn't  mean  her  to  stir  up  strife  by  ask- 
ing to  pray  before  that  ungodly  man  in 
his  own  home. 

But  when  she  had  reached  that  deci- 
sion she  was  conscious  of  a  cloud  be- 
tween her  and  the  Lord  and  she  knew  at 
once  that  to  refuse  to  take  this  cross  was 
to  grieve  the  Spirit.  The  approval  of  the 
Lord  was  precious  to  her  and  she  was 
learning  that  ready  obedience  is  the  way 
of  blessing. 

"Perfect  submisison  brings  perfect  de- 
light." 

"Help  me,  Jesus,"  she  breathed,  her 
heart    palpitating   nervously. 

As  Mr.  Grant  tilted  his  chair  back 
from  the  table  and  commenced  chewing 
a  match,  his  wife  turned  expectantly  to 
Ruth. 

The  girl  realized  the  time  had  come  to 
take  up  her  cross. 

"Could  we  have  prayer,  now?"  she 
asked  in  a  voice  that  trembled  a  little. 

Mr.  Grant  was  silent  but  his  wife, 
with  a  glance  at  him,  reached  for  her 
Testament  which  she  had  tucked  away 
in  a  cupboard  drawer. 

As  she  lead  she  was  conscious  that  Mr. 
Grant  was  listening  and  had  lowered  his 
chair  and  laid  down  the  match.  Was  he 
angrily  planning  to  order  her  out — as 
she  had  heard  he  threatened  to  do  with 
anyone  who  dared  to  pray  in  his  house — 
or  was  he  just  plain  curious? 

Her  heart  was  still  beating  rapidly, 
but  she  knew  now  she  was  obeying  God, 
so  she  could  leave  the  outcome  with 
Him. 

As  she  knelt  to  pray  she  was  encour- 
aged. She  noticed  that  Mr.  Grant  had 
bowed  his  head  on  the  table,  while  his 
young  wife  knelt  by  her  chair.  Although 
it  had  been  such  a  cross  to  pray  at  this 
time,  now  that  she  had  started,  her  very 
soul  seemed  to  be  emptying  itself  in 
eager  supplication  for  His  presence  and 
blessing  in  this  home,  and  in  joyful 
gratitude  for  His  tender  dealings  in  her 
own  life.  How  could  she  ever  tell  all 
He  meant  to  her  soul  and  how  much  she 
wanted  others   to  know  Him,   too? 

She  was  so  "lost  in  wonder,  love  and 
praise"  that  for  a  moment  she  was  borne 
completely  beyond  her  surroundings, 
until  she  heard  a  deep  groan,  "God  help 
me!"  Rousing,  she  saw  Mr.  Grant 
slumped  beside  his  chair,  agony  and  de- 
spair written  on  his  face.  Molly,  his 
wife,  was  clasping  and  unclasping  her 
hands  nervously,  and  turning  her  tear- 
drenched  face  from  Ruth  to  Dick. 

Taking  in  the  situation  at  a  glance, 
Ruth  began  to  pray  for  Mr.  Grant. 
Three  hearts  cried  out  as  one  for  a  liv- 
ing, cleansing  touch  from  Heaven  to 
rest  upon  this  guilty  heart.  Soon  the  sin- 
burdened  soul  plunged  into  the  "Foun- 
tain opened** for  sin  and  for  unclean- 
ness,"  and  he  was  made  whiter  than 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
Now  that  same  man  is  always  generous 
in  his  donations  to  worthy,  charitable 
causes.  His  motive  at  the  outset  was 
not  a  worthy  one,  but  his  giving  ended 
in  bringing  him  joy. 

Compare  with  this  man  the  gifts  of 
Daniel  K.  Pearsons,  the  great  philan- 
thropist. He  had  a  fixed  principle  and  a 
well-worked-out  method  of  giving,  for- 
mulated as  a  result  of  early  Christian 
teaching.  Having  begun  to  make  money 
early  he  began  to  give.  When  he  became 
a  multimillionaire  he  decided  to  keep  on 
giving  until  at  death  he  had  succeeded  in 
giving  away  all  that  he  had  made.  In 
1909  he  said,  "I  am  having  more  fun 
than  any  other  millionaire  living.  Let 
other  rich  men  go  in  for  automobiles 
and  steam  yachts.  I  have  discovered, 
after  endowing  forty-seven  colleges  in 
twenty-four  different  states,  that  giving 
is  the  most  exquisite  of  all  mundane  de- 
lights. On  my  ninetieth  birthday  I  am 
going  to  have  a  squaring  up  with  all  the 
small  colleges  I  have  promised  money  to, 
and  I  serve  notice  now  that  I  am  going 
on  a  new  rampage  of  giving.  I  intend 
to  die  penniless.  If  there  are  any  other 
millionaires  who  want  to  have  a  lot  of 
fun,   let   them   follow   my  example." 

After  giving  all  his  money  away  he 
gave  his  home  to  the  town  for  a  library, 
and  retired  to  a  sanatorium  where  he 
died  in  1912  at  the  age  of  ninety-two. 
Nowhere  did  this  man  have  to  under- 
go suffering  to  give:  he  had  plenty  of 
money  and  he  gave  it  away.  But  he 
found  the  joy  of  giving. 

Contrast  with  both  of  the  above  men 
the  giving  of  a  man  and  his  wife  whose 
identity  remains  unknown  but  who 
have  been  immortalized  by  their  story 
as  told  by  Dr.  Geo.  W.  Truett  of 
Dallas.  He  was  asked  to  dedicate  a  new 
church  building  in  a  certain  city.  Be- 
fore entering  the  pulpit  he  was  told  that 
he  was  not  only  expected  to  preach  the 
dedicatory  sermon  but  to  get  $6,5  00  in 
cash  to  dedicate  the  building  free  from 
debt.  When  the  sermon  was  finished  the 
preacher  made  his  appeal.  After  thirty 
minutes  of  hard  work  only  $3,000  was 
subscribed.  Finally  a  little  woman, 
plainly  clad,  arose,  and  addressing  the 
young  man  who  was  taking  the  names 
of  the  subscribers  (her  husband),  "Char- 
ley, I  have  wondered  if  you  would  be 
willing  for  us  to  give  our  little  cottage, 
just  paid  out  of  debt.  We  were  offered 
$3,5  00  in  cash  for  it  yesterday  .... 
When  we  remember  that  Christ  gave 
His  life  for  us,  I  wonder  if  we  ought 
not  to  give  this  little  house  to  Him." 
Charley  responded  with,  "Jennie,  I  was 
thinking  of  the  same  thing  .  .  .  We 
will  give  $3,500."  The  other  members 
of  the  church  quickly  subscribed  the 
$3,5  00   and  would  not     let     the  couple 


lose  their  home.  But  here  was  giving 
prompted  by  sacrifice.  Which  of  the 
three  kinds  of  giving  is  the  most  pleas- 
ing to  Christ? 

The  mission  of  Jesus  was  that  of  a 
joy  bringer.  The  message  of  the  angel 
to  the  shepherds  was,  "I  bring  you  good 
tidings  of  great  joy,"  Luke  2:10.  He 
came  to  an  earth  filled  with  sorrow. 
He  Llimself  was  a  "Man  of  sorrows," 
yet  He  had  a  deep  abiding  joy  as  His 
possession  because  He  did  the  Father's 
will  and  came  to  bring  joy  to  the  world, 
as  we  sing,  "Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord 
is  come." 

His  ministering  acts  of  compassion 
brought  great  joy  to  those  He  helped. 
There  was  joy  when  the  widow's  son  was 
raised  to  life.  Joy  took  the  place  of 
weeping  in  the  home  of  Jairus  when  his 
young  daughter  was  given  back  in  the 
full  vigor  of  youth.  Three  words  at  the 
grave  of  a  loved  one,  "Lazarus,  come 
forth,"  brought  joy  unbounded  to  the 
sorrowing  sisters.  Jesus,  by  His  resur- 
rection, brought  joy  to  Mary  who  sought 
Him.  at  the  empty  tomb.  He  brought  joy 
to  the  lame,  the  blind,  and  all  the  af- 
flicted whom  He  healed.  The  power  He 
delegated  to  His  disciples  made  the  sev- 
enty return  from  their  mission  with 
joy. 

Jesus,  as  He  is  received  as  Savior,  fills 
the  heart  with  joy.  The  knowledge  of 
sins  forgiven  brings  a  joy  unknown  be- 
fore. 

The  Wise  Men  Led  by  a   Beautiful 
Star 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
can  we  find  him  who  is  born  King?" 

In  a  place  in  Jerusalem  lived  old  King 
Herod.  He  heard  what  these  wise  men 
said  and  he  called  to  his  chief  men, 
"Where  is   this   child   they  seek?" 

"In  Bethlehem  of  Judea,"  the  chief 
men  answered,  for  that  is  what  they  had 
read  in  their  Bibles.  Then  Herod  told  the 
wise  men  to  go  to  Bethlehem  and  to 
search  out  exactly  concerning  the  young 
child.  "When  you  have  found  him, 
bring  me  word,  that  I  also  may  come  and 
worship   him." 

When  they  had  left  the  city  of  Jeru- 
salem, the  star  again  appeared  and 
seemed  to  be  moving,  and  they  followed 
it.  At  last  it  stopped  over  the  town  of 
Bethlehem,  right  over  a  certain  house, 
and    it    shone    brighter    than    before. 

Here  they  found  the  child  Jesus  in  the 
arms  of  Mary,  His  mother,  and  they  fell 
on  their  knees  and  worshiped  Him.  They 
opened  their  treasure-boxes  and  gave  to 
Jesus  all  the  precious  things  they  had, 
gifts   of   gold   and   perfumes. 

Then  the  wise  men  had  a  dream.  God 
told  them  not  to  return  to  Herod,  and 
not  to  let  him  know  anything  about  Je- 
sus. Mounting  their  camels  again,  they 
"departed  into  their  own  country  an- 
other way." 


How  Mark   Discovered    the    Secret 

(Continued    from    page    6) 
and   took  from   a   bookcase   a  new  Bible. 
It  had  been  given  him  some  time  before 
by  his  teacher,   but  he  had  found   little 
use  for  it  until  then. 

He  wondered  where  to  read  it,  it 
was  all  new  to  him,  this  private  season 
of  devotion.  He  opened  the  Book  at  the 
Psalms,  and  before  he  had  read  many 
words  he  came  across  these, 

"My  voice  shalt  Thou  hear  in  the 
morning,  O  Lord;  in  the  morning  will 
I  direct  my  prayer  unto  Thee,  and  will 
look    up." 

That  was  the  beginning  of  a  life  of 
victory  to  Mark  Griffin,  for  he  learned 
to  commit  his  life  each  morning  into 
the  watchful  care  of  a  loving  Father; 
and  in  a  remarkable  way  he  was  able 
to  bear  the  petty  trials  that  came  his 
way.  As  a  matter  of  fact  he  noticed 
that  gradually  his  life  was  becoming  less 
harassed  with  the  things  which  once 
bothered  him  so,  and  that  instead  he 
found  innumerable  blessings  flooding  his 
daily  pathway. 

That  is  why,  in  Mark  Griffin's  room, 
there   hangs    a    very   pretty   little   motto 
on  which  is  written  five  short  but  very 
wise  words — 
"BEGIN  THE  DAY  WITH  GOD." 

— Publisher    Unknown. 


Home 

(Continued  from  page   11) 
Nor  iron  bars  a  cage. 
Yes,  that  is  true  and  something  more 

You'll  find  wherever  you  roam, 
That    marble   floors   and   gilded    ivalls 

Can  never   make  a  home. 
But  every  house  where  love  abides 

And  friendship  is  a  guest 
Is  surely  home,  and  home  sweet  home 
For  there  the  heart  can  rest." 

— Van  Dyke. 

Yes,  that  poem  is  very  true.  Since  it 
is  true  and  the  house  does  not  make  the 
home,   what   is  home? 

Let  us  first  find  the  true  definition 
that  we  may  better  comprehend  the  real 
meaning  of  the  word.  Taking  Webster's 
dictionary  we  find  that  home  is  "A  con- 
genial abiding  place;  a  place  of  rest,  and 
shelter."  Looking  still  further,  we  find 
that  congenial  means  agreeable,  sympa- 
thetic and  pleasant.  Then  naturally  we 
reach  the  conclusion:  "Home  is  a  con- 
genial abiding  place  where  all  is  agree- 
able, sympathetic  and  pleasant;  a  place 
where  the  weary  may  rest,  a  place  where 
one  may  safely  hide  from  the  storms  of 
life." 

It  has  been  said  that  the  three  most 
beautiful  wards  in  the  English  language 
are  "Mother,  home  and  heaven."  But  I 
think  the  four  most  beautiful  words  are 
"Mothc,  Daddy,  home  and  heaven."  To 
me   those   four   words      are     inseparable. 
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When  I  think  of  mother  and  daddy,  I 
naturally  think  of  home.  Or  when  I 
think  of  home  I  think  of  mother  and  dad. 
It  seems  as  though  it  would  not  be  home 
without  my  parents. 

Then  when  I  think  of  home  my 
thoughts  automatically  turn  to  heaven 
— the  home  of  the  soul. 

Home  is  one  of  the  greatest — yes,  I 
believe  it  is  the  greatest — institution  on 
earth.  For  it  is  in  the  home  that  the 
children  are  taught  their  duty,  their  re- 
sponsibilities and  receive  their  early 
Christian  training. 

We  like  to  go  visiting  but  we  like  to 
come  back  home.  Unlike  fowls  or 
beasts,  there  is  a  life-long  tie  between 
children,   their  parents  and   their  home. 

Home  plays  a  very  important  role  in 
our  life  but  as  Edgar  A.  Guest  says,  "It 
takes  a  heap  of  living  in  a  house  to  make 
it  home."  —  Grace  Churchman,  Iowa 
Park,  Tex. 

Led  by  the  Spirit 

(Continued  from  page  22) 
snow. 

Fear,  apprehension,  timidity  and  bur- 
den gave  place  to  joy  in  Ruth';  heart  as 
she  heard  Mr.  Grant  praising  God  for  de- 
liverance. 

When  she  was  leaving  for  home  Dick 
said,  his  face  radiant  with  the  new- 
found joy,  "God  surely  sent  you  here 
tonight,  Miss  Locke,  to  lead  me  to  the 
foot  of  the  Cross.  I've  been  miserable 
for  days,  and  hungry  for  Molly's  peace 
and  joy,  but   I  wouldn't  give  in." 

"Yes,  I  know  that  God  did  send  me," 
she  replied,  "and  I'm  so  glad  I  obeyed 
His  voice." 

As  she  walked  home  she  pondered  the 
words  of  Jesus,  "Follow  me,  and  I  will 
make  you  fishers  of  men." — Light  and 
Life   Evangel. 

Insurance  and  Assurance 

(Continued  from  page    18) 

pure  heart  will  mean  more  in  the  future 
than  a  $1,000.00  insurance  policy.  To 
know  that  our  sins  are  under  the  blood 
and  will  not  be  remembered  against  us, 
will  be  worth  everything  on  the  day  of 
death.  To  have  a  hope  of  though  we  were 
dead  yet  shall  we  live,  St.  John  11:25;  to 
be  assured  that  we  will  be  in  the  first 
resurrection,  that  we  had  died  in  the 
Lord,  1  Thess.  4:16,  17,  will  mean  more 
at  the  judgment  than  knowing  you  left 
enough  to  take  care  of  your  family.  So 
many  go  along  unconcerned  about  their 
souls,  thinking  that  in  the  end  all  will 
be  well  because  they  have  not  com- 
mitted the  sins  that  some  have,  or  think 
because  they  have  been  good  to  their 
families,  and  was  honest,  all  will  be  well; 
but  we  are  not  saved  for  our  goodness, 
neither  our   works,   but    by   faith   in   His 


(Jesus')    grace,   Eph.   2:8,   9. 

A  wise  man  or  woman  will  begin  day 
by  day  to  lay  up  treasures  in  heaven, 
where  moths,  rust,  and  thieves  can't  de- 
stroy, Matt.  6:20,  and  live  a  clean  life, 
free  from  sin,  teaching  their  loved  ones 
to  do  likewise;  helping  them  find  God 
will  be  more  beneficial  in  the  end.  The 
fathers  and  mothers  should  far  more  de- 
sire to  leave  their  children  in  God's  hand 
than  in  the  insurance  company's.  This 
old  body  will  return  to  dust  but  the  soul 
will  go  into  the  presence  of  God.  Are  you 
"insured  or  assured"? 

— Exchna  Holley,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 

Miss   Borden's  White   Elephant 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
"white  elephant"  hunt  there  must  have 
been,  judging  from  the  loads  of  mysteri- 
ous packages  that  the  young  folk  gath- 
ered up,  more  than  sufficient  to  supply 
each  basket  with  one  when  they  were  de- 
livered   the    next    afternoon. 

Irene  was  granted  the  privilege  of 
placing  her  boxes  of  candy  in  baskets 
of  her  own  selection,  but  no  one  else 
knew  which  they  were. 

Over  on  Elm  Street  that  next  morn- 
ing, Miss  Emily  Borden — a  dear,  white- 
haired,  retired  school  teacher — sat  in  her 
kitchen  by  the  gas  range,  while  a  kettle 
of  stew  was  cooking  and  filling  the  lit- 
tle room  with  steamy  odors.  She  could 
save  a  little  in  this  way,  although  the 
cheery  dining  room  and  padded  rocker 
were   so   much   more  enjoyable. 

She  was  thinking  and  praying  about 
the  long  overdue  gas  and  light  bills  and 
about  the  diminished  stock  of  groceries, 
and  she  could  see  no  way  of  deliverance. 

All  her  savings  had  disappeared  with 
the  collapse  of  the  Guaranty  Association, 
and  for  two  months  neither  her  apart- 
ment nor  the  tiny  rear  cottage  had  been 
rented. 

"But  I  will  trust  Thee,  my  heavenly 
Father,"  her  heart  cried  out  in  deter- 
mination. Just  then  the  doorbell  rang 
and  there  stood  Harriet  Wade. 

After  talking  for  a  little  time  on  gen- 
eral topics,  Harriet  with  some  hesitation 
said,  "Miss  Borden,  I  called  especially  to 
ask  if  you  would  be  willing  to  let  us 
send  you  a  Christmas  basket.  We  know 
you  have  met  with  serious  losses  the  past 
year,  and  we  would  love  to  send  you  a 
basket." 

Making  a  brave  and  pitiful  attempt  to 
push  her  pride  into  the  background,  she 
replied  with  little  catches  in  her  voice, 
"It  is  very  kind  of  you,  I  am  sure;  but 
isn't  there  some  one  else  who  needs  it 
more  than  I  do?" 

"Oh,  no,"  said  Harriet,  "every  one  we 
know  about  is  abundantly  provided  for. 
You  should  have  seen  the  contribu- 
tions!" 

"Well    then,    probably    it    will    be    all 


right,  and  I  thank  you  all  for  thinking 
of  me,"  and  she  forced  herself  to  appear 
grateful. 

After  Harriett  had  left,  Miss  Borden, 
overcome  with  a  condemning;  conscience, 
just  slumped  down  in  her  big  chair,  and 
cried  like  a   chastised  young  girl. 

Soon,  however,  she  jumped  up,  and 
actually  stamped  her  foot,  saying  "You 
proud  old  woman!  After  asking  the 
Lord  to  send  you  the  groceries  that  you 
needed,  then  to  resent  His  method  of 
providing!"  Penitently  she  prayed  for 
pardon,  and  thanked  God  for  the  com- 
ing supply. 

"And  now  Father,"  she  added,  "I  will 
also  look  to  Thee  to  pay  the  gas  and  light 
bills;  for  Thou  art  able,  and  I  am  sure 
Thou  art  willing." 

That  afternoon,  jolly  Bert  Monteith 
greeted  her  out  on  her  back  porch  with 
a  laden  basket. 

"Merry  Christmas  Miss  Borden!  Here's 
a  part  of  it — where  shall  I  put  it?" 

"Oh,  thank  you,  Bert.  Just  bring  it 
into  the  dining-room,  please." 

He  set  the  basket  on  the  table.  "Oh, 
but  that  is  too  much  for  me!"  Miss  Bor- 
den exclaimed.  "You  know  I'm  all  alone." 

"Well,"  chuckled  Bert,  "most  of  the 
things  will  keep,  and  we  expect  you  to 
live  long  enough  to  use  them  up.  We 
surely  hope  so,  and  a  long  time  after;" 
and  off  he  went. 

Next  came  the  pleasant  task  of  exam- 
ining the  contents  of  the  basket.  On 
the  very  top  were  two  parcels,  in  gay 
Christmas  wrappings.  "No  groceries  in 
them,  that's  certain,"  Miss  Borden  mused 
to  herself  with  curiosity.  The  first  was 
a  dainty  embroidered  apron.  She  was  de- 
lighted, for  she  did  so  love  pretty  things. 

She  took  out  the  other  package,  and 
guessed  at  once  what  it  was.  "Sure 
enough!"  she  exclaimed  happily,  "candy, 
and  home-made,  too.  I  shall  just  put 
it  into  my  best  bon-bon  dish  and  set  it 
where  I  can  look  at  it  awhile,  before  I 
taste  a  single  one." 

When  the  last  layer  had  been  trans- 
ferred to  the  sparkling  dish,  she  noticed 
a  tiny  decorated  envelope  at  the  bottom 
of  the  box.  Lifting  it  out,  she  discovered 
that  it  was  heavy.  Getting  her  scissors, 
she  opened  the  envelope,  and  poured  out 
into  her  trembling  hand  two  five-dollar 
gold  pieces. 

"Ten  dollars!"  she  exclaimed.  "Oh, 
Lord,  how  can  I  ever  thank  Thee  enough! 
Now  my  gas  and  light  bills  can  be  paid." 
Her  usually  pale  cheeks  were  flushed 
a  rosy  pink  with  joyful  excitement,  as 
she  walked  back  and  forth  praising  God 
for  His  faithfulness. 

It  was  about  a  week  later  that  Mrs. 
Landers  received  a  letter  from  her  sis- 
ter. It  ended  with  the  inevitable  "P.  S." 
which  said,  "I  presume  you  have  dug 
through  the  candy  to  the  'gold  mine' 
(Continued   on   page   26) 


December,  193  8 


The     LIGHTED      PATHWAY 


Page  25 


EVERYBODY  READ  THIS! 


Dear  Coworkers: 

We  have  been  getting  quite  a  few  questions  re- 
garding the  Y.  P.  E.  national  contest  for  this 
year.  Some  have  failed  to  see  instructions  for  the 
contest  in  the  Lighted  Pathway  by  Brother  J.  H. 
Walker,  so  we  are  reprinting  his  instructions  in 
this  issue.  Others  are  inquiring  about  some 
things  not  in  these  instructions.  We  are  trying  to 
make  everything  as  plain  as  possible  in  this  issue 
so  that  you  can  begin  work  in  earnest  and  we 
want  to  help  you  without  partiality,  treating  ev- 
eryone just  alike.  One  question  is,  may  any  one 
over  the  age  limit,  thirty-five  years,  join  in  our 
Reading  Circle?  We  want  every  one  to  read  the 
paper  but  we  cannot  count  anyone  over  thirty- 
five. 

Someone  has  asked  if  sinners  may  be  permitted 
to  belong  to  the  Y.  P.  E.  Yes,  just  like  our  Sun- 
day Schools,  we  permit  the  unsaved  to  be  mem- 
bers of  the  Y.  P.  E.  Officers  should  be  Christians. 

Another  question  is  this,  may  people  over  thir- 
ty-five years  be  counted  in  attendance?  No! 
Your  young  people  should  have  a  record  book 
and  all  young  people  under  thirty-five  years  have 
your  names  recorded  there.  At  the  close  of,  or 
during  the  service  each  time  ask  all  members  to 
rise  until  you  count  them.  Do  not  refer  to  age  in 
your  meetings,  ever.  It  has  been  expressed  by 
some  that  those  over  thirty-five  years  of  age  will 
be  hurt  if  they  are  not  allowed  to  join.  Surely 
not.  The  writer  has  never  been  a  member  of  the 
Y.  P.  E.  and  yet  for  ten  years  I  have  given  almost 
constant  service  in  their  behalf.  I  am  sure  that 
the  older  people  will  be  glad  to  assist  in  every 
way  possible  to  make  their  work  a  success.  Some 
people,  at  the  age  of  forty  are  as  young  in  spirit 
as  others  at  twenty-five  but  we  must  have  an  age 
limit  in  order  to  carry  on  this  contest.  We  must 


stick  to  the  age  limit  in  everything. 

A  number  of  inquiries  are  coming  in  regard- 
ing the  price  of  papers.  We  must  stick  to  one 
price  in  order  that  we  may  treat  all  alike.  Here  is 
our  prices:  $1.00  for  roll  of  14.  After  three  rolls 
have  been  sold  at  $1  each  by  one  Y.P.E.  you  may 
have  any  number  you  can  use  at  5c  each.  On  the 
first  three  rolls  sold  at  10c  each  you  make  40c 
per  roll.  On  the  5c  papers  sold  at  10c  you  make 
50  per  cent  profit.  This  wouldn't  be  a  bad  busi- 
ness, would  it,  for  our  Y.  P.  E's  everywhere?  If 
you  are  building  a  new  church  or  repairing  one, 
it  would  be  a  good  way  to  help  with  the  finances. 
You  could  soon  build  up  your  paper  routes  like 
our  newspaper  boys  do,  and  usually  when  you  go 
back  over  your  route  you  would  find  the  people 
waiting  for  you. 

If  you  are  a  Gideon  and  want  your  number 
increased,  your  order  should  be  in  by  the  10th  of 
the  month.  Of  if  you  want  your  order  cancelled 
or  decreased  this  also  should  be  in  by  the  10th. 
Otherwise  you  are  responsible  for  the  papers 
sent  to  you.  We  need  to  know  how  many  papers 
to  publish,  as  it  is  a  great  expense  to  us  to  have 
papers  left  on  our  hands. 

Now  here  is  something  we  want  to  emphasize. 
Every  president  of  the  Y.  P.  E's  scattered  over 
the  country  read  this  and  start  working  accord- 
ingly. Do  not  waste  the  time  of  your  state  super- 
intendent by  having  him  write  you  or  visit  you 
to  instruct  you  in  regard  to  this  information. 
Let  each  Y.  P.  E.  president,  together  with  your 
pastor,  go  to  work  and  hold  up  your  state  super- 
intendent's hands  in  this  great  work. 
Signed, 

Alda  B.  Harrison 
J.  H.  Walker 


RULES  FOR  AWARDING  THE    NATIONAL  Y.  P.  E.  BANNER 


During  the  General  Assembly  the  young  people 
submitted  to  the  General  Overseer,  Council  of 
Twelve  and  the  Bishops'  Council  a  number  of  sug- 
gestions, through  their  committee,  T.  F.  Black- 
well,  chairman,  R.  J.  Johnson,  secretary,  and  T. 
L.  Forrester. 

After  some  discussion  all  of  the  suggestions 
apparently  could  not  be  granted,  yet,  it  was 
unanimously  decided  by  the  Bishops'  Council  that 
the  General  Overseer  comply  with  the  requests, 
as  far  as  it  was  conveniently  possible ;  therefore, 
I  have  endeavored  to  formulate  the  rules,  in  my 
opinion,  that  will  be  fair  to  all  states.  We  appre- 
ciate the  suggestions  and  assistance  of  others  in 
this  matter,  and  are  granting  as  far  as  possible 
the  requests  made  by  the  Y.  P.  E.  during  the  As- 
sembly. 

We  offer  this  six-point  contest,  which  is  as  fol- 
lows: 

1.  Largest  average  Y.  P.  E.  attendance  in  pro- 
portion to  church  membership. 

2.  Largest  increase  in  circidation  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  in  proportion  to  the  church 
membership  in  the  state  (subscriptions  and  Gid- 
eons). 


3.  Greatest  number  of  Y.  P.  E's  organized  this 
Assembly  year. 

4.  Largest  number  of  Y.  P.  E's  according  to 
number  of  churches. 

5.  Highest  percentage  of  faithfidness  in  re- 
porting  to  the  state  superintendent. 

6.  Largest  number  of  qualified  members  of 
Reading  Circle  in  proportion  to  Lighted,  Pathway 
circulation. 

FURTHER  REQUIREMENTS: 

1.  Age  limit- — 5-13  years,  Juniors;  13-35  years, 
Seniors.  Those  Endeavors  having  no  Junior  Y.  P. 
E.  will  not  be  allotved  to  count  any  except  those 
from  13-35  for  the  contest. 

2.  All  Lighted  Pathways  must  be  paid  for 
prior  to  September  25,  1939  in  order  to  be 
counted  in  the  contest.  The  number  of  unpaid 
magazines  will  be  deducted  from  the  total  num- 
ber. 

Incidentally  a  special  effort  is  being  made  to  es- 
tablish a  Reading  Circle  of  the  Lighted  Pathioay, 
which  girdles  the  globe. 

This  contest  begins  with  the  October  issue  of 
the  Lighted  Pathtvay  and  will  end  September  25, 
1939.  —J.  H.  Walker 
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The  Lord  Jesus  Christ  Our 
Hope 

When  we  consider  the  Gospel,  though 
faith  and  love  are  most  prominent — 
faith  being  the  entrance  door  to  salva- 
tion, and  love  and  enjoyment  of  it — 
yet,  strange  to  say,  hope  is  never  once 
mentioned  except  when  Herod  "hoped" 
to  see  some  miracle  done.  In  the  Gospels, 
hope  is  never  advocated  as  a  needful 
virtue.  For  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  Him- 
self is  the  Hope,  the  only  hope  of  His 
people.  Before  He  came  and  after  He 
went,  there  was  constant  need  for  the 
exercise  of  hope  for  Him  and  in  Him. 
But  "can  the  children  .  .  .  mourn,  as 
long  as  the  bridegroom  is  with  them?" 
Matt.  9:1').  "For  what  a  man  seeth,  why 
doth  he  yet  hope  for?"  Rom.  8:24.  In- 
deed, He  "is  our  hope";  so  while  He  was 
present  hope  centered  in  Him  and  was 
satisfied.  This  is  a  happy  reminder  of 
how  much,  indeed  everything,  centers  in 
one  blessed  Person,  for  us  His  children 
and  servants.  But  now  He  is  gone  as  to 
bodily  presence,  and  in  His  absence  hope 
must  again  come  into  active  operation. 
And  thus  the  noun  or  verb  reappears 
sixty  times  in  the  Epistles,  from  the 
"consolation  and  good  hope"  which 
"maketh  not  ashamed"  and  includes  the 
present  "hope  of  the  Gospel"  and  the 
future  "Blessed  Hope"  of  Christ's  retvirn. 
— The  Baptist  Commoner. 


Feeling  and  seeing  our  weakness  is  all 
right,  but  doesn't  give  us  any  reason  for 
becoming  discouraged  or  excusing  our- 
selves from  doing  our  duty,  when  God 
has  promised  to  be  our  strength,  wis- 
dom,  and   salvation. 

Miss  Borden's  White  Elephant 

( Continued  from  oaee  24 ) 
by  this  time.  You  did  not  mention  it  in 
your  letter.  I  was  simply  unable  to  do 
any  Christmas  shopping  this  season,  so 
concluded  that  it  might  be  more  satis- 
factory all  around  just  to  send  you  and 
Irene  each  five  dollars,  and  let  you  have 
the  satisfaction  of  selecting  presents  that 
really  suited  you.  Lou." 

Irene  was  looking  over  her  mother's 
shoulder.  She  gasped  and  then  blushed 
a   guilty   red. 

"May  my  beloved  and  misjudged 
Aunt  Lou  never  know  of  the  mean 
things  I  thought  and  said  about  her," 
she  groaned.  "And  whatever  will  she 
think  when  she  learns  the  fate  of  her 
gold  pieces!  A  'white  elephant!'  Just 
imagine  calling  her  gift  thatl  How  can 
I  ever  'fess  up'?"  Irene  was  genuinely 
distressed. 

"Never  mind,  dear  girl;  the  lesson 
you  learned  was  worth  ten  dollars, 
wasn't  it?"  said  her  mother,  "and  who 
knows  but  the  hand  of  the  Lord  was 
in  it  all?  Let  us  hope  so." 


"Well,  I'm  surely  glad  that  we  know 
where  that  box  went;  but  nobody  else 
ever  will  know  except  Aunt  Lou.  Per- 
haps the  Lord  moved  me  to  put  it  in 
Miss  Borden's  basket." 

"Let  us  believe  that  He  did,"  an- 
swered her  mother;  and  Irene  added  with 
a  twinkle  in  her  eyes,  "Next  time  I'll  dig 
down  to  the  bottom  of  a  thing,  before 
I  do  any  judging,  I  can  assure  you  of 
that." 

— Light   and   Life   Evangel. 

Silver  Linings 

How  about  selling  one  hundred  "Sil- 
ver Linings"  and  make  $15.00  for  your 
church?  They  sell  at  2  5c  each.  You  keep 
$15.00  and  send  $10.00  to  me.  Send 
money  in  advance  or  give  good  security. 
— Editor. 

Twenty  Thousand   Circulation  Goal 
Is  Set  For  This  Year 

Just  listen  to  this!  Five  dollars  in  cash 
will  be  given  each  month  to  the  Y.  P.  E. 
selling  the  largest  number  of  papers  dur- 
ing the  month.  You  must  be  selling  5  0 
papers  before  entering  the  contest.  You 
must  send  us  the  name  of  your  Y.  P.  E. 
so  that  we  will  know  that  you  have  en- 
tered the  contest.  The  pastor  or  clerk  of 
church  must  stand  good  for  papers. 
Please  do  not  forget  to  send  in  your  or- 
der before  the  10th  of  the  month  for  ex- 
tra papers.  The  money  for  the  papers 
must  be  in  the  10th  of  the  following 
month  after  they  are  received  in  order  to 
count   in   the   contest. — Editor. 

NOTICE 

Our  bound  Lighted  Pathways  are 
waiting  for  you  at  the  Publishing  House. 
You  had  better  order  now  and  get  these 
nice  books  for  your  Christmas  presents. 
Price    $1.00. — Editor. 

The    Unbroken   Circle 

Order  this  splendid  play  at  once  and 
put  it  on  at  your  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  very  im- 
pressive and  may  be  the  means  of  the 
salvation  of  souls.  This  is  very  easy  to 
put  on.  Price  2  5c.  Send  cash  with  order. 

We  have  also  another  short  play,  "En- 
listing in  the  Army  of  the  Lord,"  which 
you  could  use  in  your  programs.  Price 
1  Oc.  To  change  about  and  make  your 
programs  different  will  keep  the  inter- 
est high.  Never  have  your  programs  so 
cut  and  dried  that  God  cannot  change 
them  if  He  sees  best.  To  make  a  good 
program  give  God  a  chance  to  work. 
For  you  to  sit  down  and  do  nothing  for 
your  meetings  and  depend  on  God  doing 
it  all  they  are  pretty  apt  to  be  a  failure. 
When  you  do  your  part  God  will  do  the 
rest. — Editor. 

New  Gideons 

Gladys  Shatley,  Wilcoe,  W.  Va. 
Mittie  Laney,  Walhalla,  S.  C. 
Helen  Rusher,  Carmi,  111. 
Pauline  Halker,  Elbert,  W.  Va. 
Mrs.  Lela  Culpepper,  Pensacola,  Fla. 


Bertha  Burke,  Lobata,  W.  Va. 

Lorine  Harris,  Roswell,  Ga. 

Mrs.  W.  C.  Swilley,  Valdosta,  Ga. 

Bessie  Home,  Columbia,  S.  C. 

James  Frye,  Hickory,  N.  C. 

Miss  Otha  Mae  Brock,  Wheelwright, 
Ky. 

Betty  Ruth  Singo,  Somerset,  Pa. 

Christeen  Kennedy,  Joinerville,  Texas. 

Ethel  Fairehild,  Richmond  Dale,  Ohio. 

Miss  Jessie  Singleton,  Ft.  Worth,  Tex. 

Eunice  Crews,  Hilliard,  Fla. 

Mrs.  Oscar  Kincaid,  Allais,  Ky. 

Mary  Dearman,  Cleveland,  Miss. 

Ivesta  Patterson,  Leo,  S.  C. 

Miss  Lola  Mae  Plunkett,  Rayville,  La. 

Aubrey  Crawford,  Rayville,  La. 

Lueile  Russ,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 

H.  V.  Hause,  Lebanon,  Ga. 

Jewel   Roebuck,  Cumming,  Ga. 

J.  T.  Belk,  Jr.,  Lando,  S.  C. 

Claude  Massey,  Liberty,  S.  C. 

Mrs.  Clinton  Ross,  Cascilla,  Miss. 

Irma  Sells,  E.  St.  Louis,  111. 

Mrs.  Cora  Huff,  Ashland,  Ohio. 

Harry  Mason,  Jennings,  Md. 

Myrtle  Hutchinson,  Forrest  City,  Ark. 

Lillie  Thacker,  Cartersville,  Ga. 

Beatrice   Brown,  Hartwell,  Ga. 

Mrs.  W.  C.  Byrd,  McMinnville,  Tenn. 

Roxie  Wesser,  Vicco,  Ky. 

James  Duff,  Garrett,  Ky. 

Lois   Harper,   Epps,   La. 

M.  C.  Luallen,  Forrest  City,  Ark. 

Miss  Willie  Mae  Walker,  Macclennv, 
Fla. 

Miss  Catherine  Anderson,  Macclenny, 
Fla. 

Mrs.  James  E.  Faile,  Warrenville,  S.  C. 

Opal  Keith,  Combs,  Ky. 

Miss  Suella  Barnes,  Hardburly,  Ky. 

LaHoma  Curry,  Verdunville,  W.  Va. 

Oney  Cook,  Davin,  W.  Va. 

Kathlyn  Shepherd,  Yazoo  City,  Miss. 

Miss   Alverta   Johnson,   Erwin,   Tenn. 

Mrs.  D.  B.  Yow,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  £1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  are  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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The  Movie  and  the  Christian 

The  Covenanter  Witness  reminds  us 
that  the  Committee  of  Child  Welfare 
of  the  League  of  Nations  analyzed  2  50 
American  films  and  found  in  them:  "97 
murders,  51  cases  of  adultery,  19  seduc- 
tions, 22  abductions,  45  suicides.  Of 
the  characters  in  these  250  films  there 
were:  176  thieves,  2  5  prostitutes,  3  5 
drunkards." 

Also,  "the  Chicago  Censorship  Board 
some  time  ago  eliminated  from  78  8  pic- 
tures: 1,811  scenes  of  assault  with  guns 
with  intent  to  kill,  175  scenes  of  as- 
sault with  knives,  231  scenes  of  hang- 
ing, 575  scenes  of  attacks  on  women  for 
immoral  purposes,  929  scenes  of  nudity 
and  semi-nudity,  2 1  scenes  of  jail-break- 
ing." 

It  is  estimated  that  115,000,000  peo- 
ple attend  the  movies  every  week. 
Among  these  addicts  of  this  "school  of 
crime"  are  millions  of  church  members. 
With  the  sinners  who  are  not  members 
of  the  church,  they  give  their  money  to 
t  the  support  of  this  infamy,  they  send 
their  children  for  instruction  in  these 
"schools,"  they  gamble  with  the  other 
sinners  on  "Bank  Night."  But,  of 
course,  they  expect  the  sinners  to  be- 
lieve in  their  religion. — The  Free  Meth- 
odist. 

The  National  Economic  Council  says: 
"By  the  most  conservative  estimates, 
4,000,000  southern  families  should  be 
rehoused.  This  is  one-half  of  all  the  fam- 
ilies in  the  South." 

"The  richest  state  in  the  South  ranks 
lower  in  per  capita  income  than  the 
poorest  state  in  other  regions.  The  aver- 
age income  in  the  South  in  1937  was 
$314;  in  the  rest  of  the  country  it  was 
$604.  A  study  of  cotton  plantations  in- 
dicated that  the  average  tenant  family 
received  an  income  of  only  $73  per  per- 
son for  a  year's  work." 

The  South  loses  $300,000,000  worth  of 
fertile  soil  in  erosion  each  year — and  in 
one  year  bought  $161,000,000  worth  of 
fertilizer. 

In  the  1920's  the  states  south  of 
the  Potomac  and  Ohio  rivers  and  east 
of  Mississippi  lost  about  1,700,000  per- 
sons through  migration,  about  half  of 
whom  were  between  1 5  and  3  5  years  of 
age. 

"Pellagra,  a  disease  chiefly  due  to  in- 
adequate diet,  affects  the  South  almost 
exclusively.  From  60  to  88  per  cent  of 
Southern  families  of  low  income  spend 
for  food  less  than  enough  to  purchase 
an  adequate  diet." 

"The   total   endowments   of   the   col- 


leges and  universities  of  the  South  are 
less  than  the  combined  endowments  of 
Harvard  and  Yale." 

The  National  Safety  Council  an- 
nounced today  that  accidents  claimed 
106,000  lives  in  1937 — a  total  more 
than  twice  as  great  as  the  number  of 
American  lives  lost  in  the  World  War. 

Injuries  from  accidents  disabled  9,- 
900,000  persons  during  the  year — at 
least  one  member  of  every  fourth  fam- 
ily. 

The  calculable  costs  of  all  accidents 
ran  to  $3,600,000,000  which,  the  coun- 
cil said,  was  enough  to  build  seventy- 
five  empire  state  buildings. 

Nations  Gathering  For  Armageddon 

In  Germany  the  children  are  being 
educated  to  die  for  their  country.  Ac- 
cording to  the  News  Chronicle  (Feb. 
16,  1937),  every  healthy  child  between 
the  ages  of  ten  and  eighteen  in  Germany 
sang  the  official  New  Year's  Carol  dur- 
ing January.  This  is  it: 
With  the  bells  in  the  toivcr 

Let  us  rise 
Ami  fan  the  fires 

Which  to  heaven  shall  rise, 
And  bear  our  weapons — for  the  Year  is 
new; 

War    is    the    watchword1.     Make     the 
watchword   true! 

At  the  end  of  the  term  celebrations 
were  held  in  a  certain  town,  when  one 
hundred  and  thirty  boys,  and  as  many 
girls,  all  fifteen  years  old,  were  assem- 
bled. A  notice  over  the  platform  declared 
in  huge  letters:  "We  are  born  to  die  for 
Germany." — The    Eliw    Evangel. 

"Booth  went  from  a  saloon  in  Wash- 
ington to  murder  Lincoln,"  says  The 
Voice  of  Washington;  "Guiteau  just 
before  he  shot  Garfield  asked  for  three 
big  drinks  because  he  had  big  work  to 
do;  Chzolgoz,  who  murdered  McKin- 
ley,  was  a  saloon  keeper's  son  and  had 
kept   bar  for  his   father." 

According  to  a  tract  issued  by  the 
Bible  Institute  Colportage  Association,  it 
is  claimed  that  three  million  children 
are  born  annually  of  drunken  parents. 
Half  a  million  of  these  are  born  idiots. 
Three  hundred  thousand  are  born  deaf, 
dumb  or  blind. 

Unceasing  opposition  to  the  liquor 
traffic  must  be  the  attitude  of  every 
true  patriot   and  Christian. 

Criminal  Army 

In  a  recent  address  J.  Edgar  Hoover 
said  that  our  country  has  a  criminal 
army  of  3,5  00,000  persons  that  each 
year  is  responsible  for  1,500,000  serious 
crimes. 

We   cannot   forget   that   an  army  of 


two  hundred  thousand  persons  who  will 
commit  murder  before  they  die  roams 
America.  Every  time  we  see  a  sunset,  we 
must  correlate  this  with  the  fact  that 
between  the  time  the  sun  rises  upon  our 
daily  life  and  the  time  it  sets  in  the  eve- 
ning, thirty-five  persons  that  day  arising 
with  plans  and  hopes  and  expectations, 
will  have  been  murdered.  There  is  a 
death  by  criminal  violence  in  the  United 
States  every  forty-five  minutes. — Pub- 
lisher Unknown. 

Senator  Minton  of  Indiana  recently 
voiced  the  belief  that  a  newspaper  can- 
not run  without  lying  deliberately  and 
declared  a  free  press  no  longer  exists 
in  the  United  States. 

News 

A  man  working  for  a  year  on  a 
wage  scale  of  one  cent  the  first  day  and 
doubling  every  day  during  the  year 
would  have  earned  at  the  end  of  the 
365  days  the  sum  of  $998,659,874,997, 
239,886,561,239,367,234,  865,  777,  338, 
576,227,864,739.— The   Youth's    Visitor. 

Oh,  the  tragedy  of  the  still  unevangel- 
ized  millions! 

3  00,000,000  still  in  the  befogging 
maze  of  superstition-ridden  Confucian- 
ism and  demon-ridden  Taoism. 

210,000,000  still  steeped  in  the  grov- 
elling  idolatry  of  Hinduism. 

13  0,000,000  still  crowding  the  tem- 
ples of  Buddha. 

220,000,000  still  in  the  ugly  grip  of 
sensual,  loveless,  women-degrading, 
heart-hardening    Mohammedanism. 

2  5,000,000  still  debasing  themselves 
in   the  shrines  of   Shintoism. 

15  8,000,000  still  groping  in  the  un- 
relieved darkness  and  crass  superstition 
of  Animism. 

270,000,000  shadowed  beneath  the 
sinister  cloak  of  Rome,  with  its  mariol- 
atry,  its  saint-worship,  its  magic  ritual 
of  the  mass  in  which  God  is  carried 
aloft  as  a  piece  of  bread,  its  false  doc- 
trine of  purgatory,  its  abominable  con- 
fessionals, and  its  many  other  deceiving 
teachings    and   ceremonials. 

Think  of  it:  over  1,600,000,000  hu- 
man beings  on  earth  today,  with  moral 
accountability,  intellectual  activity,  and 
immortal  destiny  —  a  mighty  host 
marching  to  the  grave  and  to  a  vast  be- 
yond.— Christian   Action. 

Christianity  Today  says:  "American 
negroes  have  $206,000,000  worth  of 
church  property  and  spend  $43,000,000 
annually  to  maintain  their  religious  en- 
terprises." Great  indeed  is  the  advance- 
ment made  by  the  Negro  race  since 
their  emancipation  less  than  a  century 
ago.  It  is  one  of  the  marvels  of  history. 
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CHRISTMAS  DAY  FOR  WHOM 

Edith  L.  Young 

It's  Christmas!  Ah,  the  day  for 

us  much  joy  has  always  brought, 
The  word  holds  charm  for  young 

and  old; — but  have  you  ever  thought 
Of  those  who  nothing  know  about  the 

Christmas  peace  and  joy, 
Who  never  heard  the  story  dear 

to  every  girl  and  boy? 
The  story  of  a  little  Babe,  a 

manger  and  a  star, 
Of  angels  singing,  and  of  wise 

men  coming  from  afar 
Their  precious  gifts  of  gold  and 

myrrh  and  frankincense  to  bring; 
In  adoration  bowing    low     before  the 

Babe  King 

You  know  the  dear  old  story  well, 

and  why  the  Savior  came, 
But  there  are — oh,  so  many,  who 

have  never  heard  His  name! 

A  Christmas  Day  in  Africa,  in 

China  and  Japan; 
A   Christmas   Day  in  India,    and    far 

Afghanistan ; 
A  Christmas  Day  in  all  the  world, 

the  Islands  of  the  sea, 
A  Christmas  Day  for  every  one — 

that's  how  it  ought  to  be! 
But — there  can  be  no  Christmas  joy 

for  those  who  never  heard 
This  story — there  can  be  for  them 

no  meaning  in  the  word. 

A  Christmas  Day  in  heaven?  Oh, 

think,  the  angels  know 
When  Jesus'  birthday  comes,  and 

sing,  as  they  did  long  ago. 
Do  you  suppose  they  wonder  why 

we  are  so  slow  to  tell 
The  tidings  of  great  joy  they  sang 

that  night,  and  love  so  well? 
Sometimes  I  think  they  long  to  speed 

On  eager  wings  away, 
To  tell  the  story  of  the  King  who 

came  to  earth  one  day. 

But  not  to  angels  was  His  last  com- 
mission given:  "Go 

Tell  all  the  world" — it  was  to  us; 
and  oh,  we've  failed  Him  so! 

Shall  we  not  give  ourselves  to  Him, 
and  then  go  forth  to  share 

Our  Christmas  Day — Our  Christ — 
with  needy,  lost  ones  "Over  there"? 
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